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Prologue: Propaganda Or Conspiracy Theory? 
(Der Betriiger; November 9", 1996) 


“Hello. In the traditional motion picture story, the villains are usually defeated; the ending is 
usually a happy one. I can make no so such promise for the picture you are about to watch.” 
-Ronald Reagan, In a General Electric Theater Film 


from the eastern shores of the Americas. No longer was it ‘morning again in 

America.’ Sounds of disembodied voices of various famous and infamous 
people wafted in the air as dusk soon turned to darkness. Nazi Germany survived 
the Cold War; World War II never ended. The past of one family, descendants of 
Teutonic knights and Prussian nobility, was returning to life that fateful night. 

“My views have not changed since I was a young man. Hitler was a great leader, and if he 
had won the war the world would be a better place today.’” 

“War is inevitable, and this time, it will be truly worldwide. It will unravel everywhere and 
there will be no limit to its battlefields. The condemnations of Nuremberg will be one of the main 
reasons, which will cause this War to be a conflict whose horror nill be unparalleled. These 
condemnations gave birth, in fact, to a new conception which makes the victor a hero and the 
vanquished an odious criminal.” 

“The principal adversary will be the United States, and the entire effort must be 
concentrated against this country from the beginning.” 

“T don’t want to hear any more of your difficulties. For an 4% officer there are no 
difficulties; his duty is always to remove difficulties himself as soon as they arise. How you do it is 
for you to figure out, not me.’” 

“One thing is sure. Democracy 1s doomed. This is our last election. It is Fascism or 
Communism. We are at the crossroads—I take the road to Fascism.” 

“About those two other main glories of modern Democracy: indwidual freedom and 
equality of opportunities for every person...the first is a lie, the second — an absurdity...” 

“My religion is National Socialism. That’s the only religion I believe in.”” 

“Any revolution must be planned with care and precision in accordance with the iron laws 
governing human conduct in the mass. A world revolution, in the face of the international and 
staggering power of Jewry, must be planned and executed with a brilliance and ruthlessness 
unmatched in the history of the world.” 

“Hitler will emerge from the hatred that surrounds him now as one of the most significant 
figures who ever lived.” 

““T think that there’s nothing wrong with visiting that cemetery where those young men are 
victims of Nazism also, even though they were fighting in the German uniform, drafted into 
service to carry out the hateful wishes of the Nazis. They were victims, just as surely as the victims 
in the concentration camps.” 

“The Jews have taken control of your media, and now control all aspects of your life 
making you their servants and achieving their aims at your expense.” 


| eee 9, 1996. The sun faded from the West, its rosy fingers disappearing 
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“Tf the day should ever come when we must go, if some day we are compelled to leave the 
scene of history, we will slam the door so hard that the universe will shake and mankind will 
stand back in stupefaction.”” 

“Tn the latter stages of the war, I never saw Hitler so beside himself as when, as if in a 
delirium, he was picturing to himself and to us the downfall of New York in towers of flame. He 
described the skyscrapers turning into huge burning torches and falling hither and thither, and the 
reflection of the disintegrating city in the dark sky.” 

“We will not capitulate — no, never! We may be destroyed, but if we are, we shall drag a 
world with us — a world in flames?” 

The voices faded into the ether of the black night. Somewhere, loudspeakers 
wailed Jaqueline Boyer’s ‘Mitsow, a German song about a Japanese wedding on 
Mount Fuji. It came from an innocuous Spanish family villa atop an alpine plateau 
along the Andes Mountains. Its imposing walls and gates divided the estate from 
its sole lifeline to civilization—a winding asphalt road. That road stretched along 
miles of foothills to a nearby sleepy resort town, San Carlos de Bariloche, where 
people gather at a hotel every April 20" for the Filhrer’s birthday. 

Past the twin front doors, a large lobby with tile floors and a gold-lined 
stairway. An oil painting of the estate’s owner in his $4 officer’s uniform greeted 
visitors and family members alike as they entered. In the many rooms on the first 
floor, the mansion hosted a vast plethora of antique German furniture. The music 
was coming from a vinyl record player upstairs, inside the closed doors of an 
office full of priceless Nazi relics. 

Behind an oak-furnished desk, a well-bred Aryan man sat back in a leather 
swivel chair, smoking a cigar. A middle-aged-looking elderly man in a gray two- 
piece double-breasted suit and a twenty-four karat gold Rolex watch around his 
wrist. Many have had the fortune—or misfortune—of colluding with the Fascist 
devil: 44 Obersturmbannfiihrer (Lieutenant Colonel) Dipl.-Ing. (Mechanical Engineer) 
Horst “der Betriiger (the Confidence Artist) Gustav Brotzman. 

The record skipped. It came to an abrupt end like a divorce as terrible as 
9/11. Horst pulled the cigar out of his mouth and put it out, grinding the burnt 
end against a stainless-steel ashtray. The doors in front of him opened. It was his 
maid, Fraulein Julia Langford, clad in her black dress and white maid apron and 
tiara, a Swastika armband draping her upper left arm. Clicking the back of her 
stiletto heels, she raised her right arm high and shouted: “Heil Hitler, Mein Herr!” 

Horst rose and did the same. “Heil Hitler, Fraulein Langford!” 

Fraulein Langford turned around and gestured at three people waiting inside 
the hallway outside to enter the room. Horst’s younger brothers, 44 
Hauptsturmfiibrer (Captain) Professor Dr. Arno and $4 Sturmfiibrer (Lieutenant) 
Sebastian Brotzman, brushed past Langford. An otherworldly, supernatural 
teenage girl followed them. She was dressed in the uniform of the Bund Deutscher 
Mdadel (BDM; ‘Band of German Maidens’)—a brown jacket worn over a white 
blouse and black neckerchief, dark-blue knee-length skirt and black jackboots. 
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Langford slammed the doors shut and locked them. Horst’s brothers and the 
mysterious teenage girl raised their right arms high. “Heil Hitler!’ Horst and the 
others greeted before sitting down in their chairs. 

“Nice of you to join me and my brothers, Fraulein Matilde Geralyn von 
Brandt,” Horst spoke to the girl. “Or should I say ‘Dame Ostara’ (Lady Ostara)?”’ 

Like a mad witch, Matilde cackled. “Danke schén, Herr Obersturmbannftibrer?’ 
She thanked him, crossing her legs with a wolfish grin on her face. “I could care 
less! Either one will do!” 

“Then we are in agreement, old imaginary friend,” Horst laughed. 

Sebastian mused, “Where should we begin with recent world events?” 

“As we said earlier,” Arno suggested, “The hostilities between the United 
States and North Korea could be exploited for the sake of starting another World 
War. Whatever happens, the Vaterland must remain neutral in global politics.” 

“And it will stay neutral, no matter who is the Kanzler,’ Horst swote. 

Ostara giggled. “Yankee Dollar Imperialism is certainly in no way less 
ageressive or reckless than Bolshevism! The British and French, one of the former 
‘allies’ or ‘victors’, suffered so much from Dollar Imperialism!’ She adjusted her 
posture. “And thanks to their stupidity back in 1939, Europe is now a bunch of 
satellite régimes acting on Washington’s behalf!” 

“A wat of exhaustion between the Amis and Iwan would do wonders for the 
rise of a German-led power bloc,” Sebastian suggested. “Thankfully, we have 
various elements inside the Vatican and the rest of the Catholic Church who are 
sympathetic to our cause and wish to help. It’s been that way since Vatican H, 
despite the various useful idiots playing historical revisionism for us.” 

“Natiirhich,’ Ostara said. “What the Fatherland needs is not Democracy but 
our system of governance, allowing us alone to ‘organize the industrial capacity of 
Europe and the military qualities of the German people for the revival of the 
German race’ to rebuild the Third Reich.” 

“After all,” Horst declared, “The War never ended. We will carry on that War 
with a vast arsenal of deadly political weapons, aggressive propaganda, the 
sabotage of national economies, as well as more subtle methods. Every race, every 
nation, every creed on the Erde, this Earth, will welcome our plans: a German 
counterbalance between the American and Russian imperialist dogs!” 

“We shall see to it that the Fatherland continues to build up the ‘European 
Union’...” Horst paused. “Es tut mir leid...the “European Federation’, built out of 
every nation in Europe, Africa, and Latin America! The fortunes and possibilities 
in creating such a power bloc will allow us to coerce America into building a wall 
along its southern border! And we will begin by ‘persuading’ scores upon scores of 
Untermenschen to emigrate only for shrinking messes of porridge!”’ 

Ostara and his brothers laughed. Horst continued. “Let us give the Amis 
many crises in every conceivable nook and cranny!’ He gazed upon a globe at his 
desk, spinning it like a revolver’s cylinder in a game of Russian roulette. “North 
and South Korea. China. Taiwan. Japan. India. Pakistan. Afghanistan. Iran. Iraq. 
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Saudi Arabia. Syria. Israel. Palestine. Georgia. Russia. Ukraine. Yugoslavia. Egypt. 
Libya. Brazil. Columbia. Venezuela. Mexico. The Fatherland.” 

“Das Reich kommt wieder (The Third Reich will rise again), Arno swote. 

“But whatever happens, Herr Obersturmbannfiibrer,’ Ostara warned Horst, “We 
mustn’t allow this new World War to destroy Europe as we know it.” 

“Ganz genau!” Sebastian snapped her fingers, pointing her finger at Arno, 
nodding her head in agreement. “However, Afghanistan is also another 
opportunity after our late friend, Herr Genoud, introduced me to this Saudi.” 

Arno turned to Sebastian. “So, Dame Ostara met a ‘pious, upstanding, and 
admirable Saudi Muslim,’ someone who could end our marriage of convenience?” 

“Ja.” Sebastian nodded his head upward with his arms folded. 

“What was his name again?” Arno cocked his head to the side. 

“Osama Bin Laden,” Sebastian retorted nonchalantly, snickering. “Regardless 
if ALQaidah proves unworthy of furthering the Party, we must not let ourselves 
become too enthralled by Washington’s pathetic and worthless slogans about 
‘democracy’, ‘freedom’, ‘equality’, or even ‘free enterprise.’ America today is sick, 
weak, confused, fragmented, quavering with senility, and all of us know it! Our 
only cure to rid the world of these empty-headed idiots is a bullet!” 

“Bullets alone will not suffice,” Arno questioned, holding up his index finger. 
“Crashing their economy will do us greater wonders in the long run! Herr Reagan 
has shown us how to obliterate America through other economic means.” 

“Nein, nein, America is still a very powerful nation!” Sebastian yelled. 

“Don’t argue with me, Bruder!” Arno bickered. 

“Enough!” Ostara bellowed, her hand releasing the safety on a Browning Hi- 
Power handgun concealed under her wool jacket. She was three seconds away 
from putting a bullet in the ceiling—or better yet, in someone head. 

“Our other Bruder is Rorreks, Sebastian!” Horst stressed, motioning Ostara to 
pull her hand away from her Browning Hi-Power. Ostara, grumbling harsh 
profanity to herself in German, placed her hands over her lap. 

Horst addressed his brothers and Ostara. “The Yankees are indeed powerful, 
but they have overextended themselves all over the Erde. They have no top-notch 
statesmen, no planners, no military leaders, no scientists, and not even a people 
interested in accomplishing great historic feats. For American Federalism is hardly 
an attractive system of governance.” 

“Now begins our Projekt fiir eine Neue Deutsche Jabrtausend (PNDJ; ‘Project for a 
New German Millennium’)! Ostara declared. “It is now obvious to all of us that 
the Americans have lost their Pax Americana! The Soviet Union is dead, America 
lost the Cold War! They will one day lose their nation in absolute ignorance! 
Tonight, let us file our divorce papers through A/Qa‘dah!” 

“Der Sieg wird unser sein (Victory will be ours)!” the Brotzman brothers cried. 
They and Ostara got up from their chairs, faced a marble bust of the Fuhrer resting 
atop a marble pedestal, and threw up right arms. “Sveg He7/...!” 
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Part One: Yerschworung? 
(Conspiracy?) 
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Chapter One: Weltpolitik, Pt. I 
(Ryanite Chorus; April 30-May 15, 2010) 


“A great deal of world politics is a fundamental struggle, but it is also a struggle that has to be 
waged intelligently.” 
-Zbigniew Brzezinski, The Grand Chessboard 


Carlos de Bariloche in the late hours of a night in late April. The vehicle was 

built like a German Panzer commanding the embodiment of both beauty and 
brawn. Armored plating, bulletproof windows, self-resealing tires and fuel tank, a 
deafening car horn, and a trunk stocked with weapons and explosives. Its 
Maybach V8 engine revving, the armored Mercedes drove up the dreary road from 
San Carlos de Bariloche to the Brotzman estate. 

The headlights illuminated the pavement ahead. No other cars were anywhere 
within its immediate vicinity. No late-night animal crossings. A full moon and 
countless twinkling stars were suspended against the darkening blue hues above as 
the sun faded from the skies to the west. Dark clouds soon formed and gathered, 
blotting the moon and the stars. A squadron of red and orange glowing disk- 
shaped UFOs soared above in a Swastika formation. They disappeared into the 
clouds. Thunder rumbled and boomed. Twin lightning bolts flashed. Heavy 
rainfall descended from the clouds and showered the surrounding landscape. 

The armored Mercedes’ windshield wiper blades swept the rolling drops of 
rainwater aside the tinted bulletproof glass on the windshield. In the backseat of 
the vehicle, Lady Ostara sat in one of the midsection seats behind the driver and 
front passenger seats. Crossing her legs, she wrapped her fingers around a glass of 
fine Hungarian Tokaji wine. A signed copy of Mein Kampf and an original first- 
edition copy of Hitler’s sequel, Zweztes Buch, lay on the vacant seat beside her. 

Sitting in the rear backseat opposite of Ostara was eleven year old Bruno 
Heinz Winifred Brotzman, 44 Colonel Horst Brotzman’s second-born grandson. 
Ash blonde, blue eyed, and porcelain just like his fellow like-minded Cousins, 
Bruno prided himself on his pure, undiluted racial stock and his National Socialist 
convictions. He slouched in his leather seat with his arms crossed, his body 
strapped to the safety harness of his seatbelt. 

“Did you have to come along with me?” he grumbled. 

Ostara grinned. “Who said you had a choice in the matter?” 

“T did, Dame Ostara!” Bruno pounded against his chest. “How many times 
do I have to tell you? I am turning twelve a couple days from now! I do not need 
to be escorted by you of all people, as if you are my nanny or something!” 

The witch smiled and let out a hushed giggle. “Do not blame me, Bruno.” 
She sipped on her glass of fine Tokaji. “If it makes you feel any better: I was not 
the one who insisted that I should be riding in the backseat of this car with you.” 

“Shifting the blame as usual, ja?” he chortled. 

Ostara said nothing. Instead, she shook her head, sipping more of her Tokaji. 
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“Okay, then who was it, who told you to come with me?” Bruno snorted. 

“Your Grofvater (Grandfather), Herr Obersturmbannfuhrer.” 

Bruno sighed. “Verdammt,’ he cursed, “I should have known.” 

She finished the rest of her glass and proceeded to refill it with a chilled glass 
bottle from the armored Mercedes’ built-in mini bar. “You make it seem like your 
Grofvater’s guidance is a bad thing.” She sipped on her glass again. “He is a great 
man who has dedicated his whole life to continuing the F#hrer’s spiritual and 
political mission long after 1945. Chill out; you have quite a lot to be proud of.” 

“Ich wei I know),” Bruno murmured. “Tt’s-it’s just that...” 

Ostara sighed. “Speak up.” She grinned. “Tell me, precisely, what is on your 
mind? We still have some time left before we arrive at your family’s estate.” 

“If you insist...” Bruno paused. “There has been a lot of talk these days 
about the Aryan Race on the Erde disappearing. Talk about how ‘we must secure 
the existence of our people and a future for White children’ or whatever.” 

Ostara stared at Bruno with an arrogant gaze. “Go on...,” she cackled. 

“My American contacts call it, um, ‘White Genocide’ or the ‘Great 
Replacement,” he added. “They claim that all the Juden (Jews) are trying to destroy 
the biological substance of the Aryan Race globally.” 

“A simple ‘lie’ is all that it takes in order to scale the odds in our favor,” 
Ostara opined. “Sometimes, you must lie to those you considered as ‘friends and 
allies’, but not always. A good lie goes a long way to deceiving your enemy.” 

“Danke schon,’ Bruno thanked her. “But to be frank, I never bought into the 
propaganda myself. Regardless, ve always thought propagating such ideas far and 
wide would go a long way towards realizing our goals. You and my Opa, I heard, 
pulled off a similar stunt in the Fatherland back in the 1990s. It wouldn’t be too 
much of a stretch for me to assume that pursuing a similar move on an 
international scale has its rewards and its consequences.” 

Ostara chuckled. “Korrekt (Correct),” she praised him. “You are learning 
fast.” The alcoholic liquid in her wineglass swirled around the glass bowl. “The 
same can also be said for the so-called ‘Kalergi Plan’ by that Mschinge (Mongrel), 
Richard von Coudenhove-Kalergi.” 

“Ja, I heard he was plotting to bastardize the blood of the Aryan Race,” 
Bruno snorted. “He was also the same man who is considered to be one of the 
founding fathers behind the European Union (EU).” 

“Natirlich (Of course), Ostara acknowledged, “You should know better than 
those pathetic ‘White Nationalists’ in America, Bruno.” She smirked. “The only 
reason why we opposed von Coudenhove-Kalergi is because the Fuhrer opposed 
his desires to advance what would later become the EU. For us, for Deutschland, 
and for Hitler, the EU just makes all of Europe subservient lapdogs for the Amis.” 

She reached for her copy of Zyeites Buch and offered it to Bruno. “Ever read 
the Fihrer’s sequel to Mein Kampf? It will bring you up to speed on our plans.” 

Bruno shook his head. “TI will read it some other time, Dame Ostara.” He 
folded his arms. “There’s just something that I must ask.” He stroked his chin. 
“Will the propaganda about ‘White Genocide’ or the “Great Replacement’ further 
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the National Socialist cause? Is it still a most pragmatic course of action to be 
dumping millions of Untermenschen (Subhumans) all over Europe and_ the 
Fatherland? I ask, because there is always a possibility that somebody will catch on 
to our plans.” 

There was a long pause between Lady Ostara and Bruno. Ostara, finishing 
the rest of her second glass of Tokaji, placed the empty wine glass inside a separate 
cubby next to the mini bar fridge. The cubby’s sliding door panel had a paper 
taped to it with a small message scribbled in German. Achtung, the message read, 
Always set aside time to clean all glassware inside this removable container! 

She cackled at the absurdity of what Bruno had just told her. “You are no 
different than your other Cousins...ja, excluding your Cousins Hans-Ulrich, 
Heinricka, and those twins—Harold and Halfrida...” 

“What are you trying to say?” Bruno grumbled. “Spill it out already! Unlike 
my Cousins Harold and Halfrida, I have no time for jigsaw puzzles!” 

“Oh, how should I put it?” Ostara murmured. She snapped the fingers on 
her other hand, the left hand. “Take a moment to look around this so-called ‘Real 
World’ you live in, Bruno. Nationalsozialismus (National Socialism) is on the tise in 
dozens of different countries across the globe. Our sympathizers within the ‘Left’, 
the ‘Center’, and the ‘Right’ are amassing political power with each new election. 
Economic instability, which we had orchestrated, destabilized entire nations within 
the last forty years, widening all the gaps between the haves and have-nots.” 

“Thanks to our efforts in the lead-up to 11 September 2001, fear and 
paranoia ensured those victories at the polling booth as many demanded wasteful 
security and surveillance measures from their governments. Today, the call for 
greater ‘National Security’ is eroding the monster of Democracy as I speak, insofar 
as people continue to refuse all acknowledgment of our existence. Der Fihrer is 
also enjoying renewed popularity in countless nations in Latin America, Africa, the 
Middle East, the former Soviet Union, Asia, and even in Israel and Palestine.” 

Bruno interrupted her. “And did the Fuhrer escape Berlin and make it to my 
family’s new estate here? Even to this day, my Opa Horst keeps insisting that he 
kept the Fuhrer and Eva Braun safe by whisking them somewhere.” 

“Ei, are you talking about shat story?” Ostara pondered. 

“Ja-ja, that story,’ Bruno retorted. “So, is there any truth to it?” 

Ostara refused to answer. “Like von Coudenhove-Kalergi..., assume that the 
truth is somewhere between the propaganda and the conspiracy theory. It would 
be best that you refrain from asking too many unnecessary questions.” 

“What is that supposed to mean?” 

She took a deep breath and sighed. “To give you the short answer, the Fuhrer 
was taken away to Walhalla with the help of racially-conscious Aryan Walkiiren 
(Valkyries) who saved him and Eva at the last minute. That was why the 
Bolsheviks were never able to find him, why Georgy Zhukov doubted the veracity 
of Hitler’s suicide, and why Josef Stalin and J. Edgar Hoover became obsessed 
with searching for Hitler well after 1945.” 

“All I asked was a a’ or ‘nein,’ not a long-ass exposition 
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“You and the other Kinder (children) are all the same,” Ostara responded. 

“Ts it too much for me to ask?” Bruno straightened his seating posture. 

Ostara nodded. “I am afraid so. There are certain things in life which must be 
kept hidden until the time is right. If I told you, would you believe me?” 

Before Bruno could answer, she later added: “Or...can I trust you to keep 
the truth away from those who would use it against us? The present-day 
circumstances at the moment are not quite there yet for me or your Grofirater to 
reveal the truth. All the peoples of the Erde must be willing to welcome our 
triumphant return. But until that day comes, your family—the side that matters, that 
is—and I still have a few more loose ends here and there to tie up.” 

Bruno’s eyes narrowed. “My Cousins Harold and Halfridar” 

The armored Mercedes, having driven past the gates of the Brotzman family 
estate, pulled over next to the steps of the villa’s front entrance. From inside, the 
double doors were opened by two young women of racially-suitable stock in 
French maid outfits. An armed paramilitary dressed in all-black military fatigues, 
with an MP5 slung around his neck, opened the door next to the Bruno. 

“Those two are just one among several different ‘loose ends,” Ostara said. 

2K 
(One day later) 

San Carlos de Bariloche was not the only known German enclave in South 
America. Similar enclaves, some of them predating the diaspora of ethnic 
Germans expelled from their communities after the Second World War, were 
dotted throughout the whole continent. One of those enclaves, perhaps the largest 
of them, was a quiet and sleepy town called ‘Neupotsdam.’ 

Founded in the 1870s by German Catholics fleeing persecution in the 
infamous Ku/turkampf, the town was home to an overwhelmingly Roman Catholic 
population. The town later received an influx of settlers, German expellees from 
Germany’s former eastern territories, in the aftermath of the Second World War. 
A few former Wehrmacht and East German Stasi types resided in the town over 
the years, but all of them had already reached their expiration dates. 

Neupotsdam was surrounded by countless miles of fertile farmland, its 
location situated in a mostly rural part of Brazil’s Santa Catarina province. A steady 
stream of water flowed through the center of the town from a river in the 
neighboring Rio Grande do Sul province to the south. A well-built bridge across 
the stream connected the western and eastern halves of the town. 

Every building, from the homes to the parishes, boasted Gothic architecture 
characteristic of those back in rural Germany itself. Most of the roads had 
cobblestone pavement instead of concrete or asphalt. The architecture alone made 
them looked almost Medieval-like, except with all the usual amenities of everyday 
contemporary life such as electricity, air conditioning, and Wi-Fi. 

The town also continued to maintain the German language, culture, 
traditions and customs, passing all of them down from generation to generation. 
All of the signs were displayed in German instead of Brazil’s official language, 
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Portuguese. Everyone spoke German as their native language, or at least had as a 
second language. Even its local newspaper, Neupotsdamer Zeitung, was in German. 

The morning sun roused her rosy fingers over the town buildings from the 
east. The moon faded as the dark skies brightened up in hues of red, orange, and 
purple. Local storeowners and their young apprentices plodded on the sidewalks 
and drove to their shops in their cars. One after the other, all the stores and shops 
in the town slowly opened their doors for another mundane workday. 

Sounds of a bicycle’s bell dinged through the warm morning air. A fair- 
skinned girl sharing Cousin Bruno’s hair and eye color traveled around the empty 
streets of her hometown on a bicycle. A sealed envelope and wrapped package was 
stored in an enclosed basket attached to the rear of her bike. She was one of 
Bruno’s Anti-Nazi Cousins, Heinricka Lena Brotzman. 

“Ulrich won’t believe what just arrived in my mailbox,” Heinricka muttered 
under her throat. She pedaled faster and raced to the home of another Anti-Nazi 
Cousin, Hans-Ulrich Rudel Friedrich Brotzman, in the eastern side of town. 
Converging on the front yard of Ulrich’s home from the street in front of the 
house, Heinricka ditched her bike on the grassy lawn. She opened the lid on the 
basket, grabbed the package and the envelope, and hurried to the backyard. 

In the backyard, Ulrich was standing in front of the doors of a large garden 
shed, closed them. He had his back against Heinricka as she hurried toward him. 

“Ulrich,” Heinricka said, “Pve got something from Harold and Halfrida.” 

“Halfrida was not joking..., Ulrich mumbled to himself. He turned around, 
stepped away from the garden shed, and walked up to Heinricka. Ulrich pointed at 
the envelope and package in her hands. “Are that for me?” 

“For me and for you,” she responded. “Mind if I open them?” 

“Ja, go ahead.” Ulrich nodded. “I will take the envelope.” 

Heinricka gave Ulrich the envelope. She proceeded to tear apart the wrapping 
covering the package and the string fastening it. Inside the wrapped package were 
bundles of US Dollars and Euros in $100 and €500 banknotes, the bundles 
brought straight from the printing presses. Heinricka glanced at the money inside 
the package. “Why did they send this money to us by mail?” 

“Good question,” Ulrich voiced, pulling out a folded letter from the 
envelope. “Perhaps this letter will provide us with some answers.” The paper was 
scented with a certain women’s perfume that was well-known by Ulrich to be 
Cousin Harold’s, not Cousin Halfrida’s. He unfolded the letter. 

The letter, addressed to Cousin Ulrich, Heinricka, and Bruno, was scrawled in 
Halfrida’s cursive handwriting. Harold and I are making moves to reestablish the RPS 
(Ryanite Prosperity Sphere), it read. We would like of all of you could help us and the Ryanites 
by currying the favor of the SGLEO (Student-Governed International Economic Order). 
Emperor Bernard, Howard Wolff, Cardinal Wolk and Horst Brotzman are all great places to 
start, but we also recommend others like Thomas Jefferson Washington-Reich. If any of you are 
interested, please write back to us. Harold and I look forward to hearing more in the future. 

Refolding the letter, Ulrich spoke to Heinricka. “Did you hear anything new 
from Cousin Bruno by any chance?” 
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“Bruno...,” Heinricka blurted. “...You know I don’t hang around him and 
his like-minded relatives, Ulrich. My red-headed step-siblings, Dieter and Kathe, 
always exclude me from whatever they’re doing with Bruno and his siblings.” 

“Ich verstehe (I understand), Heinricka,” Ulrich said, “But there’s something 
that I think I should tell you first.” He paused and stroked his chin. “Have you 
ever heard of the ‘Catholic School Underground’ or the ‘House of Raynerson’, 
those ‘nobles’ who govern over it in the Jemsedtswe/t (Otherworld)?” 

Heinricka nodded. “Ja, I’ve heard about them. Why did you ask?” 

“Cousin Bruno made some ‘arrangements’ for us to travel with him to 
America and collaborate alongside him and Her Majesty, Duchess Perpetua. 
Halfrida somehow convinced her twin brother that by getting us, Bruno, and Her 
Majesty involved, she and Harold will be able to begin their “quest.”” 

“Ei, that’s even worse than I thought!” Heinricka shuddered at the thought 
of Bruno and Perpetua. “With all due respect to Halfrida, those two are bad 
news.” She threw up her arms and shook her head. “What’s gotten into our 
Cousins in America? What does Bruno and this lover of his want?” 

“Haven’t you heard anything from the rest of our family?” Ulrich leaned his 
back against the door of the garden shed. “Cousins Harold and Halfrida had just 
spent the past year or two quietly gathering followers and backers. They apparently 
found some mysterious document penned by a ‘Father Michael Agrioli.”’ 

Ulrich crossed his arms. “Last I heard: their Ovke/ (Uncle), Father Leonard, 
has been receiving letters from His Eminence, Cardinal Wolk of Philadelphia.” 

“What does His Eminence want now?” she asked. 

“None of our relatives in America are sharing anything,” he answered. 

“Still, what does this mean for the two of us?” Heinricka pondered. 

“T wish I knew the answer.” Ulrich shrugged his shoulders. He glanced at the 
letter again. “If Halfrida’s writing in this letter is true, then she and her twin 
brother are perhaps planning to rebuild the old ‘Ryanite Prosperity Sphere’ (RPS).” 

“We should find out whenever we meet them.” she spoke. 

“Genau (Exactly),” he answered. “I suspect it’s that and something else.” 

The Conspiracy, the RPS (or its successor, the GACSS), and the 
Underground were not the only factions. They may have been the most powerful 
and the most influential, but they were never acting alone. Together with their 
allies and others, all three coexisted among hundreds of individual student-teacher 
regimes of high schools and universities called ‘SSEs’ (Secret School Economies). 

These regimes formed the basis of the ‘SGIEO’ (Student-Governed 
International Economic Order). At best, the SGIEO was like a twin sibling of the 
US-led international order, the “LIEO’ (Liberal International Economic Order), 
created after the Second World War. Forged in the aftermath of the Cold War, 
SGIEO abided by LIEO’s guiding principles of multilateral institutions, open 
markets, free movement of goods, capital, and labor, and Capitalism and Liberal 
Democracy enforced by American leadership and military muscle. 

2K KK 


(Two weeks later) 
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Syosset, a sleepy hamlet in Staten Island’s Nassau County, was the home of 
Sacred Heart Academy, an all-girl K-12 Catholic school. The Catholic nuns who 
ran the school, all veterans of the ‘Rosy War’, also supervised extracurricular 
activities on school grounds. One of those activities was jointly run by Catholic 
monks at Sacred Heart’s nearby K-12 sister school for boys. For both schools 
fulfilled another, lesser-known purpose: they served as the interfaces between the 
Underground, the Ryanites, and the SGIEO as a whole. 

At Sacred Heart Academy in particular, special afterschool clubs held some 
meetings afterschool and others on weekends. They operated out of a small 
hallway of vacant classrooms below the observatory room. Golden placards nailed 
to the cinderblock walls beside the classroom doors were listed from ‘Class 350-A’ 
to ‘Class 360-B’. The golden placards came with a silver placard bearing the names 
of these clubs. Names like ‘Model UN,’ ‘Model IMF,’ ‘Model World Bank,’ ‘Model 
WTO,’ ‘Model BIS,’ ‘Model ICC,’ “Model Interpol,’ and so on. 

Room 360-A at the end of the hall housed the ‘Model EU/NATO.’ The door 
was always closed and locked from the outside. Beyond its walls, Her Majesty, 
Duchess Perpetua Christina Stephanie Raynerson, presided over the club as its 
leader and the school’s de-facto ‘Model MEP’ to the ‘Model EU Parliament’. 

Perpetua sat at her student desk, sipping on a ceramic mug of hot coffee. On 
her desk was a folded copy of the daily newspaper of Underground’s Otherworld 
capital, Other-Boston. Picking up the newspaper, she gawked at front page news. 

The headline article, “A New Ryanite Student Government is Forming, coveted 
Harold and Halfrida Brotzman’s recent exploits in Fairfax, Arlington, and all of 
Northern Virginia. Ryanites in Northern Virginia rejoiced after the ‘GACSS Party’ 
resurrected the Ryanite Prosperity Sphere, it read. Relations between the ‘Second RPS” and its 
southern neighbor are strained, with outside observers fearing a new war may be on the horizon. 
These tensions are boiling over in the immediate aftermath of last week’s controversial elections. 
Als the new State Chancellor and State President, Harold and Halfrida Brotzman and their 
GACSS Party vow to restore the RPS” former power and prestige in the United States. 

The door opened. Perpetua turned her head away from the newspaper and 
faced the doorway. Her cousins and adjutants, Baroness Felicity, Countess Cecilia, 
and Princess Philomena Raynerson, all entered the room by order of seniority. 
Princess Philomena, the youngest one, closed the door. 

“Just in time,” Perpetua told them. The three cousins sat in the chairs in front 
of her desk. Perpetua set the newspaper aside on the desk. “It’s official: Harold 
and Halfrida’s efforts in the past two years have reached their conclusion. Their 
intentions are obvious: resurrect the RPS. They seek acceptance and recognition 
from all of the SSEs (Secret School Economies) among the SGIEO.” 

“You're kidding!” Felicity cried. 

“So the rumors were true after all!” Cecilia voiced. 

“T thought we annexed their student regime back in 1991?” Philomena asked. 

“Not quite, Philomena,” Perpetua corrected her. “When the Underground 
annexed the former RPS, we partitioned the northern and halves with the New 
Dixie Confederation (NDC).” She reached for her mug from the desk and sipped 
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more of her coffee. “And as you all know, the NDC is a puppet regime of one of 
out allies, the Fellowship of Young Christians (FYC).” 

“T never liked the NDC,’ Cecilia confessed. “Their Neo-Confederate 
sympathies are an embarrassment to the ideals that the SGIEO was founded on.” 

“Nothing in international politics is ideal or perfect,’ Perpetua said. 

Countess Cecilia scoffed her. “I beg to differ, Perpetua. I think Harold and 
Halfrida may be willing to wipe the NDC off the map.” 

Baroness Felicity cocked her head to the side. “And you expect Francine 
Cardington-McAdams and her family to tolerate their destruction?” 

“Even Francine is getting annoyed of the NDC,” Cecilia quipped. 

Princess Philomena asked Duchess Perpetua. “Refresh my memory: what will 
the twins gain from joining the SGIEO?” 

“Philomena, being part of the SGIEO has its benefits.” Perpetua leaned back 
in her seat. “At the very least, the Ryanites around the twins’ immediate sphere of 
influence will regain their student government and their SSE from us.” She gritted 
her teeth and clenched her fist. “However, Thomas Washington-Reich, SGIEIO’s 
General Secretary, still has bad relations towards us because of the Rosy Wat.” 

“What happened between us, the Ryanites, the ‘Remnants’, and Horst 
Brotzman thirteen years ago does not concern that military brat or the 
‘Democratic-Republican Duopoly’ in Washington DC,” Cecilia complained. 

“Indeed,” Felicity agreed. “It is true that the Underground fought a war in 
the Otherworld over the Anomaly trade. What he doesn’t understand is that the 
Remnants’ former Neo-Nazi government in Neudeutschland was going to invade 
Earth anyway! If it wasn’t for us, the Third Reich would still be alive right now!” 

“Both him and the Duopoly should be grateful,’ Philomena chortled. 
“Emperor Bernard and Empress Benita are making the most out of our near- 
monopoly over the entire Anomaly trade in the service of American and 
EU/NATO interests in the Otherworld. If they keep this up, we'll just have to 
start making deals with Moscow and Beijing instead.” 

Cecilia giggled. “And we all know they’d hate to let that happen.” 

‘We're getting off-track, you three,” Perpetua told them. She paid brief 
glimpses of each of her adjutants. “What those twin siblings in Arlington want 
more than anything is a chance for the Ryanites to sit at the big kids table. The 
SGIEO dodged most of the economic turmoil that shook all the world markets, 
two years ago. With those markets now rebounding, it makes perfect sense for 
them to start having talks with Washington-Reich, Cardinal Wolk, Horst 
Brotzman, us, and...” 

“Howard Wolff...?” Philomena interjected. 

“The old RPS’ first State Chancellor from the 1950s?” Felicity chimed. 

“Damn right!” Perpetua nodded. 

“So what will be our response to all of this?” Cecilia mused. 

“Simple,” Perpetua replied. “I had made arrangements for us to collaborate 
with Bruno and his Cousins. We do favors for Harold and Halfrida, expecting to 
receive favors from them in return. What works for us should work for them.” 
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Chapter Two: Weltpolitik, Pt. II 
(Wise Man and Renate; May 1*-28", 2010) 


“International politics, like all politics, is a struggle for power.” 
-Hans J. Morgenthau, Politics Among Nations 


in the botanical gardens of the rectory and convent buildings across from 

St. Michael the Archangel Catholic Parish and School. Busy bees roamed 
through the air, pollinating and fertilizing the flowers of their sweet nectar. The 
morning sun ascended in the clear blue skies to the east. Not a single cloud 
lingered in the air for countless miles. 

Something other than the mundane was happening in the hallways and 
classrooms inside St. Michael the Archangel Catholic School. Today was a 
Saturday; there was no school. In the hallway shared by the 7 and 8 graders, the 
8 orade classrooms were empty and locked, the corridor cordoned off by a 
security gate. Harold’s voice reverberated through the walls. 

“Under the Rosy War Peace Treaty, Underground punishes us for 
assassinating Emperor Bernard’s predecessor, His Greatness Peter IJ, and for 
siding with the Anti-Nazi Remnants seeking to restore Ryanite independence 
before the Rosy War. House of Raynerson argues that we ‘deserved it.”” 

“A whooping $2,000,000,000,000 as reparations for war damages. Ryanite 
territories outside Virginia, Maryland, Delaware, and eastern Pennsylvania 
partitioned between Underground and the New Dixie Confederation. Our 
subterranean capital of Wonderland stripped of its impressive manufacturing and 
military-industrial centers, its large civilian population impoverished by the 
reparations. The Ryanite-Dweller Border was moved from the Ryanite border 
town of Bedrock Mills, to the West-Emory Bridge in West-Emery Chasm.” 

“Our original armed forces, the RDF (Ryanite Defense Force) subjected to 
limitations under the Peace Treaty. No more than 100,000 troops. No artillery 
pieces greater than 200 millimeters. No more than 500 MAFVs. Navy gutted and 
forced to disband. Air Force cannot have more than 500 A-Wings of all types. 
Nor ate we permitted to have drones and conventional warplanes like F-15C 
fighters, A-10 attackers, or B-52H bombers.” 

Harold and Halfrida’s classroom, 7-C, was big a room that had two doors as 
a fire safety measure for getting around the security gate. Beyond the closed doors, 
a Catholic crucifix was hung beside a clock above the large marker board in the 
front of the room. The hands on the clock rotated toward the bottom and then 
back to the top of the hour like the Doomsday Clock. 

Harold stood behind a podium at the marker board in the front of the room. 
His twin sister Halfrida Brotzman stood by his side with a stern face. A flag 
known as the ‘Ryanite Republic Ensign’ was attached to a wooden pole between 
the twin siblings. The flag was depicted as a green cross within a white cross over a 
blue background graced the royal flag. 


iT}: attived to the outskirts of Fairfax. White lilies and red roses blossomed 
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In front of the twins were their fellow classmates and up to a hundred 
Ryanites from various nearby parochial schools. Everyone was no older than 
eleven or twelve. They cheered Harold as he proceeded to tear apart the pages of a 
handheld copy of the Rosy War Peace Treaty. The pages were away to the side, 
each one fluttering through the stuffy air as they landed on the floor. “These are 
all outrageous crimes against us by both the House of Raynerson and the SGIEO 
as whole chooses to do nothing!” 

Halfrida directed everyone’s attention to a map on a board next to the flag. 
The map on the table depicted the old territories of the RPS, its regime across the 
vatious Catholic and non-Catholic school systems throughout Virginia, 
Washington DC, Maryland, West Virginia, Delaware, and Pennsylvania. 

“All of us are equally concerned over solidarity of the ‘Ryanite’, the American 
Catholic parochial schooler,’ Harold exhorted. “His school system continues to 
remain under the thumb of Underground imperialism! Today, let us work regain 
our independence and regain control of our destiny! A bright future awaits us all if 
we are willing to pursuit that future to the very end!” 

“Long live the Ryanite Prosperity Sphere!” Halfrida yelled. She threw up a 
clenched fist in the air, her fist and lower arm moving up and down. “Justice will 
triumph! Justice will triumph! Justice will triumph!” 

All of Harold’s classmates chanted alongside his sister. “Justice will triumph! 
Justice will triumph! Justice will triumph!” In unison, they raised their clenched fist 
in the air. “Justice will trtumph! Justice will triumph! Justice will triumph!” The 
other Ryanites seated in the chairs at the school desks rose from their chairs and 
joined Halfrida and all of her and Harold’s classmates. Their collective will, 
expressed through the sound of their voices, was pure revolutionary fervor. 

The noise blasted through the cinderblock walls that surrounded the entire 
classroom. A small tear fell out of Harold’s right eye and rolled down his cheek. 
He crossed his arms and stared at the crowd in front of him. He smirked at 
Halfrida and the others, the smirk growing into a wide smile. 

2K KK 
(Exght days later) 

Loud thunder boomed outside the walls of the sixth floor office of Johannes 
Cardinal Wolk. Cardinal Priest of the Archdiocese of Philadelphia, His Eminence 
paced back and forth around the office, a satellite phone in hand. The fluorescent 
lights on the ceiling flickered on and off as the storm raged on. A few drops of 
water fell from the ceiling and hit the bridge of his nose. Cardinal Wolk tilted his 
chin up at the ceiling, grumbling and shaking his head. “Those twins need to enlist 
Howard Wolff, the First RPS’ original State Chancellor, to their cause.” 

His Eminence peered through a window on a hot rainy evening in late 
August. Raindrops splattered and splashed on the windows. The gray clouds faded 
to complete darkness as the night approached. The satphone rang and vibrated. 
His Eminence picked up the satphone and answered it. 

The voice on the other end was Father Leonard Brotzman, OSA, 
Augustinian priest and the uncle of Harold and Halfrida. “Guten Abend, Ihre 
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Eminence,’ he greeted with a German accent. “I assume you received the 
handwritten letter from the Bishop of my Diocese?” 

Cardinal Wolk, as an Austrian, addressed him in their native tongue: German. 
“Guten Abend, Vater Leonard,” His Eminence greeted. “It is so nice to hear from 
you again.” Walking back to his desk, Cardinal Wolk picked up the letter. 

The letter was written in S‘tterlinschrift. The ‘Second RPS’ has begun, it 
proclaimed. Harold and Halfrida, my nephew and niece, have both been elected as State 
Chancellor and State President of the Second RPS. We need to make sure that their election was 
not in vain by allowing my father’s brother, Horst Brotzman, to convince them into furthering his 
cause. Could Howard Wolff and his childhood friend and fellow former State President, Nicholas 
Fitzgerald, be interested in helping us mentor those kids? 

“Jawohl.” His Eminence set the letter down on the desk. “I am surprised the 
Bishop of Arlington came to me instead of the Archbishop Hetzer of Baltimore.” 

“Thre Eminenz,” Father Leonard reported, “Erzbischof Hetzer of Baltimore is 
uninterested in serving our cause. Seime Exzellenz, Bischof Engstr6m-Guérin of 
Arlington, on the other hand, is sympathetic to our cause and has informed me of 
having an expressed interest in helping us.” 

“Helping who?” Cardinal Wolk asked. “Someone is eavesdropping on us. Let 
it be known that we’re not fellow travelers, sympathizers, or even dupes for the 
“‘Ostara Conspiracy’ (Read: PMD]; ‘Project for a New German Millennium).” 

“Ordained clergymen such as you and me,” Father Leonard clarified. 

His Eminence chuckled. “I knew we could count on Bishop Engstrém- 
Guérin. I will let His Excellency know to get in touch.” More thunder rumbled. A 
nearby door creaked. Cardinal Wolk looked over his shoulders, eyeing the locked 
door behind him. “When are you and the others making your moves, Vater?” 

“In twenty three days, the 31% of May, Eure Eminenz,’ Father Leonard 
replied. “Conditions are perfekt for your sympathizers in the Bishops’ Conference.” 

“Call me back as soon as you find them. My adjutants and I will be waiting.” 

“T will contact you again next month. Awf wiedersehen, Ihre Eminence.” 

“Auf miedersehen, Vater Leonard.” Cardinal Wolk hung up the satphone. 
Another round of thunder rumbled. The ceiling lights went out. Cardinal Wolk 
disappeared into the darkness. Sounds of leather soles hitting tile floors echoed in 
an outside hallway. When the lights came back, His Eminence was already gone. 

2K 
(Two weeks later) 

Not far from the Duchess Perpetua’s Catholic school and vacation home in 
Syosset were the secluded grounds of the Wolff Estate on Long Island. The Wolff 
Estate was situated atop the summit of a small hill overlooking the coastline and 
the waters of the Atlantic. Calm waves crashed on the wet sand at the beaches. A 
few container ships sailed the waters in the distance. 

Multiple seagulls spread their wings as they skipped around the sand atop the 
wooden planks of a nearby pier, abandoned and left in disrepair since the end of 
the Second World War. Seaweed and various kinds of mollusks had been 
accumulating on the wood for an unknown amount of time. At the Wolff Estate, 
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the Brotzman twins and their Cousins sat with Howard Wolff around a glass patio 
table in the backyard, the table on the concrete poolside of the outdoor pool. 

Wolff praised Harold and Halfrida after learning of their recent election. 
“Congratulations! It was about damn time someone not only showed defiance 
against the House of Raynerson’s diktats, but also helped the Ryanites stave off 
the Conspiracy and the Duopoly. Somebody has to make a stand against the status 
quo that the SGIEO imposed on the Ryanites.” 

The twins bowed their heads at him. 

Stepping into the backyard patio, Maple Wolff carried a glass pitcher filled 
with lemonade and several empty glass cups on a silver tray. “Hope you kids aren’t 
annoying my husband with pleas for more welfare handouts.” She advanced 
toward the others. “My husband and I aren’t the kind who appreciate getting visits 
from shallow and feeble-minded youngsters.” 

“We’re not,” Harold hollered. 

“You can trust us,” Halfrida yelled. 

“We'll see about that.” Maple set the silver tray down on the table. “Lunch 
will be ready within the next hour.” She walked away and returned to the house. “I 
will be back in the kitchen, governing the housemaids again. Come find me and 
the maids if you need anything else or my husband forgot to take his meds again.” 

“Sounds nice,” Harold said, waving his hand at the old lady. 

Halfrida and Cousins Ulrich and Heinricka took turns pouring lemonade into 
their glasses. They tasted the lemonade. The beverage was sweeter than anything 
they have ever tasted in their whole lives. 

Wolff chuckled at the contorted looks on Halfrida and her Cousins’ faces. 
“Experience has taught me that both of you will pursue something to the end if 
you just put your heart and mind into it,” he said. “If society on Earth had a 
couple more of you kids, life down here wouldn’t be a dump compared to the 
Otherworld and the ‘Dweller World.” 

“That’s what we intend to do, Mr. Wolff,’ Halfrida swore to him. She 
guzzled on her drink and settled it on the table. “The GACSS will be our vehicle 
for changing the Real World and create a new legacy for my whole family.” 

Harold sipped on his glass of lemonade. Unlike Halfrida and their Cousins, 
the beverage tasted like a normal homemade brew. “Like my twin sister, I too am 
fed up with my family’s past,” he said, holding the icy-cold glass in his hand. 
“Speaking as a German, my understanding of its history is more than just those 
twelve damn years under the Nazis. If my Cousin Bruno and Horst Brotzman are 
any indication, all the nations of the world failed to learn the lessons of history.” 

“Nothing will stop me and Harold if we are always working together and 
after the same goals,” Halfrida boasted. “I’m with my brother until the very end.” 

Wolff gazed at Ulrich and Heinricka. 

“T believe in Harold,” Heinricka chimed. 

“Genau,” Ulrich added. “We seek to help them in any way possible.” 

Three times, Howard clapped his hands. “Well spoken, Hans-Ulrich.” 

“Herr Wolff,” Ulrich asked, “Why is American politics a ‘Duopoly?” 
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“Hans-Ulrich, let it be known that all Republicans are Democrats, all 
Democrats are Republicans,” Wolff answered. “Americans these days are foolish 
enough to vote for them today as they were when I was your age. It’s the reason 
why I am going to run for President!” He broke out in laughter. “The whole 
Duopoly will never see it coming!” 

Harold and Halfrida laughed alongside him. Grabbing the pitcher, Harold 
poured more lemonade into his empty glass. “Sis?” He offered her the pitcher. 

“Thanks, dear brother.” Halfrida took the pitcher from him. She poured 
another round into her glass and passed the pitcher along to her Cousins. 

Wolff spoke on. “The two-party system in the United States deserves to be 
abolished. Congress should be governed by multiple parties; parties that I believe 
should not only be conducive to American interests, but also conducive to Ryanite 
and Remnants interests in support of International Distributism.” 

“But was it always like this?” Heinricka pondered. 

“Sort of,” Halfrida opined. “There hasn’t been an entire generation or two in 
American history where the United States saw more than two political parties 
lasting as long as the Democrats and Republicans. The reason for this is because 
of the winners-take-all electoral system America has. That will change as soon as 
Wolff is elected into the Presidency—and it will change, whether the Duopoly 
knows it or not, whether they like it or not.” 

“Plus, American politics today can no longer be seen as a forum for serious 
discourse, insofar that it continues to be dominated by the Democratic and 
Republican Parties,” Harold added. “There is now a growing body of evidence to 
end the two-party system. A recent Gallup poll revealed that only 32% of 
Americans trusted the media; the remaining 68% had varying degrees of distrust.” 

“Such distrust is further buttressed by the fact that the flow of information in 
the American mainstream media is only limited to five or six large corporate 
entities touting the narratives of the Duopoly,” Halfrida chortled. “It may also 
open the possibility of the American people becoming more open to new, 
different channels of mass communication. Trust and credibility will be a priority.” 

“Right, and another Gallup poll reported that 57% of Americans wanting a 
third party, compared to 38% who were satisfied with both Parties,” Harold said. 
“A co-published study by ProPublica and The Washington Post warned that 
Congress today is unlike anything the Founding Fathers created, where ‘debate is 
strictly curtailed, Party leaders dictate the agenda, most elected representatives 
rarely get a say,’ and ‘government shutdowns are a regular threat.” 

“But as the 1912, 1924, 1948, 1968, and 1992 Presidential Elections have all 
demonstrated, it is impossible for any third party to defeat the Democratic and 
Republican Parties in major elections,’ Wolff reminded the twins. “Instead of 
founding a political party that is not going to win anyway, we should try to 
infiltrate one of the two halves of the Duopoly. 

“Your former State President, Nicholas Fitzgerald, should run alongside you 
as the Vice President,” Harold suggested. “Both you and Fitzgerald were the ones 
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who founded the ‘First RPS’, the original one after World War II, so your decades 
of political experience and espionage will once again be put to good use.” 

“Our short-term goal will be to get you guys elected by any means necessary, 
out long-term one being to demolish the two-party system from the inside,” 
Halfrida added. “Our proposed Party will be the Centrum, guided and led by 
members of what will later be referred to as ‘Catholic Identity First’? the moment 
we are able to establish the Greater American Catholic School System.” 

“But until that time comes...,” Cousin Ulrich spoke. He stroked his chin. 
“CIF will be referred to in the Ryanite ‘Convention’, the legislative body of the 
Second RPS’ student government, as the ‘“GACSS Patty.” 

Heinricka asked Wolff, “What obstacles should we worry about?” 

“Scrutiny should be given to the Supreme Court’s 5-4 decision in C7#zens 
United v. Federal Election Commission,” Wolff replied. “That case was about whether 
the Citizens United film, Hiary: The Movie, was a violation of the ‘Bipartisan 
Campaign Reform Act’. The Supreme Court during that case overruled its earlier 
decisions in two landmark cases involving campaign financing from corporations, 
namely, Austin v. Michigan State Chamber of Commerce and McConnell v. Federal Election 
Commission. What this means is that the most heinous and damnable of political 
rhetoric is now deemed acceptable under Amendment I on grounds of ‘Freedom 
of Speech.’ We should take advantage of that case.” 

“One of the ways that we will do so is through the proliferation of conspiracy 
theories, provide as much as fabricated evidence as we can do so without raising 
too much suspicion, and use that to discredit anyone who may oppose us.” He 
eyed Ulrich. “Your Unidentified Aerial Phenomena (UAPs), your A-Wings, may 
prove as reliable vehicles for propaganda purposes.” 

“Ja, and we also have our access to Russian bots, access to Russian cyberarms 
bazaars, and our ability to masquerade under known Russian cyberwarfare users 
without the Americans knowing that it was us,” Ulrich confided to him. “We may 
also be able to dabble in a bit of insider trading and start flash-crashing parts of 
the American economy while enriching ourselves through our back-channels.” 

Wolff continued. “A similar decision was also struck by the Supreme Court 
during the much-later SpeechNow.org v. Federal Election Commission case. That case in 
particular led to the introduction of ‘independent expenditure-only committees’ or 
‘Super PACs.’ Super PACs, unlike normal Political Action Committees (PACs), 
can ‘raise unlimited sums of money from corporations, unions, associations and 
individuals’ to ‘overtly advocate for or against political candidates.” 

“Those Super PACs will prove to be our primary vehicle for funneling the 
trillions, if not quadrillions, of dollars that Horst Brotzman, Emperor Bernard, the 
Cardington-McAdams, the Bauers, and others had earmarked for Wolffs 
presidential campaign,” Harold said. 

“And thanks to our family’s infiltration of the Federal government during the 
McCarthy Era, we still have a foothold in a handful of areas inside the Federal 
government,” Halfrida added. “Those cells may not be as widespread as they were 
during the Cold War or even before 9/11, we should make the most of them.” 
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“What do we know about the Democrats and Republicans?” Ulrich asked. 

Both Parties are notorious for Gerrymandering, which ensures that either 
Party will have an unfair advantage against third parties,’ Wolff replied. 
“Gerrymandering is used in conjunction with low voter turnout in midterm 
elections due to declining public trust in the electoral process since the infamous 
Bush v. Gore case. The low voter turnout is designed to ensure that partisan primary 
voters will only vote Democrat or Republican and not in the national interest.” 

“Thus, in order to increase Wolff’s odds of winning, we need to convince the 
other half of the Duopoly to just stay home and do not vote at all,” Harold urged. 
“Since Wolff will run as Republican and the incumbent President is a Democrat, 
our target is the Democratic Party. Republican voter turnout is vital.” 

“Since Wolff will run as a Republican, I identified a huge number of potential 
marks that should be ‘persuaded’ into voting for him,” Heinricka spoke. 

“Who ate those marks, Cousin?” Ulrich asked. 

“Our marks are Christian Evangelicals, upper-class Americans, corporate 
executives and shareholders, pharmaceutical and petrochemical corporations, pro- 
Zionist Americans, pro-Saudi Americans, and others,” Heinricka retorted. “I was 
able to hack into the computer networks of both the Democratic and Republican 
Parties, allowing us to acquire important voter records and critical data.” 

Wolff scratched his head in puzzlement. “How the hell did you pull it off?” 

“The software was basically a derivative of the FCIMS (Federal 
Computerized Information Management System) software developed during the 
Reagan years,” Halfrida explained. “A copy of the software was installed on Air 
Force One under President Reagan and is being used on Air Force One.” 

“Special interest groups should be looked into,” Heinricka stressed, glancing 
at US voter data on her handheld PDA. “Advocacy groups like the NRA or Focus 
on the Family, non-government organizations like the ADL or Simon Wiesenthal 
Center, and lobbyists like AIPAC (American Israel Public Affairs Committee) or 
AFL-CIO (American Federation of Labor and Congress of Industrial 
Organizations) provide money and their members and supporters as voters.” 

She scrolled down on her laptop to a section listed as mainstream and 
independent media personalities. “But that’s not all: Mainstream and independent 
media outlets have been ‘coopted’ into favoring either Party on top of the 
Duopoly’s access to paid advertising, social media, and “direct voter contact.” 

“Worse,” Wolff continued, “We'll have to contend with the Electoral 
College, which is a body of five-hundred thirty eight voters who will vote for a 
presidential candidate based on the popular vote. Fortunately, it’s just a matter of 
ensuring that we get our hands on two-hundted seventy Faithless Electors, who 
voted in the incorrect manner just in the 1988 Presidential Election.” 

Halfrida spoke to her brother. “Have we decided on potential targets of 
opportunity once Wolff and Fitzgerald are in office?” 


“Not yet,” Harold answered. “T’ll figure it out in due time.” 
cK 
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Meanwhile, Perched atop the windowsill inside the school’s fourth floor 
observatory, Perpetua read the front page article of Osber-Boston Daily, the official 
newspaper of the Underground’s Otherworld capital, Other-Boston. A white lily 
flower hairpin was nested in her ash blonde hair. She sniffed a few fumes of 
gasoline wafting in the sticky air outside. The Little Flower Battalion was having a 
wargame alongside its all-boy counterpart, the Regina Coe (Queen of Heaven) 
Battalion in an empty field near the school building. 

Lady Ostara and Cousin Bruno Brotzman were sitting on the windowsill 
beside her. They watched as Perpetua shake her head in dismay while proceeding 
to rip the newspaper to shreds. “The Ryanites may have gotten their Ryanite 
Prosperity Sphere back, but I swear to you, Matilde, they will pursue their old 
ambitions someday.” She threw the torn pieces of paper up into the air. A strong 
wind blew some of the pieces away, the rest falling all over her lap. 

“But the Ryanites deserve to have a right to proclaim their destiny as much as 
the Remnants—the Otherworld’s Germans—do, Your Highness,” Ostara insisted. 

“Nobody is denying that,” Perpetua snorted. “Even so, it is still incumbent 
on the part of the House of Raynerson to ensure that the Ryanites do not violate 
the terms set forth in the Rosy War Peace Treaty of 2005.” 

Ostara smirked at her. “And their ‘terms’ are...?” she gigeled. 

“You're kidding me!” Perpetua rolled her eyes, her arms crossed. “You were 
one of the freaking signatories to that damn Treaty!’ She pointed her finger at 
Ostara. You’re supposed to know what’s in any Treaty before you sign it!” 

“Natiirlich, | was,” Ostara laughed. “I know exactly what’s in the Peace 
Treaty!” She sipped on her glass of lemonade. “The “Treaty of Peace between the 
Allied and Associated Powers of Neudeutschland and the Ryanite Prosperity 
Sphere of 2005’ is like the infamous Versailles Treaty.” She sat back in her chair. 

Perpetua grinned. “Even so, my uncle and aunt, Emperor Bernard and 
Empress Benita, had to agree with Horst Brotzman earlier. Those twins in 
Arlington are what all of us would want in securing our independence from the 
US-led international order and the Duopoly.” 

“Be careful with what the Underground wishes for,’ Bruno warned Perpetua. 
“You know how he is; the Duopoly will not take kindly to it.” 

“And some Ryanite out there is going to have a lightbulb materializing above 
their head and it’s going to turn itself on,” Ostara added. “That particular Ryanite 
may start finding ‘gainful employment’ in all kinds of places: Czar Putin’s Russian 
Federation, Jintao’s People’s Republic of China, Chavez’s Bolivarian Republic of 
Venezuela, Castro’s Cuba, Gaddafi’s Libya, Al Assad’s Syria, the Kim family’s 
Democratic People’s Republic of Korea...maybe befriend someone in Palestine, 
Israel, Switzerland, South Africa, Germany, Austria, Argentina, Italy, Japan and 
Tatwan. The Real World is full of opportunities, if you know where to look.” 

“°That’s a shame, because I hear the US wants to overthrow almost all of 
those countries.” Perpetua guzzled her drink. “I can totally see the Amis 
overthrowing Egypt or Libya in the not too distant future. God knows how long 
Chavez, Jintao, and Kim Jong I] will last.” 
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“Regardless,” Bruno said, “Matilde has a great point: there are places in the 
Real World where one may be able to pull off the Rapallo Treaty of 1922. The 
Ryanites could start negotiating trade deals and other agreements with all kinds of 
people without anyone knowing. It’ll as easy as setting up a shell corporation and 
getting something by license and by stock certificate.” 

Perpetua sighed. “What pisses me off is how the Remnants only received half 
of the same penalties as the Ryanites got.” She glared at Ostara. “Your people may 
be embracing Democracy now, but someday, someone in Neudeutschland is going 
to start worshipping Allah, Adolf Hitler, or perhaps both at the same time!” 

“Born-again Nazis embrace Allah?” Ostara snickered, knocking a clenched 
fist against the table. She placed her hands over her mouth to conceal her laughter. 

Bruno laughed. “Give me a break, Perpetua! The Duopoly got in the way 
because they wanted in on the action. Not even my Opa alone could stop them.” 

“That’s pretty much my fear about the people in Neudeutschland.” Perpetua 
crossed her legs. “Senator Lindsey Graham (R-SC) said that all Iranians are Nazis 
after Congress passed the Russia, Iran, and North Korea Sanctions Act. Senator 
Graham calls it ‘a good day for freedom and a bad day for oppression.” 

Ostara’s laughter grew louder. “I am positive it is the other way around, Your 
Highness: it was good day for oppression and a bad day for freedom. Congress 
just perpetuated the National Emergency that President Jimmy Carter passed in 
1979. I am of course referring to the apocalyptic Executive Order 12170.” 

A wolfish grin appeared on her face. “I swear to Mein Fuhrer: if Howard 
Wolff becomes President, we will finally have our Barry Goldwater launching 
nukes at random countries!” She cackled like mad witch. “Under Executive Order 
12170, Wolff will be able to purge the entire US military and everyone at the 
Pentagram, I mean, Pentagon. Put the entire US military under the command of 
people like me and Horst Brotzman.” 

“Conscript discharged veterans. Overturn any and all sentences issued by 
courts-martial and take over any weather satellite for personal use. Disregard 
environmental laws that forbid the dumping of toxic and medical waste. Buy and 
sell property without competitive bidding.” 

Bruno laughed at the thought of Wolff inside the Oval Office, passing on the 
levers of American power onto them as part of a starting nuclear war against 
Russia and perhaps even China. ““We’ve got to make sure Herr Wolff denies 
President Obama a second term!” 

“And the Brotzman twins will do it for us!”? Perpetua kissed him in the cheek. 

Ostara cackled. “This is why we enjoy spending time with you, Your 
Highness: any careful observer knows that there’s some method to our madness.” 

“We truly are living in a world in flames,” Perpetua cooed. “Many people are 
unaware that you literally set the world on fire; few are unsure as why you did it; 
and even fewer don’t even want to, you know, put out the fire...” 

“Life is worth living, Meine Perpetua,” Bruno chuckled. 


27 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 


Chapter Three: Lost Cause 
(Ryanite Chorus; May 31°-June 4", 2010) 


‘Effective persuasion and propaganda were (and are) widely viewed as a relatively rational 
alternative to the extraordinary brutality and expense of conventional war. Persuasive mass 
communication can improve military operations without increasing casualties, its advocates 
contend, especially when encouraging a cornered enemy to surrender rather than fight to the death. 
Similarly, by supporting the morale and improving the command and control of their own forces, 
those who can exploit these techniques reap clear military advantages.” 
-Christopher Simpson, Science of Coercion: 
Communication Research & Psychological Warfare 


areas on an evening in late May. The sun disappeared to the west as the 

clouds blotted out the twinkling stars and a bright moon. Thunder roared, 
their crescendo almost deafening to human ears. 

Twin lightning bolts flashed overhead. The clouds were like lumbering B- 
52H bombers, dropping gallons and gallons of rain from the heavens as if they 
were unguided bombs. A harsh gust scattered the rainfall all over the place. The 
weather worsened as the night wore on. A blackout, created by terrorist hackers, 
swept across the nation’s capital and its suburbs. Thousands of feet above 
Arlington, propeller engines buzzed in the distance. 

A flight of six miniaturized drones called ‘Aerodyne-Wings’ (A-Wings for 
short) soared through the humid, sticky air, their propellers slashing through the 
rain like scythes slicking through the bushels of wheat. All six were St. Blaise 
BI200As, six-engine transport A-Wings modeled after the Messerschmitt Me323 
Gigant (‘Giant’). Their dull-blue livery and the roundels on their tailfins marked 
them as belonging to the Underground Air Force. Though they were smaller than 
the cargo plane it was based on and different from unmanned drones, their 
technology was far from perfect in this weather. 

Sounds of propeller engines boomed in the distance. Without warning, 
several bolts of plasma zapped the A-Wings from all directions. The bolts struck 
their propeller engines. The propeller engines on all six BIZ00As generated black 
smoke along a straight line. Flames ignited, setting the engines ablaze. 

The pilots controlling the A-Wings shut off the affected engines. The 
BI200As remained airworthy despite their inflicted damage. Six air-to-air missiles, 
fired by an A-Wing fighter zoomed towards them from above. All six blew the 
whole squadron out of the sky. Descending from the clouds above, two A-Wing 
fighters circled the airspace around the burning BI200As. 

One of them was an unmarked matte-black St. Francis of Assisi Fr101F-2, a 
multirole A-Wing patterned after the Focke-Wulf Fw190D-9. The spinner at the 
front of the fuselage, painted white, sported a black counter-rotating spiral. The 
tail fin bore sixty or so white slash marks, each slash representing the number of 
A-Wings its pilot had shot down. 


5: clouds rallied in the dark blue skies over Washington DC and surrounding 
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The other one, a St. Fidelis of Sigmaringen Fil52G, a high-altitude A-Wing 
interceptor based on the Focke-Wulf Ta152, flew by its side. It too was unmarked, 
its livery also matte black. The pilots of the two A-Wing fighters watched the six 
BI200As plummet out of the air, spiraling and spewing flames and debris from the 
rest of their fuselages. 

Two of the BI200As dove straight into a shallow stream of water flowing 
along a bridge, the rushing water splashing and crashing. Three of them landed 
safely on the grounds of a cemetery near a local Synagogue. And the sixth BI200A 
clipped its wings after flying between a tree branch and a telephone pole, the 
fuselage gliding across the rooftop of a local high school, Bishop Dowell High 
School. The cargo holds for all six absorbed much of the impact. 

“This is Reichsadler (Reich’s Eagle) One,” Bruno spoke over the radio, “All six 
of the BI200As have been shot down. Repeat, the BI200As have been shot down.” 

“Copy that,” Duchess Perpetua chimed. 

Several unmarked trucks raced through the streets below, heading toward the 
all of the crash sites. Several individuals dressed in all-black leaped out of the 
trucks with fire extinguishers and other unknown devise. They hurried to put out 
the small fires and retrieve the cargo holds. Loading the cargo into the back of the 
trucks, the all-black individuals got back in the trucks. The trucks fled the scenes 
right before fire trucks sent by the local fire department arrived at the scene. 

“A little too easy, ja, Reichsadler One?” Ulrich spoke. 

“Way ahead of you, Plaid Eminence,” Bruno retorted. 

2 KK 
(Three days later) 

Stark news shocked the newswires among the hundreds and hundreds of 
Secret School Economies by lunchtime on May 31. Dweller World and 
Otherworld soon followed. The whole SGIEO bated their breath and watched on 
after poor relations between the NDC, the Underground and Conspiracy brought 
them from the diplomacy table to the battlefield. 

12:00PM. Ryanites led by Harold and Halfrida Brotzman relayed a message 
of rebellion to all Ryanites within the Arlington and Richmond Dioceses, 
announcing their independence from the NDC as a resurgent Ryanite Prosperity 
Sphere. The RPS was resurrected by the Ryanites in Fairfax, Arlington, and 
Alexandria at exactly 12PM. NDC, led by Rosy War veteran and former FYC 
General Jefferson Davis Price, responded with a declaration of war. 

12:01PM. A fragile military coalition of Catholic School Underground, 
Independent Dwellers, Protestant Fellowship of Young Christians, Communist 
Dweller People Northwestern Union, and Ostara Conspiracy intervened in 
support of the RPS. Massive troop buildups had been gathering strength in 
neighboring West Virginia, Kentucky, North Carolina, and along the Virginia- 
Maryland border on the Virginian Eastern Shore. Dweller and Underground 
MAFYVs rolled into NDC territory in western Virginia from West Virginia and 
Kentucky. FYC MAFVs blitzed into the Tidewater region in southeastern Virginia 
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from Elizabeth City in neighboring North Carolina, followed by similar 
movements in the Eastern Shore. 

12:03PM. The Independent Dwellers’ armed forces, the Independent Dweller 
Army (IDA), sealed off all tunnels connecting the Dweller World to NDC 
territories, their orders were to shoot on sight. 

9:00PM. Entire squadrons of Conspiracy, Underground, and FYC A-Wings 
flew into the airspace above NDC territory in central and western Virginia. The air 
wat had two objectives: destroy the NDC’s air force while they were still on the 
ground and provide close air support for Underground and FYC MAFVs. 

9:05PM. Fifty matte-amber MAFVs from the Little Flower Battalion, an elite 
formation within the Underground’s Christus Rex Armored Corps comprised of 
early and late teenage girls, stood idle in the middle of fertile farmland. Half of the 
MAFVs were comprised of post-Rosy War St. Vladimir I/Cs, Heavy MAFVs 
modelled after the Soviet KV-1C. The other half were St. Longinus II/Fs, Light 
MAFYVs based on the Soviet T-70 tank. 

Leading the armored formation was the Four Horsemen, a Vladimir I/C with 
an Underground flag draped over the hood of its rear diesel engine. Duchess 
Perpetua, crisscrossed atop its fat, cumbersome turret, peered through the lenses 
of a pair of binoculars. She studied the various NDC positions further up along a 
countryside road to nearby Appomattox Airfield. 

Without warning, sounds of a busy beehive buzzed in the nighttime sky over 
Perpetua’s head. She tilted her chin upward to gaze upon a disk-shaped A-Wing 
hovering thousands of feet in the air, the dark-gray chassis glowing bright blue. 
Knowing that it was being piloted by Lady Ostara, Perpetua cracked a smile. “Karl 
Marx was correct in writing that ‘the South has conquered nothing — but a 
graveyard...,”’ she blurted to herself. 

2 KK 
(One day later) 

9:12PM. In the pitch-black skies thousands of feet above, Cousin Ulrich 
steered the controls of his A-Wing, Plaid Eminence, ftom an undisclosed location in 
northern Virginia. He piloted an unmarked matte-black St. Francis of Assisi 
Pr101F-2, a multirole A-Wing patterned after the Focke-Wulf Fw190D-9. The 
spinner at the front of the fuselage, painted white, sported a black counter-rotating 
spiral. The tail fin bore sixty or so white slash marks, each slash representing the 
number of A-Wings he had shot down before visiting the US. 

He navigated through gray clouds as the Plaid Eminence descended into the air 
above the surface. He scanned the ground below through the cameras built into 
the fuselage. The grainy black and white live feed on his cockpit camera showing 
forests, empty countryside roads, a couple hills, and a few valleys for countless 
miles. Cousin Bruno is somewhere nearby, Ulrich swore to himself. 

Emerging from a scattered cloud formation, another lone A-Wing trailed 
after the Plaid Eminence from behind. Ulrich turned his head to the left to rotate 
the cockpit camera toward the tail. Onscreen was another unmarked matte-black 
A-Wing, a Fil52G. It was Cousin Bruno. “Plaid Eminence,” he announced over 
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the radio, “It is so nett (nice) to see you again.” His A-Wing caught up with the 
Plaid Eminence, the fuselage flying parallel to Ulrich’s cockpit. “Tell me, Cousin 
Hans-Ulrich, are you still helping those twin crossdressers in our family?” 

“Reichsadler One,” Ulrich radioed him, “I thought I would see the last of 
you and your side of the family back when Heinricka and I were in Arlington.” 

“T stayed the moment I heard you and Her Highness, Duchess Perpetua, 
were going to war against the NDC,” Bruno voiced. “Opa Horst said he just 
wanted me to look after Cousin Hans-Ulrich while he was in the air.” 

Ulrich scoffed at Cousin Bruno’s reply. “Was that the only reason?” He 
chuckled at the thought of him with Duchess Perpetua. “Or did you really come 
here because you wanted to impress Perpetua, the one who you told me a while 
back was going to be the love of your lifer” 

“You tell me,” Bruno responded in a snide tone. 

“Keep dreaming..., Cousin, keep dreaming,” Ulrich told him. 

“Whatever,” Bruno said, “We’ve got bigger priorities anyway.” He barrel- 
rolled his Fil52G and drifted rightward, heading northwest toward the town of 
Appomattox and the city of Charlottesville to the north. 

Ulrich did the same and followed after him. “So what’s the plan, Cousin?” 

“There’s this local airfield outside of Charlottesville which is being used by 
the NDC’s air force,’ Bruno said. “Appomattox Airfield is straight along our 
flightpath to Charlottesville proper.” 

“Capturing the airfield itself will also allow us to rearm and refuel before the 
final showdowns in Charlottesville and Richmond,” Ulrich added. “What do we 
know about the air units stationed at Appomattox Airfield?” 

“Most of the A-Wings there predate the Rosy War; their pilots inexperienced 
and poorly trained,” Bruno replied. “They’re no match for aces like us.” 

Ulrich laughed. “Shoot them all down before they have a chance to take off!” 

“Pm with you there, Cousin!” Bruno cried. “Vornwarts, vonvarts (Forward, 
forward)!” The two Brotzman grandsons hit the throttles on their A-Wings and 
zoomed across the sky, traveling toward the airfield several miles west. Somewhere 
along the way, Ulrich and Bruno jettisoned the drop tanks on their A-Wings’ 
underbellies, dropping them over a pasture littered with tall grass and roaming 
cattle. Cousin Bruno’s drop tank actually managed to land on the head of one 
cattle. The cattle tumbled on the tall grass for a few inches before dropping on the 
ground and succumbing to its head injury. 

The Brotzman grandsons’ radios crackled with the voices of Duchess 
Perpetua and Lady Ostara. Perpetua chimed in first. “This is Four Horsemen,” she 
declared, “Little Flower Battalion is meeting heavy resistance on the approach to 
Appomattox Airfield. Requesting close air support at once!” 

After Perpetua came Ostara. “This is Ostara,” she reported. “Verdammt..., I 
have friendly bombers taking fire from hostile NDC A-Wings. I will provide air 
support for Four Horsemen and Little Flower Battalion!” 

“Those two ate going to need all the help they can get,’ Bruno said. 
“Whether we should intervene or not is up to you, Cousin.” 
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“Ja,” Ulrich said, “But let’s focus on destroying everything at the airfield.” 

The Brotzman grandsons converged on the airspace above Appomattox 
Airfield. At the runway, Ulrich and Bruno saw two single-engine pre-Rosy War A- 
Wing interceptors taking off, quickly rocketing upward into the atmosphere. Both 
were St. Flavian F1520s patterned after the French-made Dewoitine D.520 fighter. 

Bruno and Ulrich tailed after the two A-Wings, hundreds of feet above the 
clouds. The two Brotzman grandsons dodged incoming AA laser tracers from 
below as they chased after the two F1520s. The pair of FI520s broke off from their 
formation and split up, one turning right, the other banking hard left. 

“Shoot down the one on the right for me,” Bruno barked. 

“Wilco,” Ulrich answered. 

Plaid Eminence chased after the F1520 that turned right, following it on the way 
back to the surface. The F1520 flying ahead of Reichsadler One, on the other 
hand, remained above the clouds, the pilot trying his hardest to shake Bruno off 
his tail. No matter what he did, Bruno remained not too far behind. Bruno fired a 
few beams from his laser machine guns and finished him off. “Bandit down!” 

In the clouds below, Ulrich was still chasing after the other F1520, unable to 
get a clean shot at it. Aligning his onscreen optical gunsight over the target, Ulrich 
squeezed down on the trigger button of his flight stick and fired a couple laser 
machine gun beams. An explosion near the left side of his opponent’s fuselage 
blew off the left wing, its ruptured fuel tank leaking gasoline that sparked the 
explosion. The enemy F1520 spiraled out of control in the air before disintegrating 
in a puff of smoke and flames, the debris showering the roof of one of the hangars 
below. The Plaid Eminence flew into the puff of smoke and emerged unscathed. 

Another FI520 gained momentum along the runway, Reichsadler One 
chasing after it from behind. Bruno strafed the runway with laser machine gun 
rounds, destroying the F1520 while it was taking off. He ascended into the air and 
disappeared into a thick, huge cloud before reemerging from it, dropping bombs 
on two more F1520s rolling out of two hangars. 

Plaid Eminence zoomed past Reichsadler One just as it was climbing. Ulrich 
flew his A-Wing over a neat row of parked St. Boniface Bn211Js, old pre-Rosy 
Wat twin-engine A-Wing bombers based on the French Bloch MB.210. The 
propellers began to rotate with increasing speed. One of them started to move. “I 
spotted some Bn211Js in one of my attack runs, Cousin,” he said. “I’m preparing 
to attack them.” He banked hard right and gained altitude. 

“Take care of those Bn211Js for me, Hans-Ulrich,” Bruno called out. “TI will 
swat these FI520s out of the air for you!” 

“Danke,” Ulrich thanked him. Flipping the Plaid Eminence upside down, he 
slammed his flight stick forward. He felt the surge of blood coursing into his brain 
as he brought his A-Wing’s on a nosedive. Laser AA gun tracers peppered the ait 
around the Plaid Eminence, the A-Wing almost receiving a direct and fatal hit to the 
cockpit from a stray anti-air missile. A few beams managed to hit the fuselage, the 
sound akin to scratching a chalkboard. 

“Cousin, do me a fucking favor and try to not die on me,” Bruno shouted. 
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Ulrich ignored him and planted his thumb over a glowing pickle-shaped 
button on his flight stick. “Plaid Eminence, pickle, pickle!” His thumb pushed 
down on the pickle button, releasing the Plaid Eminence’s arsenal of unguided 
bombs. He watched as the Plaid Eminence flang the bombs at its targets. Ulrich 
pulled the flight stick towards him, causing the Plaid Eminence to regain altitude as 
the bombs descended on their targets. 

One by one, the bombs detonated on impact, engulfing the row of idle 
bombers in a fiery inferno that spewed out burning debris. Ulrich gazed at the 
destruction behind the Plaid Eminence as he kept climbing. 

Bruno whistled at his Cousin Ulrich’s handiwork as he circled around the 
burning wreckages. “On second thought, carry on, Hans-Ulrich!” 

Back on the ground, near the perimeter of Appomattox Airfield, Four 
Horsemen climbed up an inclined slope across from the rear gates of the complex. 
Red-hot laser AA tracers arced upward into the steamy, humid nighttime sky from 
various Rosy War-era self-propelled anti-air MAFVs positioned beyond a row of 
empty hangars. A chain-link fence topped with razor-sharp concertina wite stood 
between the Four Horsemen and the airfield itself. Yellow and black signs 
displaying thunderbolts were welded onto the fence. All of them read: Caution! 
Trespassers will be shot! Survivors may be shot again! 

“Charge through the fence, Felicity!” Perpetua shouted. 

Baroness Felicity, Four Horsemen’s designated driver, screamed: “Advancing 
on full throttle now!” She charged the Four Horsemen toward the fence, steering it 
straight into the middle of it. “Cecilia, Philomena, hang onto something, dammit!” 
Four Horsemen rammed one of the steel poles holding up the chain-link fence. Zaps 
of electricity sizzled and fizzled on the MAFV’s chassis as its sheer weight collided 
against the mass of the entire fence. 

The fence went tumbling down in a matter of seconds. Four Horsemen 
rolled into Appomattox Airfield unmolested. The rest of the Little Flower 
Battalion caught up with it and joined its rampage into the rest of the airfield itself, 
blowing up an entire column of taxing FI520s and Bn211Js, preventing any of 
them from taking off, their wreckage cluttering the entire runway. 

Circling the airfield hundreds of feet above the ground, Plaid Eminence and 
Reichsadler One watched on as Perpetua and the Little Flower Battalion fanned out 
and proceeded to mop up remaining resistance in and around the burning air 
traffic control tower. 

Ulrich surveyed the carnage developing on the ground, his A-Wing flying 
ovet the Four Horsemen as the MAFV cruised by. I think I now know why Cousin 
Bruno is so infatuated with Duchess Perpetua, he reflected in the privacy of his thoughts. 

Duchess Perpetua chortled over the radio, butchering the much-needed 
silence. ““The South has conquered nothing — but a graveyard,”’ Her Highness 
muttered under her throat. Nobody realized she was quoting one of the actual 
wotks Karl Marx wrote about the Confederacy and the American Civil War. 

2K 


(Three days later) 
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The New Dixie Confederation’s capital was situated at an enclosed citadel in 
Camp Shenandoah, a huge summer camp nested atop the summit of a valley in 
Shenandoah National Park. A privately-owned complex Camp Shenandoah used 
to have been a popular summer camp for both Boy and Girl Scout troops since 
the end of the Second World War. Its owner, General Jefferson Davis Price, 
turned it into his own personal citadel at some point between the end of the Cold 
War and beginning of the Rosy War. 

As morning approached, Confederate flags fluttered in the wind above the 
imposing walls of the citadel. The walls were built like the ones seen in a European 
castle, complete with arrow slits and walkways for one to navigate around without 
setting foot anywhere in the gravel dirt beyond the gates. Makeshift wooden guard 
towers housed searchlights and machine gun nests. 

All of the wooden cabins and structures inside the citadel lay empty, having 
fallen into disrepair for the past twenty years or so. Most of the windows were left 
opened. Cabin doors swung back and forth whenever the wind blew. To the 
untrained observer, Camp Shenandoah was anything but a summer camp. 
Unknown to the general public, the citadel was a cover for a sprawling 
underground complex built into the valley itself. An entire labyrinth of concrete 
tunnels, chambers and rooms spanned both within and without the citadel 
grounds. This was the nerve center of the NDC’s activities throughout Virginia. 

Inside one of the hallways of the underground bunker, the berating voice of 
General Price echoed beyond the closed steel door into his personal study room. 
The thick steel door rendered much of his voice inaudible from the hallway 
outside. He was screaming at his closest generals and aides for allowing the 
Underground-their old Rosy War—to capture Appomattox Airfield last night. 

A couple doors down, inside a small room full of weapons mounted on wall 
racks, a man in his early twenties was seated in a chair, dressed in a Confederate 
officer’s uniform. NDC Colonel Robert Edward Lee Richardson hummed the 
melody of ‘I Wish I Was in Dixie’ whilst plucking individual Tokarev 7.62mm 
rounds from a plastic tray protruding out of a small cardboard box, its old labels 
printed in Russian Cyrillic. The bullets standing erect on the table, Colonel 
Richardson loaded them into a circular drum magazine in his hand. 

The drum magazine was meant for a Soviet-made PPSh41 submachine gun 
left on a table on the man’s right. Sitting next to the submachine gun was a 
ptepubescent girl genius with red hair, green eyes, freckles, and a milky-white 
complexion. Dressed like a traditional Southern Belle, she kicked her feet back and 
forth, watching him to insert the bullets into the drum magazine. Everyone inside 
the citadel knew her as General Price’s niece: Drusilla Gudrun Price. 

Drusilla tilted her head at Colonel Richardson, her caretaker and butler since 
she was a toddler. The girl spoke more like a Northerner than a Southerner. 
“Colonel Richardson, now that the enemy is bound to converge on the Citadel, 
what are you going to do once this is all over?” 

“Like I said earlier,’ Robert told her in his South Carolinian accent, “We’re 
gonna surrender to FYC, change our allegiances to them. It’s simple as that.” 
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“You make surrendering to the enemy sound so easy,” she scoffed. 

“Don’t worry about it, young lady,” Robert chuckled. “I got connections: I 
know all sorts of people in the Cardington-McAdams family. When this is all over, 
he going to Texas. I think you'll like it.” 

“But what about my ma,” she asked, “Shouldn’t you let her know?” 

“Your mother’s probably whoring herself to complete strangers 
somewhere...” He looked at Drusilla in the eye and smirked. “It’s improper for 
such a woman like your mother to raise a girl as smart as you are.” Inserting and 
cocking the PPSh41, Colonel Richardson got up and walked away from Drusilla. 
He went to the other side of the room, carrying the weapon in his right hand, and 
opened the door and stood by the doorway. 

“What are you waiting fore” Robert gestured Drusilla to follow him. “Get 
moving, young lady; we don’t have all morning.” 

Drusilla nodded. “Yes sir.” She got off the table and plodded toward Colonel 
Richardson’s side. Grabbing Drusilla’s arm by his other hand, Richardson took her 
to the steel door of General Price’s personal study room. 

‘What are you going to do to my uncle?” Drusilla pondered. 

“Just cover your ears!” Colonel Richardson kicked down the steel door with 
his swift kick from his jackboot and faced everyone inside the room. Wielding the 
PPSh41 from the hip, Colonel Richardson sprayed the entire room full of bullets, 
maiming General Price and killing everyone else. Dozens of empty shell casings 
bounced on the concrete floor. 

Drusilla huddled behind the corner of the doorway, her hands placed over 
her ears. She peeked around the corner. Her jaw dropped as she watched the 
catnage ensue inside the room, bullets ricocheting on the concrete walls, others 
ripping through the large Confederate flag behind General Price and his chair. The 
other officers staggered and fell, while General Price slumped over his chair in a 
pool of his own blood. 

“Uncle!” Drusilla dropped to her knees and wept. “Please don’t die!” 

“Get out of here, Drusilla!’ General Price screamed. “Just get out before the 
Ryanites nab you!” 

A whiff of smoke breezed out of the barrel of the PPSh41. Robert briefly 
pulled out the drum magazine and checked the number of rounds he had left. The 
magazine was almost empty. He reinserted it back into the submachine gun. 

As General Price lay on the floor, dying, he began to start coughing blood. 
“May there be a special place in Tartarus for traitors like you, Colonel 
Richardson!” General Price howled in pain. 

“Come on, move!” Drusilla tugged Robert’s light gray jodhpurs and struggled 
to push him away from the doorway. “I have to speak to him!” 

“No, stay out the hell out of this, young lady!’ Robert shoved her away from 
him. “The grownups have some unfinished business to settle.” Colonel 
Richardson casually strolled into the room and walked up to General Price. 
“Nothing personal, General: the South truly was a ‘Lost Cause.”’ He emptied the 
rest of the magazine on General Price. 


35 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 

The dead ocean blue eyes of General Price glared into Drusilla’s emerald 
eyes. Tears rolled down Drusilla’s cheeks. “Why did you have to kill the only 
competent caregiver in my lifer” she cried. Getting back on her feet, she ran 
toward Colonel Richardson and banged her clenched fists against his chest. 

“How date you demean a superior officer like that, young lady!’ Colonel 
Richardson slapped her on the cheek, the force knocking Drusilla to the ground. 
“A man like your uncle does not deserve to live after what he had put us through!” 

Drusilla nursed the slap on her face, sobbing. More tears flowed down her 
porcelain cheeks. She would not stop crying. 

Robert kneeled before her, dropped the Soviet submachine gun on the floor, 
and placed both hands on Drusilla’s shoulders. “Look at me, young lady.” When 
she refused to even glance at him, Robert slapped her again. 

“Ow!” she whimpered, her eyes opening. 

“Listen to me when I say that some things are necessary in war,” Colonel 
Richardson lectured her. “I fought in the Rosy War alongside the Remnants. 
People die every day, whether you know it or not, whether you like it or not. Ideals 
mean nothing to me. All that matters is whether you survive at the end of the 
day.” He stood upright and pointed his finger at a bloodstained corner. “Now, 
stand over there or I will shoot you myself!” 

Drusilla grumbled to herself as she begrudgingly stomped toward the corner. 
She faced the corner, too angry to be squeamish about the blood. 

Colonel Richardson approached a field radio resting atop a table across from 
the dead bodies. After switching it on and turning the dial to the Fellowship of 
Young Christian’s radio frequency, Colonel Richardson picked up the handset. 
“This is Colonel Richardson speaking,” he spoke, “I would like to negotiate my 
own terms of surrender while there is still time...” 

On the other end was the voice of Francine Cardington-McAdams. “Roger 
that,” she said. “Is it just you, Colonel?” 

“Negative.” Colonel Richardson turned around and faced Drusilla. “It’s for 
me and someone else.” 

2K KK 

To the north of the base of the valley where Camp Shenandoah was situated 
were vast, open fields of rural backcountry. The Brotzman twins always liked to 
start their day with a little bit of singing. Nothing in life was as joyful as a morning 
stroll through a recent warzone. “Now get out, now get out of the city now, the 
city now, and you, my dear, stay here?” the twins hummed, Harold singing along 
in his best Halfrida impression. “If I live, if I live, Pll return soon enough, return 
soon enough, [ll return to you, I swear!” 

The sounds of A-Wing propeller engines roared in the distance, drowning 
out up to a dozen roosters crowing at the sky from the nearby ruins of their 
bombed-out chicken houses. The sun rose from the east to grace the fertile 
farmlands of western Virginia with her rosy fingers on a humid late spring 
morning in early June. Last night’s darkness dissipated as the sky turned from dark 
blue to a huge of pink, purple, yellow, orange, and red. 
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The weather for the past few days had been nothing but gray clouds, intense 
thunder, lightning, and rain. The flowers still blossomed. All of kinds of birds 
chirped from the branches of nearby trees. The fading darkness revealed the 
plumes of black smoke arcing upward. The topsoil became moist, creating puddles 
of thick mud, water, and leaking gasoline and diesel. 

Sprawling cotton and tobacco fields north of Camp Shenandoah were strewn 
with hundreds of knocked-out Rosy War-era MAFVs sporting Confederate-style 
roundels and a few grayish-green ones with white crosses. The chassis on both 
sides were reduced to smoldering, burnt-out piles of scrap metal. Some had their 
turrets left in the same position before they were destroyed. A number of them 
got their treads damaged or else their coaxial turrets blown off. Various pieces of 
metal debris were scattered like seeds throughout the grass. The sweet aroma of 
burning gasoline and diesel wafted through the hot, steamy Virginian air. 

The MAFVs the NDC fielded was of Ryanite-made manufacture, confiscated 
from Remnants motor pools and later sold off by the Underground after the Rosy 
War. St. Lawrence I/Bs based on the German Panzer I/B; Louis I/Cs modelled 
after the CKD Panzer 38(t); St. Louis II/Als derived from the Panzer II/C; 
Maurice I/Fs patterned after the Panzer II/Js; and Maurice II/E1s resembling 
Panzer IV/F1s. The rest was a motley collection of Dweller and various unknown 
foreign models produced under various production licenses. 

The ground rumbled with the intensity of an earthquake minus the 
devastating effects of one. Traveling down the dirt road between the cotton and 
tobacco fields was the Brotzman twins’ MAFV, a Maurice I[/E1 known as the 
“Prinzessin Renate’ (Princess Renate). Prinzessin Renate rolled ahead of hundreds and 
hundreds of friendly Ryanite MAFVs. The twins traversed through the fields to 
the base of the valley. They proceeded past the destroyed wreckages of both friend 
and foe on alike on the way to Camp Shenandoah. Over the radio, Harold and 
Halfrida engaged in a little bit of radio chatter. 

“T can’t believe how ferocious last night was,” Harold voiced. “I could have 
sworn we probably lost about two hundred MAFVs in exchange for six hundred.” 

“Agreed,” Halfrida chimed. 

“Just be glad it’s all over, sis.” 

“No, dear brother: we’re just getting started.” 

The Ryanite MAFVs rolled into a forest full of luscious trees and foliage. 
They traveled along a winding dirt road that brought them to the base of the valley 
itself. Up ahead was a rusty welcome sign riddled with bullet holes, still greeting 
visitors to Camp Shenandoah. Prinzessin Renate knocked it over as the Ryanite 
MAFYVs rolled past it. “Keep spinning those tracks, Harold!” Halfrida cried. “It’s 
Camp Shenandoah or bust!” 

“Damn tight!” Harold replied. The gasoline engine revving, Pringessin Renate 
sped past the advancing column of victorious Ryanite MAFVs along the roadside. 
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Chapter Four: The Restart Of History? 
(Duopoly and Wise Man; June 6-10, 2010) 


‘What we may be witnessing is not just the end of the Cold War, or the passing of a particular 
period of postwar history, but the end of history as such: that is, the end point of mankina’s 
ideological evolution and the universalization of Western liberal democracy as the final form of 
human government. [...] [But] [t]he end of history will be a very sad time. The struggle for 
recognition, the willingness to risk one’s life for a purely abstract goal, the worldwide ideological 
struggle that called forth daring, courage, imagination, and idealism, will be replaced by economic 
calculation, the endless solving of technical problems, environmental concerns, and the satisfaction 
of sophisticated consumer demands.” 
-Francis Fukuyama, ‘The End of History?’, 
From The National Interest, ca. Summer 1989 


end in Brussels. The city itself served as the heart of the Duopoly’s stakes in the 

SGIEO, the stakes coexisting alongside the US-led Liberal International 
Economic Order (LIEO). Here, one never talks about the EU and NATO as if 
they were separate entities; they were always two halves of a single body. 

A plasma screen television set, resting atop a wooden and marble table, 
flickered to life inside a spacious office. The door was to the room was closed. 
The fluorescent lights on the ceiling were well-lit, the ceiling fan chopping through 
the hot air like helicopter rotor blades. The blinds on two windows opposite of the 
door were closed shut. Both had a convenient view of the EU Commission’s 
Berlaymont, the Council’s Europe and the Parliament’s Espace Léopold Buildings. 

“...Low birthrates and aging workforces are projected to cause economic 
shortfalls among EU-member states...Immigrant workers may...” The TV 
flickered as someone inside the office kept changing the channel with a remote. 

“...Youth unemployment is growing in Southern European nations such as 
Spain, Portugal, Italy, and Greece...Some have decided to migrate to other EU 
member states such as Germany in search of better wages...” 

“...A new poll reveals that up to one in five Europeans in the EU are 
unsure. ..if the Holocaust had ever happened...” 

“...A racial riot threatens the peace here in London after...” 

...Jewish families in Paris are considering whether to move to Israel...” 

“.,.Over 35,000 Neo-Nazis marched in the streets of Berlin last night...” 

A boy in a two-piece double-breasted business suit sat back in his leather 
desk chair. Turning off the TV, he set the remote on his mahogany-furnished 
desk, next to an office nameplate. Engraved on the brass nameplate was the name 
‘Thomas Jefferson Washington-Reich’. 

Washington-Reich put on a pair of reading glasses and glanced at an official 
UN teport. The report warned of a recent and dangerous uptick in Neo-Nazism 
and Antisemitism, spreading across the world like a contagious virus, infecting 
almost every nation. Social media and the Internet were cited as the root causes. 


38 


1 ust like in America and the rest of Europe, the school year was coming to an 


(73 


WORLD IN FLAMES 

A set of glossy photographs were attached to the UN report with a paperclip. 
Washington-Reich removed the paperclip and shuffled through the photos. The 
photos depicted Bruno Brotzman, his like-minded siblings Rosalinde, Fabian, and 
Adelwolfa and Cousins Dieter and Kathe. No photos of Ulrich, Heinricka, 
Harold, or Halfrida among the stack. 

Other photos highlighted Bruno’s and his like-minded Cousins’ recent 
handiwork prior to the NDC’s dissolution. Bomb factories ran out of dilapidated 
garages around Weimar. Storage containers of Sarin nerve gas and Anthrax 
recovered from a country home outside Ingolstadt. High-stakes bank robberies up 
and down the country. A raid on the armories of US and NATO military 
installations netted high-powered weapons, including an American M1 Abrams 
tank from a motor pool. 

They were also gathering flocks of followers. Racially-conscious girls Bruno 
sent love letters—stacks of pages devoted about their steamy sexual fantasies with 
him. Other boys sought to emulate his ways, professional style, industriousness, 
ambitiousness, and cool-headedness. Elderly Nazis and Neo-Nazis alike vested 
their trust and confidence in them, optimistic about their ideology’s future. 

Another report, a US government one, concerned the Brotzman twins, their 
Cousins Ulrich and Ulrich and other relatives, classmates, friends, backers, and 
associates. Washington-Reich sighed. “Those twins ate just going to be another 
thorn on our side,” he grumbled. “I better let Emperor Bernard know...” 
Glancing at the desk telephone, he laid his hand over the handset. “...make sure 
they don’t step out of line.” He picked up the handset and dialed a US number. 

2K 
(Two days later) 

Classroom 7-C was devoid of furniture when the school year came to an end. 
Both it and the adjacent 7-D were renovated and became offices of the State 
Chancellery, the Second RPS’ Executive Branch. Inside, Cousins Ulrich and 
Heinricka sat on opposite ends of a long table. Whereas Heinricka played a video 
game on her PSP, Ulrich helped run the State Chancellery in Harold and Halfrida’s 
temporary absence. 

After morning prayers, the Cabinet Ministers of the State Chancellery 
knocked on the school desks with their knuckles. Ulrich stood up from his chair 
and addressed the Cabinet ministers of the State Chancellery. 

“As Distributists, our goal has been and still is ensuring that the means of 
production are spread out to as many hands as humanly possible.” He glimpsed at 
a stack of papers in his hands. The papers were individuals of a report compiled by 
all of the Cabinet ministers. “Capitalism and Socialism sound like great ideas on 
paper, but who says that one can build an SSE without the family?” 

He smiled at the charts and graphs included in the report. “Much has been 
accomplished, yet much has also remained unaccomplished.” Ulrich glared at all of 
the Cabinet ministers seated before him. “As ‘Economics Plenipotentiary’ of out 
SSE, there’s more to Distributism than ‘three acres and a cow.” 


39 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 

Gregory Gordon, Jackbooter and Minister of Domestic Autarky, stared at 
Ulrich with a blank face. “What do you mean? I thought this is what Belloc and 
Chesterton had in mind?” 

“That’s what Anti-Distributist propagandists want you to believe!” Minister 
of War Production Vincent Battaglia cried. “Don’t let them stupefy you, Kamerad\” 

Fellow Jackbooter and the Minister of Industrial Concerns, Kenneth Frost, 
whispered into Gordon’s ear. “Gregory, we still have yet to implement the next 
phases of our plans for the Ryanite SSE.” He gestured at each of the other 
Ministers. One of those Ministers was Stephen Liszt, Minister of Finance, who 
happened to be sitting between the two boys and Battaglia. 

“What else haven’t we tried yet?” Gordon blurted. 

Liszt cleared his throat. “For instance, there are financial policies which need 
to be taken into account,” he told the Minister of Domestic Autarky. “Income 
inequality among the economies of the Real World is widening the gap between 
rich and poor.” He glanced at a stack of paper attached to a clipboard and handed 
it to two other boys sitting in front of him. “Have a look, Joseph and Edwin.” 

Minister of the Civil Guard Joseph Hale took the clipboard from him. He 
and Edwin van Essen, the Plenipotentiary of Science and Innovation, gawked at it. 
Between both boys were two more: Religion and Enrollment Minister Malachy 
Haas and Interior Minister Thomas Naumann. Hale, van Essen, Haas, and 
Naumann chatted with each other in hushed voices. 

Ulrich, along with the other Cabinet Ministers, had their eyes glues to the 
four. Haas, holding the clipboard in his hands, nodded his head. He spoke on their 
behalf. “There’s something troubling about the findings Liszt and Frost 
uncovered, Ulrich.” He paid brief glances between the clipboard and Ulrich. “In 
America, people are fighting to increase the minimum wage to $15 per hour.” 

Van Essen raised his hand and voiced his own opinion. “There are also talks 
these days that automation will replace most jobs. Some are using automation as a 
pretext to justify UBI (Universal Basic Income). As Plenipotentiary of Science and 
Innovation, the Rosy War itself demonstrated that this will not be the case. The 
Underground and Neudeutschland employ both UBI and automation to the 
benefit of their societies. It’s up to us on how best to apply them for our SSE.” 

“Meanwhile, most of the SSEs are avoiding income inequality with ease,” 
Liszt chimed. “Let’s ensure our SSE overcomes income inequality through 
Distributism, with UBI and automation as demonstrations of economic prowess.” 

“Pm with you there, Stephen.” Frost winked at Liszt. 

“Glad to hear it, Ken.” Liszt winked back. 

The Minister of Health, Dorothy Dougherty, rolled her eyes and sighed. 
“Geez, you guys are all holding up our meeting...” She shook her head. 

Sitting next to Dougherty was Katharine O’Farrell, Minister of Foreign 
Affairs. “Too true,” she spoke. “Anyway, you were saying, Ulrich?” O’Farrell tilted 
her head toward Ulrich. “What kind of economic and financial policies should the 
State Chancellery and everyone in the Ryanite Convention consider?” 
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Two important questions still persisted among the Brotzman student 
government. First, ‘do the interests of the Ryanite SSE align with those of the 
local communities in which its Jackbooters operate?’ And second, ‘can the Ryanite 
SSE uphold Distributism and protect its economic and financial interests from 
hostile non-state actors?’ But Ulrich already knew what his answers would be. 

For the Second RPS and the GACSS, ‘Radical Distributism’, a synthesis of 
Distributism and Radical Centrism, was their official ideology. Derived from both, 
and fused with idealism and pragmatism, Radical Distributism embodied twelve 
‘Principles’ guided by six “Tenets’. Vergemeinschaftung-V ergesellschaftung; Mitbestimmung 
> Mittelstand; Schulung ¢ Ausbildung; Staatssoxialismus C” Staatskunst; Solidaritat c& 
Soziale Gerechtigkeit; Fleiff, Diziplin, & Traditionen. 

Most Ryanites knew them best as ‘Communal-Societal Cooperation’; 
‘Economic _Right-to-Codetermination &  Small-to-Medium Enterprises’; 
‘Schooling, & Training’; ‘Statecraft & State Socialism’; ‘Solidarity & Social Justice’; 
‘Humility, Discipline, & Tradition’. 

2K 

Chandler Daniel Martinsen, Halfrida’s pen-pal from Iowa, set foot on his 
home’s front porch, the sun’s rosy fingers greeting him. He brushed his slicked 
dirty-blonde hair back with his comb. Today’s a great day to visit the park, he thought. 
Chandler walked down the steps, trudged through the grassy lawn, and strolled 
along the sidewalk between the street and his home. 

The sun ascended with each passing minute. The morning fog faded. On the 
way to the neighborhood park, Chandler tilted his head upward. Flights of birds 
flew in formation. Up ahead, the park appeared. Wiping the sweat dripping from 
his brow, he crossed the street and strolled through the entrance. 

Hundreds of feet overhead, a flying disk A-Wing buzzed around in the skies. 
It had been trailing after Chandler for the past several minutes, snapping pictures 
of him before disappearing into an oncoming cloud formation. The buzzing noises 
faded into the background noise of a traveling Boeing 747. 

As Chandler followed a dirt footpath, squirrels raced up and down the 
adjacent trees. Birds chirped from sturdy tree branches. A jogger tan past him as 
he traveled deeper. Further down the footpath, his steel eyes caught a girl sitting at 
a park bench, reading a fanzine. She tugged her blonde tresses as she read. 

Why does she look a lot like Halfrida? He pondered. Feeling bold, he approached 
her in an upright posture. “Hi,” he greeted, “Is it okay if I sit here?” 

The girl, putting the fanzine down, turned to Chandler. Her Prussian blue 
eyes stared into his grays as she spoke. “Very well.” She scooted aside, giving 
Chandler enough room to sit. 

Chandler glanced at her fanzine. “I see you read Catholic School Observer. 1 
enjoy reading that fanzine, don’t your” 

“It’s a welcome change from the other stuff I read.” 

“Hey, are you Halftida’s sister by any chance?” 

“Maybe,” she giggled. “All the Ryanites in America have been talking about 
me for the past several weeks!” 
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“Whoa, are you Harold?” Chandler gasped in horror. It turned out that 
Harold was crossdressing as his twin sister this whole time. “Then where’s...?” 

“Pm right here, Chandler.” Halfrida emerged from behind a tree ahead of the 
bench, her arms folded. “Took your time getting here?’ Gigegling, she plodded 
towards him and her brother. “We got here as fast as we could.” 

“T beg to differ,” Chandler chuckled. “So you both came here because of 
what I wrote in last month’s letter?” 

Harold nodded. “That sounds correct.” He closed the fanzine and stuffed it 
into his handbag. The handbag was standing upright beneath the bench. 

“Likewise,” she added, “And we heard that there were a number of high- 
ranking officers and generals within the Catholic School Underground’s command 
structure who are sympathetic and wish to help us.” 

“Ts that true?” Harold murmured. 

“Tt is,’ Chandler replied. “Field Marshall Ambrose Thornton, along with old 
wat buddies Paolo Santoro, Butch O’Hara, and Theobald Albrecht, served under 
His Greatness Emperor Bernard Raynerson during the Rosy War.” 

Harold crossed his legs. “I’ve heard about that.” He tilted his head toward 
Chandler. “Emperor Bernard was the distinguished commanding officer of the 
Underground’s elite Christus Rex Armored Corps in the Rosy War. He led the 
Christus Rex through countless battles in some of the bloodiest campaigns in the 
whole conflict. It was said that up to 66% of all Christus Rex soldiers who fought 
in the Rosy War died, leaving behind a small, experienced and professional cadre 
of officers when that conflict ended.” 

“Ambrose Thornton, Butch O’Hara, and Paolo Santoro were one of 
Emperor Bernard’s top field commanders in the Christus Rex,” he continued. 
“Theobald Albrecht, on the other hand, was a member of the Underground’s air 
force and a war hero at that. Prior to the Rosy War, Albrecht was a member of the 
Underground R&D programs responsible for developing the latest MATVs 
(Miniaturized Artillery Tractor Vehicles) and C-Wings (Civilian Aerodyne Wings). 
The intended purpose of those programs was to convert MATVs and C-Wings 
into MAFVs and A-Wings in the event of a war and vice versa.” 

“Turning spears into pruning hooks?” Harold mused. 

“Fair enough,” Halfrida said. “That’s how they came to my attention.” She 
stepped in front of Chandler and Harold. “My brother and I interested in 
recruiting them. We’re planning to start a war against the House of Raynerson 
over the Rosy War Peace Treaty and wish to revise those terms on the battlefield.” 
Her eyes narrowed. “We were wondering if they could help us, Chandler.” 

“Except all four of them became disgraced by a political scandal after the 
Rosy War,” Chandler remembered. 

Halfrida stood upright in silence. Her brother’s eyebrows tose, his mouth 
agape. “What the hell happened?” he asked. 

Chandler nodded. “There was an incident that caused the four men to fall out 
of favor in Emperor Bernard’s eyes and among the House of Raynerson.” He 
scratched the back of his neck. “If memory serves...” He paused. “...all four were 
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members of Plaid January, the terrorist group responsible for assassinating 
Emperor Bernard’s predecessor, Peter II.” 

“It was all over the news in the Otherworld and Dweller World back then. 
They became disgraced by the scandal, were arrested, tried by a military 
commission, and served a few years in a military prison. Today, all four are 
expected to be released from Underground custody.” 

“And that’s why we’re here,” Halfrida told Chandler. “I heard that you were a 
close admirer of those men and Plaid January. My brother and I are planning to 
hitch a train in the Dweller World and take it to Bedrock Mills, the old Ryanite 
town near the pre-Rosy War Ryanite-Dweller Border.” 

“We're wondering if you might be interested in coming along with us,” 
Harold said. “We still had enough money to purchase a third ticket.” 

Reaching into her handbag, Halfrida offered Chandler a train ticket from the 
Dweller World. “Are you in?” 

Chandler chuckled and smiled. “Anything for you, Halfrida.”” He took the 
train ticket from her hand. 

2 KK 
(Two days later) 

A column of passenger buses cruised out of a tunnel from the west and 
entered a well-lit cavern. The buses converged onto the bustling main street of 
Bedrock Mills, a former Ryanite town built into a cavern somewhere between 
Philadelphia and Harrisburg. Their timely arrival altered the mundane scenery into 
morbid curiosity. The local Dwellers flocked to the sidewalks to wave at the 
passengers. A couple passengers waved back at them. 

In the lead bus, Chandler tilted his head left to stare at the passing scenery. 
The smiling locals and upbeat children clashed with the sight of armed soldiers 
observing from side streets, rooftops, and balconies. The letters ‘MP’ were marked 
on the soldiers’ helmets and armbands. 

He turned to Halfrida, seated next to him. She had her arms crossed, her eyes 
fixed on the road ahead of the buses. Her twin brother Harold was seated all by 
himself on the other side of the bus aisle. 

“Are we there yet?” he whispered. 

“Almost,” Halfrida whispered back. “Just a couple more miles to go.” 

Hundreds of yards down, the Ryanite-Dweller Border appeared. The Dweller 
side of the border featured a thirty foot high concrete wall topped with electrified 
concertina wire, wooden watch towers, and machine gun nests inside sandbag 
pillboxes. Military police patrols grew heavier. The bus passed by a sign, written in 
English, Latin, and German. The sign read in big red letters. ATTENTION! 
PRESENT PASSPORT AT CHECKPOINT ABLE. VIOLATORS WILL BE 
SHOT! SURVIVORS WILL BE SHOT AGAIN! 

The driver stopped at Checkpoint Able, the border gate on the Dweller side. 
He opened the window, and gave his papers to the MP at the guardhouse. The MP 
smacked a clean page with a rubber stamp and returned it to him. The driver 
pointed his thumb at the passengers. “Do you need to check theirs?” 
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The MP nodded. “I’m under directives from the Independent Dweller Party, 
so yes.” He jogged to the other side of the bus and blew a whistle. Several other 
MPs gathered behind the checkpoint guard. 

The bus driver opened the doors of the bus, and the MPs and hopped on 
board with guns in hand. “Everyone on this bus, listen up!’ the MP shouted. 
“Please remain in your seats and present your passports to us at once.” 

As the MPs proceeded through the bus, the other passengers offered them 
their passports. The MPs examined the passports whilst speaking to the 
passengers. They interrogated the passengers on a series of questions. 

Like the others, Chandler and the Brotzman twins had their US passports in 
hand. A lone Dweller MP approached them with a clipboard, a pen, and some 
legal documents. “Good morning.” He held out his hand to the three. “May I see 
your papers please?” 

The twins and Chandler nodded. Halfrida gave her passport to Chandler after 
he handed his to the MP. They watched him inspect their passports with a 
magnifying glass. “Ms. Lockhart, Mr. Martinsen, and Ms. Lockhart, state your 
business here at Checkpoint Able.” 

“We're visiting some friends at Kaiser Barbarossa Mall,” Halfrida declared. 

The MP pulled out the tickets tucked between the pages of their passports. “I 
can see that.” He returned them and the passports to the twins and Chandler. 
“Are you three carrying drugs, alcohol, weapons, Eastern Hares relics, or other 
illegal contraband?” 

“Eastern Hares,” Chandler pondered, “What’s that?” 

“The holy religion of the Dweller people,” the MP explained. “Bluebloods or 
Old Dwellers make up the predominant sect, while the New Dwellers, the Moles, 
are the minority.” 

“We have nothing to do with them,” Halfrida told the MP. “Neither of us 
have anything that could be considered illegal here.” 

“Okay then.” The MP jotted down an entry on the clipboard. “Are either of 
you born-again Nazis who embrace Adolf?” 

“No, we’re not.” Chandler smiled, shaking his head. “The same also goes for 
Ms. and Ms. Lockhart.” 

Without warning, sporadic gunfire erupted outside the bus. Someone blew a 
whistle for a few seconds. “Hold it right there!” a male voice yelled. 

The twins and Chandler tilted their heads to the left. Outside, a boy in a 
Catholic school uniform was fleeing from the bus behind theirs. Several MPs 
chased after him. The boy ran up to the concrete wall and tried to scale it. In vain, 
he jumped up and down, trying to latch onto a narrow crevice several feet above 
his head. The MPs, Soviet PPS-43 submachine guns slung over theit shoulders, 
caught up to him. 

With his back against the wall, the boy drew his hands in the ait. “Please,” he 
pleaded, “Don’t shoot me!” 

The gun-toting MPs sprayed custom-tailored hollow point bullets at the boy. 
The bullets mushroomed on impact, rupturing vital organs as they traveled 


44 


WORLD IN FLAMES 
through the boy’s body at high velocity. Blood spewed from multiple entry 
wounds. The boy dropped on his knees, his arms covering his inflicted wounded. 

The MPs emptied the rest of their bullets on him. The boy’s torso drooped 
backwards, his head landing on the concrete wall. An MP hollered, “I need the 
cleaners to tidy up this place!” 

Harold shuddered in horror, covering. “How could they?” 

“Um, Im still here,” the MP with the clipboard told them. 

They turned back to him. “Right, where were we?” Chandler asked. 

“How many more questions do we have left?” Halfrida chimed. 

The MP glanced at his clipboard. “Two hundred mote to go,” he said. 

Chandler and Halfrida’s jaws dropped. Their eyebrows rose. 

“Well, let’s get it over with, shall we?” the MP yawned. 

2K 

After every passenger on the buses was documented, the MPs opened the 
gates. The buses zoomed ahead. Past Checkpoint Able, the buses drove into 
another tunnel. They traveled through the tunnel and ended up near the Ryanite 
site of the border—the West-Emery Bridge. 

East of West-Emory Bridge was the Ryanite city of Kaiser Barbarossa Mall 
(KBM), an abandoned Pennsylvanian shopping mall nested between Harrisburg 
and Hershey. After its closure on January 5, 1997, Ryanites began squatting within 
its walls. Three checkpoints inside and below the passageway in the tunnels were 
designated ‘Alpha’, ‘Bravo’, and ‘Charlie’. Honeycombed near the tunnels were 
large chambers stacked with multi-floor shacks made of corrugated steel, sturdy 
plywood, and steel made from containers found on cargo ships. 

The shacks were spaced apart from each other to form roads, alleys, and 
courtyards. Floodlights mounted on the rooftops and cavern ceilings kept these 
caverns well-lit, regardless if there was daylight on the surface or not. Clotheslines 
suspended above the streets with clothes hanging out to dry. Each shack housed 
dozens of Ryanites and had running water, electricity, heating, ventilation, and air- 
conditioning systems, and other basic amenities of everyday life on the surface. 
Some of them were dedicated shops, general stores, saloons, and other structures. 

The caverns, linear and interconnected with each other, led to a number of 
still-functional ThyssenKrupp elevators connecting to the mall complex on the 
surface. The elevator lights still worked, music still playing out of the speakers as 
they hauled passengers from the caverns to the mall itself. 

The mall complex consisted of two three-story buildings connected by a sub- 
level concourse passageway lined with retail stores. Inside the mall itself, wealthier 
Ryanites converted the smaller, standalone stores into shops run by Jackbooters, 
constructing spacious and luxurious shacks within the much larger anchor stores. 

Under the Peace Treaty, the Underground occupied KBM, built a security 
wall in the middle of the concourse, splitting all of KBM into ‘East KBM’ and 
‘West KBM’. Armed Underground military police patrolled the corridors 
throughout the mall on both sides in full regalia. A few outdated MAFVs 
accompanied them in their patrols, augmenting their firepower and numbers. 
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Following their incarcerations, Underground Field Marshall Ambrose 
Thornton and his fellow Plaid January conspirators, Underground Generals Paolo 
Santoro, Butch O’Hara, and Theobald Albrecht, spent their days inside 
Constanzo’s, a tavern in West KBM. The tavern was built into the remains of an 
actual bar and restaurant located adjacent next to an anchor that later became a 
residential area known as ‘Plaid January’. 

Business was slow inside the tavern during morning hours. Not too many 
patrons sitting in the tables, in the booths, or standing along the bar. Tobacco 
smoke wafted in the air, while the vapors lingered. The barkeep washed glass 
mugs, shots, and glasses at the sink behind the bar. The lightning was dim and 
poorly lit. Somewhere in the darkness of the tavern, a barmaid played soft German 
classical music on a piano. 

The four men shared a booth together in a corner next to a small corridor. 
The corridor led to the bathrooms and a public payphone left in disrepair after 
years of neglect. Like old men, the four twenty-somethings chatted about their 
wartime experiences over some drinks with anyone who would listen. Sitting in 
front of them on chairs taken from a nearby table were Chandler and the 
Brotzman twins. 

Field Marshall Thornton straightened the necktie on his regulation officer’s 
uniform, hands resting against the table, surrounding a half empty mug of German 
Lager. “Pve heard about you kids,” he told Harold and Halfrida. “Apparently 
you’re the ones who overthrew the NDC, taught those racist pricks a lesson or 
two, and brought the RPS back from the dead.” 

“That’s right, sir,” Harold acknowledged. 

Generals Santoro and O’Hara laughed. General Albrecht, smoking a 
cigarette, exhaled through his mouth. He hacked and coughed a bit. 

“Then tell me, State Chancellor, what convinced you to recruit disgraced war 
horses from an unjust conflict?” Thornton asked Harold. “A person as reputable 
such as you should stay the hell away from men like us.” 

“We're Ryanites, aren’t wer” Halfrida said. “What my brother and I want is 
what you and your fellow conspirators wanted.” She guzzled on a glass of whiskey 
and set the glass down on the table. 

“Ts that so?” Santoro mused. 

“Uh-huh,” Harold replied. 

“Correct,” Halfrida retorted. 

“We want to restore Ryanite hegemony by overthrowing Underground 
domination and challenge the ongoing plot to allow various nations in the Real 
World to muscle in on the Anomaly trade,” Chandler clarified. “The Real World, 
Tm afraid, still has a lot to learn.” 

“So does the Dweller World and the Otherworld,’ Albrecht spoke. “The 
Rosy War Peace Treaty is like a pain-in-the-ass for us Ryanites!” 

Halfrida gigeled, her thumb gesturing at the closed double doors at the front 
of Constanzo’s. “Are you sure the Underground MPs outside didn’t hear your” 
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General Albrecht shrugged his shoulders. “Does it matter? We’re all dead 
men anyway.” He grounded his cigarette into a stainless-steel ashtray resting in the 
middle of the table. A few old cigarette butts and tobacco ashes were left inside 
the ashtray. General Albrecht proceeded to light another cigarette. 

“Remind us again why you want to recruit us?”” General O’Hara spoke. 

“We're planning to restore the RPS by creating the Greater American 
Catholic School System,” Halfrida replied. “Doing so, however, will require an 
armed forces to deter the Dwellers, the Underground, the Ostara Conspiracy, and 
others from daring to trifle with us.” 

“And besides,” Harold added, “Our godparents called and they said that they 
spared you four from the guillotine when the Rosy War ended. Perhaps think of 
this as compensation for them pulling enough strings to save yout lives.” 

Chandler left two sets of business cards on the table. “Strong leaders are 
needed in our future war against the Underground.” He glided the business cards 
across the table with his fingers. “If you four are interested in helping us rebuild 
the Ryanite Defense Force, give me and my girlfriend a call and we'll try to make 
some special arrangements to get you guys out of this place.” 

“In addition,’ Halfrida chimed, “We'll pay you way more than what the 
House of Raynerson’s paying you guys these days. We'll give you the respect, 
dignity, and the retirement that all of you deserved.” 

Field Marshall Thornton picked up the business cards from the table. 
“Perhaps, but how sure are you, Halfridar” 

“What happens if we go to war against the Underground and we lose?” 
General O’Hara asked. 

General Albrecht downed his shot of Russian vodka. “Maybe we’re all gone 
too cynical because of the Rosy War, but we’ve all thought the same thing when 
we murdered Peter II back in ‘97. We all thought that we alone could liberate the 
Ryanites from their oppression by the Underground.” He set the empty shot glass 
on the table. “How will things be any different this time around?” 

Halfrida wagged her finger at him. “We wouldn’t know unless we try.” 

“And your leaderships will always be needed by all the other Ryanites in the 
event of a possible war in the not-too-distant future,” Harold added. “I’m sure 
there were other Ryanites who served in the Underground during the Rosy War, 
but I doubt they carried as much sway as you guys.” 

The four men laughed. “That’s asking a little too much of us, wouldn’t you 
agree, State Chancellor?” Field Marshall Thornton questioned. “We're never 
amused by this form of flattery.” 

Harold shook his head. “Just because I’m crossdressing, that doesn’t mean I 
enjoy flattering men over twice my age.” 

“No Ryanite has ever achieved as much success and renown within the 
Underground, let alone in the Christus Rex, than you and your fellow cohorts, Field 
Marshall,” Halfrida said. “We’re going to need you guys and countless other 
Ryanites who served in the Catholic School Underground’s ranks. A new war 
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draws near and the future of the Ryanites is now at stake. Old and young, rich and 
poor will be called to serve and there will be no tolerance for any draft dodgers.” 

“And what happens if one of you needs to count on us if something 
happens?” Chandler scoffed the men. “Special Agents Schaffer and Erhardt are 
both members of the Remnant HSD-their foreign security service. I find it hard 
to believe that those two would be coming to your aid if something happens.” 

“We,” Harold swore, “On other hand, will lend a hand because it is the moral 
responsibility of every Ryanite to care for their fellow Ryanite neighbors.” He 
relaxed his hands on the table. “Take your time and consider our offer. We’re not 
forcing you, but if anything happens, you know where to find us.” 

Generals Santoro, O’Hara, and Albrecht chatted with Field Marshall 
Thornton in whispering voices. Thornton listened to them. 

“Should we join them?” General Santoro asked. 

“They may be our best shot at clearing our names,” Thornton replied. 

“But this may be another trap by the House of Raynerson to put away behind 
bars again,” General O’Hara snorted. 

“Your sisters at CUA (Catholic University of America) have not a clue that 
you, me, Santoro, and Albrecht were released recently,” Thornton told him. “I’ve 
seen all the letters Madeleine and Veronica sent you over the years. It’s about time 
they got a much-awaited homecoming. How are the girls, anyway?” 

“They graduated from the all-girls school operated by the Opus Dei,” 
General O’Hara said. “I guess they would be waiting for their big brother to make 
that homecoming.” 

“T thought so,” Thornton voiced. 

“And what happens if we lose in a future war with the Underground?” 
Albrecht pondered. 

Thornton whispered. “I have a feeling those twin siblings know what they’re 
doing and everything will be alright in the end. Let’s listen to their advice and 
handle everything else. We'll handle the day-to-day responsibilities of RDF High 
Command or whatever General Staff those twins will provide us.” He turned to 
the Brotzman twins. “Harold, Halfrida,” he said to them, “We'll be in touch 
sometime next week.” 

“Are you for real?” Harold mused. 

“You can trust me, State Chancellor,” Thornton opined. “I always honor my 
word, unlike some people these days.” 
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(Plaid Eminence and Ostara; June 11-30, 2010) 


“More and more, in many countries of [the] America[s] [and the rest of the world], a system 
known as ‘neoliberalism’ prevails; based on a purely economic conception of the human person, 
this system considers profit and the law of the market as its only parameters, to the detriment of 
the dignity of and the respect due to individuals and peoples. At times this system has become the 
ideological justification for certain attitudes and behavior in the social and political spheres leading 
to the neglect of the weaker members of society. Indeed, the poor are becoming ever more numerous, 
victims of specific policies and structures which are often unjust.” 
-Pope St. John Paul If, Ecclesia in America (No. 56), 
Report of the Synod of America, ca. 1999 


Ministers of the State Chancellery knocked on the school desks with their 

knuckles. O’Farrell got up from her seat to read aloud a note to Ulrich. “If 
Distributism is to disseminate the means of production to as many as possible, 
what do we make of international trade? Can the student government apply a 
Distributist approach to international trade and foreign policy?” 

“Those ate very good questions,” Minister Liszt voiced. 

“T think they need to be addressed,” Minister Frost added. 

“Natirhich,’ Ulrich acknowledged. “Jawohl, we should trade with other SSEs 
whenever possible. A ‘closed’ Secret School Economy runs counter to the 
interests of both our student government and our Jackbooters.” He held up his 
index finger. “However, we must also draw the line between a Distributist 
international trade policy and a pro-Globalization one. The differences between 
the two are colossal.” 

“What differences do they make?” Minister Hale pondered. 

“The implications alone cannot be ignored,” Minister Dougherty told him. 
“It makes the difference between achieving true economic and political freedom 
and failing to realizing our true goal-the GACSS.” 

Eying Dougherty, Ulrich nodded his head. “Danke schon, Minister 
Dougherty.” He addressed her and the rest of the Cabinet Ministers. “It is 
recommended that we formulate the beginnings of a truly Distributive foreign 
policy. Working in syne with our student government’s agreed-upon economic and 
financial policies, our trading policy should be seen as an extension of our both.” 

“Not to mention our prospects for armaments,” Battaglia blurted. 

Interior Minister Naumann whistled, his head nodding upward at the 
doorway. “Speak of our new ‘RGA High Command,’ here they are.” 

The other Cabinet Ministers and Ulrich, turning their heads away from their 
reports and documents at their desks, faced the doorway. State Chancellor Harold 
Brotzman and the Convention had activated seven new Ministries, appointing a 
Minister for each. With exception of one, they were decorated Rosy War veterans. 


B in Classroom 7-C at St. Michael the Archangel, Ulrich and the Cabinet 


49 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 
Each formed the nucleus of the Ryanite armed forces, the RGA (Ryanischen fir eine 
Grofkatholische Ausbildung, Ryanites for a Greater Catholic Education’). 

RGA _ Generalfeldmarschall (Field Marshal) Ambrose Thornton, the Chief of 
General Staff for RGA High Command, stood erect by the door. He held the 
door for the other six Ministers in the hallway outside, motioning them to come 
inside. “Get a move-on, people,” he called out. “We can apologize to the State 
Chancellor and President later. We’re late as it is.” 

RGA Generalfeldmarschalle Paolo Santoro and Theobald Albrecht, Chief of the 
Ryanite Heer (Army) and Lufayaffe (Air Force), entered the room with their 
ceremonial batons close at their side. After them came Intelligence Director Butch 
O’Hara and his sister, Minister of Maritime Shipping Veronica O’Hara. 

Last were the ‘Commercial and Labor’ and ‘Agriculture’ Ministers: former 
Underground Colonel Lauren Lynch and Remnants Major Dietrich Weber. The 
latter was a childhood friend of the Brotzman twins and their Cousins’ godparents. 
Field Marshal Thornton closed the door behind Weber and sat in one of the 
remaining chairs around the makeshift table of school desks. 

Ulrich glanced at Minister O’Farrell. “I apologize for their sudden entry, but 
could you please continue?” 

“As I was about to state earlier, our Plenipotentiary of Economics has made a 
great point, everyone.” O’Farrell straightened her slouched seating posture, 
flattening the hem of her knee-length skirt. “After delaying our foreign policy in 
order to focus on the short-term issues of improving our SSE and student 
government, the time has come for us to formulate one.” She looked at Ulrich and 
gestured at Minsters Frost, Liszt, Battaglia, and Gordon. “We have formulated a 
viable one for both the Convention and the State Chancellery to consider.” 

Ulrich paid brief glimpses of O’Farrell and the four boys. “Is that so?” He 
raised an eyebrow. “What do you all have to report?” 

“There can be no doubt that international trade has its benefits,’ Minister 
Prost said. “What we cannot harvest or produce on our own, we can always get 
from other SSEs. It will depend on our economic and financial finesse as we 
would whenever we are shopping for something in an average store somewhere.” 

“Tt’s the SGIEO and the trends it represents, Globalization and the US-led 
international, that we’re up against,’ Minister Gordon spoke. “Of course, there 
may still be some kernel of truth left about Globalization and how it can allow for 
greater economic growth and prosperity among nations. Isolationism is also not 
the answer. We must adapt and adjust until we can challenge the SGIEO to 
improve things not just for ourselves, but for everyone else.” 

“For the negatives of Globalization, as it was conceived since the 1970s, far 
outweighs the positives at this point,” Liszt stated. “The growing interdependency 
of all the economies on Earth, barring our SSE and everyone else’s in Dweller 
World and Otherworld, will render them vulnerable to economic, financial, and 
cyber terrorism. The Dot-Com Bubble, 9/11, and the Sub-Prime Mortgage Crises 
are nothing compared to what Horst Brotzman is apparently cooking up.” 


50 


WORLD IN FLAMES 

“Meanwhile,” O’Farrell added, “The governments on Earth these days have a 
hands-off approach toward economic and financial activities within their own 
borders. ‘Cheap labor’, ‘outsourcing’, ‘income inequality,’ ‘underemployment,’ 
‘student loan debt’, and ‘deindustrialization’ are all anathema to us.” 

“Also, corporate greed is a bitch,’ Dougherty grumbled. “The rich get richer, 
the poor get poorer, and the environment suffers as a consequence. American 
consumerism and culture is spreading across the world like swarms of locusts. All 
of it is coming at the expense of the cultural and economic livelihoods of every 
nation including this country as well!” 

“Well said, Dorothy,” Civil Guard Minister Hale agreed. 

“Poorer nations ate even being exploited of their resources through a more 
subtle and quieter form of imperialism,’ Frost complained. “Meanwhile, 
innovation and creativity within all kinds of industries are suffering because multi- 
national corporate cartels, trusts, and monopolies are cornering all markets.” 

“And whatever we do,” O'Farrell swore to Ulrich, “We better not repeat 
those same mistakes with our SSE. The State Chancellor and President, Our 
student government, our Jackbooters and our backers are all counting on us.” 

“Ich verstebe I understand),” Ulrich replied. 

“But,” Minister Battaglia chimed, “If we play our cards right, we may be able 
to tip the odds in our favor.” He crossed his arms and sat back in his chair. 

“Would you like to elaborate on that?” Ulrich asked him. 

“Sure thing.” Battaglia nodded. “If the Rosy War Peace Treaty prevents us 
from pursuing rearmament, can we seriously expect the House of Raynerson in 
Other-Boston to enforce it on the Duopoly’s behalf? Not everyone in the House 
of Raynerson is hostile to us; one of them happens to be sympathetic to us.” 

“But up to a certain degree, Vincent,” O’Farrell reminded him. 

“Hey, who knows...” Battaglia shrugged his shoulders. “...maybe our 
Distributive foreign policies could help the Underground, the Conspiracy, the 
Remnants, the Dwellers, and whoever else wants to come along for the ride?” He 
grinned at Ulrich. “Look, all five of us have found all kinds of ways to pursue 
secret fearmament programs. All we ask is that you give us the word, so we can 
travel around the globe with the State Chancellor and President.” 

Field Marshal Thornton and his six peers chuckled and exchanged winks and 
smug looks on each other’s faces. “How about it?” Thornton asked Ulrich. “Are 
you still interested in a bunch of old war horses like us?” 

2 KK 

Classroom 7-D, further down the hall from 7-C, was renovated into the State 
Chancellor’s personal office. Several hours after the Cabinet’s meeting inside 7-C, 
in 7-D, Harold leaned back in a comfy leather swivel chair behind his desk. 
Halfrida stood by his right-hand side, Cousins Ulrich and Heinricka on his left. He 
had just finished listening to the results of the meeting from Ulrich. 

The mischievous grin on Halfrida’s face widened. “Who says you can have 
fun in war?” she opined. “Just the continuation of politics through other means.” 
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“Ja, but some of us like to play the game in the most intelligent manner 
possible,” Heinricka quipped. 

“Ulrich,” Harold asked, “I trust that you, Cousin Heinricka, and those five 
Ministers know how to handle that kind of ordnance?” 

“Don’t worry about him, dear brother,” Halfrida told him. “Ulrich, along 
with the rest of our Cousins, knows his way around those weapons.” 

“T must ask, Harold...” Ulrich stroked his chin. “Are Cardinal Wolk, your 
Onkel Vater Leonard, my Opa and Dame Ostara, Cousin Bruno and Duchess 
Perpetua, and Emperor Bernard aware of these rearmament plans?” 

Harold shook his head. “Not one bit.” A sturdy rock served as a paperweight 
over a stack of papers on his desk. Harold moved the paperweight away from the 
papers and breezed through the stack. 

“It’s better that they remain out of the loop for at least a year,” Halfrida 
insisted. “Washington-Reich over in London is going to be snooping around here 
if any of them find out sooner than expected.” 

A few of the pages among the stack contained black and white photocopies 
of the address books of Duchess Perpetua and Cousins Ulrich and Bruno. The 
images were a little grainy, but the handwritings from all three address books 
remained legible. Each image included the satphone, fax, and pager numbers, 
mailing addresses, and even the home addresses of various individuals. 

People with names like Hannelore and Ingeborg ‘Inge’ Bauer, Eddie Mack, 
Nathaniel Hawthorne, Henry MacDonald, Nadine Bianchi, Francis Leblanc, Lance 
Jansen, Anthony Accardo, Margaret Diana Richardson, Drusilla Price, Marcus 
McAllister, and China ‘Fake News’ Faggioli. Other noteworthy persons of 
interests were also listed among lesser-known ones. 

Harold tilted his head to the side. “Sis,” he pondered, “You know what I am 
thinking?” He turned to her. “I should probably get in touch with some or all of 
these people in the near future. You never know what kinds of opportunities will 
come out way with them on our side.” 

“The more the merrier,” Halfrida cooed. “I’m starting to get the feeling that 
you’re beginning to enjoy being the State Chancellor.” 

“Who said I wasn’t already enjoying itr” Harold retorted. Before his sister 
could reply, he interrupted her. “Never mind that, sis. We better make sure that 
the Ryanites and all four of us are sitting at the big kids’ table. We’re going to need 
to need all the help we can get if there’s any hope in ushering forth the GACSS.” 

“We're way ahead of you on that one, dear brother.” Halfrida gestured at 
Cousin Ulrich. “Wouldn’t you agree, Ulrich?” 

“Leave the travel plans to me, Cousin.” Ulrich reached into his pocket to pull 
out a 3x5 inch index card. “I will draft the letter of acceptance on our behalf. All I 
ask of you and Halfrida is to help me, Cousin Heinricka, and those five Ministers 
from your Cabinet.” He offered his Cousin Harold the index card. “Hzer (Here).” 

Harold took the index card from Ulrich. On the index card were two long 
strings of numbers and an address to a little-known private investment bank. 

“Where did you get this?” Halfrida pointed her finger at the index card. 
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“Oh, it was a gift from our godparents,” Ulrich explained. “Just thank the 

Lovers whenever you see them.” 
2K 

Meanwhile, Lady Ostara and Bruno waited for Duchess Perpetua inside the 
fourth floor observatory of Sacred Heart Academy. “The recent Subprime 
Mortgage Crisis and the attacks on 11 September 2001 are intimately tied!” She 
cackled like a mad witch. “Most people in the Real World do not realize this, but 
your family and I were responsible for creating an economic crisis of opportunity 
conducive to our ideological goals.” 

“Wirklich (Really),” Bruno spoke, “How did you and my Opa pull it offP” 

“Which one?” she pondered. “11 September or the Subprime Mortgages?” 

“The Subprime Mortgages,” Bruno clarified. “The so-called ‘Great Recession’ 
has more nuances to it than 11 September.” 

“We knew about the devastating properties of the subprime mortgages long 
before they posed an issue,” she explained. “Your Opa and I paid close attention 
to where the markets were heading. While the markets were cashing in on the 
subprime mortgages, we took advantage of the bonanza by gladly accepting 
Neudeutschland’s financial burdens accrued during the Rosy War and foisted them 
upon countless billions on the Erde.” 

“T do not remember the exact figure, but the cost of the Rosy War for the 
Remnants hovered somewhere between $20,000,000,000,000 and 
$200,000,000,000,000,” Ostara continued. “Swap the financial instruments of the 
Real World with those of Neudeutschland. Put that on top of the Allies—the 
Americans, the British, and the French—refusing to pay back the trillions of dollars 
they still owe to your family for fighting the Soviet Union since the 1930s.” 

“Were you and my Opa also employing FCIMS?” Bruno mused. 

“Korrekt,” she answered. “FCIMS is a wondrous gift from the Fuhrer himself! 
Not only can you track human beings, conduct black market transactions, infiltrate 
government agencies, and overload computer networks, it is also the ultimate form 
of insider trading! You can anticipate financial flows more easily, profit under 
everyone’s noses, and know where to cause the most economic damage!” 

Bruno grinned. “If what you are saying this is true, then my Opa employed 
the latest version of FCIMS to freeze and steal the assets of the biggest banks in 
America. He took them all hostage, forced them to run off to the Federal Reserve, 
demand bailouts and no Congressional oversight as the ransom. If the American 
Congress refuses, my Opa unleashes a depression far worse than the Great 
Depression and then launch nukes at random countries like Russia and China.” 

Duchess Perpetua rushed into the room from the outside hallway carrying a 
copy of this morning’s Orber-Boston Daily in her hands. “Sorry...I1 am late,” she 
panted, her right arm pressed against the wooden door, struggling to catch her 
breath. “You wouldn’t...believe...what I just found out...” 

Ostara faced the doorway. “What did you find?” she mused. 

“See for yourself.” Perpetua held up the newspaper in her hand. 
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Bruno and Ostara walked away from the windowsill, the late morning sun 
ascending in the clear blue skies outside. Perpetua offered them the newspaper. 

“Danke schén?’? Ostara swiped the newspaper from Perpetua’s hand and 
strolled away from her with Bruno in tow, reading the front page headline and 
article. The headline on the front page had cold-blooded treachery written all over 
it: King Percy Wolff Blackmails Grandfather Howard! Ostara cursed under her throat. 
“Verdammt, that bastard is starting to get on me nerves!” 

Duchess Perpetua, upon catching her breath, caught up with Bruno and 
Ostara by the windowsill. “Now you both know why I had to literally run from the 
other side of this school campus?” 

“We do.” Bruno nodded. 

The article in question reported on King Percy Dwight Wolff of the Dweller 
Narco-Monarchist ‘Californian Empire’ (CE) and his threats levied against his 
grandfather, Howard Wolff. CE King Percy is stoking the flames controversy once again, a 
recent exposé by Catholic School Observer revealed last Friday, the article read. King Percy has 
denounced his grandfather, Howard Wolff, over recent allegations that had surfaced in salacious 
news websites of dubious and questionable quality. There can be no doubt that my family, 
through our business dealings and investments in IG Farben that we had raked in billions from 
the Holocaust’ he declared at a press conference in Concord Harbor. The teenage king minced no 
words in his firm resolution in challenging what His Majesty refers to as a ‘gross perversion of 
moral decency and Antisemitism.’ 

King Percy has led a successful career running lucrative narcotics enterprises and corporate 
business interests throughout Asia, most notably in nations such as Japan, Russia, both Koreas, 
China, the Philippines, Thailand, Vietnam, Indonesia, and Malaysia. From the profits garnered 
by his ilhcit ventures, the leader of the Californian Exmpire is now seeking to build a new army 
against the Communist Dweller People’s Northwestern Union, a Dweller ally of the Protestant 
Fellowship of Young Christians (FYC). Tensions between the CE and PNU-FYC Axis are 
now flaring into dangerous levels that could spell war between the three SSEs. 

Ass for his grandfather, the CEO of the Wolff Corporation has come under intense scrutiny 
from Jewish and Israeh watchdog organizations under fabricated charges of Antisemitism and 
harboring Anti-Israei sympathies. He is rumored to be running for President of the United 
States in the Republican Party, an American political party noted for its pro-Israel sympathies. 

“We should make plans to have King Percy killed otherwise he will cause 
problems for us in the near future,” Bruno suggested. 

“The original Bolsheviks were all foolish worms, empty-headed dreamers 
who knew nothing about economics,” Perpetua complained. “Their progeny in 
the Dweller World nowadays are not even worth my time anymore.” 

“Even so,” Ostara said, “It would be equally foolish of us to not enlist the 
services of Francine Cardington-McAdams and her contacts inside the PNU. We 
must not allow King Percy to ruin our chances of launching nukes at random 
countries, including those that also have nukes of their own like Russia or China.” 

“Sorry Pm late, you guys!” Julie Mays declared without warning. 

Bruno gestured at the doorway, his finger pointing at Julie Mays walking past 
the doorway into the observatory. “Ei, guess who came back, Kameradinnen?” 
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Duchess Perpetua and Lady Ostara turned their backs against the windowsill. 
“Your return is sooner than expected,” Perpetua told her. “What do you have to 
report regarding the Brotzman twins?” 

Julie paid brief glimpses of Perpetua and Ostara. “Your Highness...Dame 
Ostara...State Chancellor Harold Brotzman and his twin sister Halfrida 
disappeared without a trace earlier today.” 

“How could that ber’ Duchess Perpetua snorted, shaking her head. 

“We must not rule out the possibility that those are up to something,” Ostara 
stressed. “They cannot escape our scrutiny that easily!” 

“Where did my Cousin Ulrich run off to this time?” Bruno asked. 

“T don’t know.” Julie Mays paused for a few seconds. “It would seem that 
State Chancellor Brotzman’s Cabinet may have caught on to us spying on them.” 

Perpetua rolled her eyes and sulked in disgust. “Can you really arrive at such a 
conclusion, worthless peonr” she scolded her. “I should have you shot you’re your 
insubordination!” She brandished her Tokarev TT33 handgun from her hip 
holster, cocking and aiming in the middle of Julie’s porcelain forehead. “Give me a 
good reason I should not be putting a bullet in your head!” 

“Your Highness...,” Julie cried, dropping to her knees, her hands clasped as 
she begged for Perpetua’s mercy. “This is going way too far!” 

“Liebe Perpetua,’ Bruno chuckled, “That would not be necessary.” He 
pushed his fiancée’s gun away from Julie’s head. “Killing a girl like Julie Mays 
would not be worth all the trouble for us or my Opa.” 

Ostara strutted past Perpetua and Bruno and stood in front of Julie with her 
hands behind her back. “I may be inclined to spare your life from the wrath of 
Her Highness,” she said to Julie. “Just tell us what you have found thus far, and 
your punishment will be lessened to you licking my jackboots.” 

“As far as I can tell,’ Julie replied, “State Chancellor Brotzman’s Cabinet 
took all the necessary steps toward keeping those twins’ whereabouts unknown. 
Even their whole family, including their Cousin Bruno, has been kept in the dark. 
Those two are up to something and it is possible that may have the fled the United 
States for either Dweller World or else Otherworld.” 

Ostara barked at her in an overbearing voice. “Find out they are doing and 
report back to us when you are done. Ads &lar—do I make myself clear?” 

“Yes Ma’am!” Julie got up and turned around. But before she could leave, 
Ostara grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her away from the doorway. 

“Stupid girl...” Ostara cackled. “Aren’t you forgetting something?” 

2 KK 
(Two days later) 

June 13. Backed by Cousin Ulrich, the Distributist International (DI) came 
into existence, its founding members bolstering old bonds forged in the lead up to 
the infamous ‘Raynerson-Nazi Affair’ of 1940 and creating newer ones. Over 
$50,000,000 was pooled into accounts owned by the Brotzman twins at Cross 
Financial Unlimited (CFU). The money was withdrawn by Ulrich and later 
funneled into a secret slush fund. 
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Having not aroused his Opa’s hostility, Ulrich directed his international 
business contacts to run up to 3,000 Brotzman family-connected firms scattered 
across Earth. 3,000 firms responsible for building up the Ryanite war machine. In 
vatious femote ateas in the Otherworld and Real World, construction crews 
erected factories, refineries, synthetic production plants, hospitals, workshops, 
proving grounds, research labs, shipyards, docks, harbors, airfields, motor pools, 
storage buildings, warehouses, and other facilities critical to the Ryanite war effort. 

The Second RPS proceeded with production of the RGA’s entire arsenal, 
assembly lines churning out weapons in secluded, off-limits facilities controlled by 
unaligned SSEs with assets in the Otherworld and Real World. Over 3,000 firms 
were contracted to develop everything from 9mm Parabellum rounds to 
experimental technologies that had yet to be introduced on the battlefield. 

Extensive logistical and transportation systems were devised by the Eddie 
Mack Trading House to haul the completed products to warehouses and 
storehouses in Ryanite territory. Most of the equipment was already disassembled 
the moment the moment they were transported. 

Special assembly plants were established with the help of the Distributist 
International to help the Ryanites reassemble the completed equipment. The 
reassembled equipment was later stockpiled for future use. A fledgling Ryanite 
mass media maintained the narrative that the Second RPS had no plans 
whatsoever to start a war over in the not-too-distant future. 

June 14, Washington-Reich warned in the ‘strongest, most straightforward 
terms’ that the SGIEO and the House of Raynerson will invade the Second RPS 
like Saddam’s Iraq in 2003. Harold and Halfrida bluffed him. The Ryanite student 
government pulled out of arms control treaties on the grounds of ‘shattering the 
monopolization of Western armaments industries.’ They reintroduced mandatory 
one-year conscription for all able-bodied male Ryanites. 

June 15. Washington-Reich grew anxious and nervous. Following the fall of 
the NDC, his indifference towards the Brotzman twins and the Second RPS 
morphed into animosity. Together with allied delegates at the SGIEO’s ‘Model 
UN Building’, Washington-Reich and several SSEs sent humanitarian relief 
workers to the Brotzman twins and Cousin Ulrich with food and supplies. 

June 16. The Second RPS took the food parcels and supplies before kicking 
out all of the humanitarian relief workers. Civil Guard Minister Hale and the 
Ryanite police force, the Civil Guard, alerted Interior Minister Naumann to the 
existence of a corruption ring involving the sex trafficking of under-aged children. 
‘Senior Judge of the Honor Court’ Max Gerber, the Ryanite student government’s 
Judicial Branch, condemned it as a ‘grave crime against human decency.’ 

June 22. ‘Model International Monetary Fund’ promised ‘free trade 
agreements’ by demanding ‘free movement of goods, services, capital, and people’ 
through the Second RPS’ borders. ‘Model World Bank’ issued loans that had to be 
paid back through conformity with the SGIEO. The Ryanite SSE rejected those 
offers. “We prefer doing things our way, thank you, goodbye!” Halfrida said to 
Washington-Reich in a recent telephone conference before hanging up. 
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June 25. Duchess Perpetua announced the creation of the ‘Anti-Globalization 
Pact.’ Despite the broad ideological tendencies of its countless signatories, they all 
shared a common interest in curtailing the social ills caused by Globalization. 

A similar multilateral treaty for the harvesting of unrefined Anomalies in 
Otherworld and their production in the Dweller World was also proposed. “?m 
still trying to come up with a name,” she said in an exclusive interview with Osber- 
Boston Daily. “Come back to me on that later.” 

June 26. After a receiving an offer from Perpetua, Harold and Halfrida signed 
Anti-Globalization Pact on behalf of the Second RPS. Neither twin signed the 
document in Perpetua’s presence, their whereabouts continue to remain unknown. 

June 28. In a statement to media outlets of various SSEs in the SGIEO, 
Washington-Reich condemned ‘the growing corrosion of its institutions.’ 

June 30. Somewhere in Europe, The Brotzman twins made a surprise visit in 
the 2010 Model UN General Assembly, barging into the room in the middle of a 
speech by Her Greatness, Empress Benita Raynerson. Later that day, Halfrida 
addressed the General Assembly. Her speech involved a lot of shouting and 
repetitive rhetoric about calls for ‘peace’. It was not at all a lie or even rhetorical 
hyperbole. She adamantly maintained that the Second RPS—and later, the GACSS— 
was not preparing for war, but preparing for peace. 

Back in the United States, with the Second RPS spared from the fear of 
hostile military intervention, Cousin Ulrich flexed his knuckles. The time to 
rebuild the Ryanite SSE had begun. Harold and Halftida joined in on the action 
while they were in Europe. 
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Chapter Six: Pax Americana 
(Plaid Eminence and Renate; Jun. 12-Jul. 10, 2010) 


“In order to achieve a great object, an important social object, there must be a main force, a 
bulwark, a revolutionary class. Next it is necessary to organize the assistance of an auxiliary 
force for this main force; in this case this auxiliary force is the Party, to which the best forces of the 
intelligentsia belong. Just now you spoke about ‘educated people.’ But what educated people did 
you have in mind? |...] Education is a weapon the effect of which is determined by the hands 
which wield it, by who is to be struck down. [...] I do not underestimate the role of the 
intelligentsia; on the contrary, I emphasize it. The question is, however, which intelligentsia are we 
discussing? Because there are different kinds of intelligentsia.” 
-Josef Stalin, in an Interview with H. G. Wells, 
‘Marxism versus Liberalism’, ca. July 23, 1934 


smartphone and all the worthless, purposeless, and meaningless apps installed 

on it. She sat in the middle of a couch inside the living room of Cousin Harold 
and Halfrida’s home in Arlington. Tilting her chin downward, her head leaning 
against her hands, elbows pressed against her thighs. 

The cuckoo clock, mounted on the wall inside the living room, tick-tocked 
away with each passing second. The hands on the clock rotated; the little hand 
over the ‘VII’, the large one past the top of the hour. The cuckoo bird holed up 
inside its little birdhouse, waiting for its time to come out again. 

Heinricka took a deep breath and sighed. 

In front of a coffee table was Cousin Ulrich, seated in one of the chairs 
pulled from the house’s breakfast room. His arms were crossed, his eyes glued to 
Heinricka. Compared to hers, his mind stayed sharp and resolute, thoughts 
coherent and calculated. There was no choice; he had to intervene and help her 
overcome her addiction to that damnable smartphone of hers. 

“Can it even be done, Ulrich?” she whimpered. “Will I ever be able to break 
my smartphone addiction and finally regain freedom again?” 

“You will regain your freedom the moment you recognize the problems your 
twin Cousins and I have with these smartphones,” Ulrich told her in a calm voice. 
“The three of us have been worried sick about you ever since we arrived at Dulles 
International Airport last month.” 

“But it feels like I cannot break my addiction, no matter how hard I try,” she 
complained. “The rest of the Real World has become so attached to these 
smartphones that breaking free from them is next to impossible.” Heinricka tilted 
her chin upward and stared into Ulrich’s eyes. 

“This hurts me as much as it hurts you,” Ulrich said. “Please forgive me for 
snatching your phone and shouting at you earlier. All of us are just a little 
concerned about your well-being. It is for your own good.” 


fj: by hour, Cousin Heinricka has spent her waking moments away from het 
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A tear fell out of Heinricka’s eye. The tear rolled down her cheek. She 
sniffled and wiped the tear away with her wrist. “So...you are not angry at me...?” 
She sniffled again as more tears poured out of both eyes. 

“Nein, nein,” he sighed, “It’s the Duopoly itself that I am resentful and the 
lengths it has taken to perpetuate its grip over us and the American people as a 
whole.” Ulrich paid a brief glance at a stainless steel crucifix on the wall opposite 
of the cuckoo clock. “There are so many things that ate wrong with this country, 
Heinricka. The moment you recognize this fact, the better your chances and the 
sooner you will be able to overcome your smartphone addiction.” 

She cocked her head to the side. “Ei, how will such knowledge be enough to 
overcome my addiction? How does my addiction perpetuate the Duopoly’s rule?” 

“The Duopoly will no doubt find technologies like smartphones and social 
media to be quite useful in pacifying and dulling the minds of dissenters.” His 
nose crinkled. “Why is it that so many different technologies in recent years are 
being collectivized into one individual device?” 

Ulrich held up his index finger. “Why are cellphones, pagers, PDAs, GPS, 
MP3 players, and so forth being supplanted and replaced by just that one device, 
that smartphone? At best, the smartphone is bound to cause shorter attention 
spans, the deterioration of mental faculties and cognitive functions, and will no 
doubt make society lonelier, miserable, and depressed.” 

“Cousin...,” Heinricka spoke, “I think you may be onto something.” She 
wiped more of the tears on her face. “Why is it that Amazon can rake in billions of 
dollars and also avoid giving their employees better wages? Why are social media 
platforms such as Facebook, Twitter, and Reddit cultivating echo chambers and in 
turn allowing for the polarization of political and public discussions?” 

“The same can also be said for cryptocurrencies, Internet censorship, de- 
platforming, video streaming sites such as Netflix and Hulu, the proliferation of 
computer malware and cyber weaponry, and the loss of personal privacy rights,” 
he complained. “Why are casinos in America investing in cryptocurrencies, despite 
the fact that we have no idea who formulated Bitcoin? Why is it that the 
Duopoly’s media Apparatchiks are constantly creating more and more remakes, 
reboots, and sequels? Can’t they make anything new and original anymore?” 

Ulrich continued. “And do not get me started about malware, cyber weapons, 
and Internet privacy. I know full well that the Duopoly and other governments in 
the Real World like to spy on their own citizens online these days.” 

“But unlike the Real World, in the Dweller World and in the Otherworld, 
none of these things pose serious problems for anyone,” Heinricka voiced. “As far 
as the Underground, the Remnants, Dwellers, and our Opa are concerned; the 
Internet has been yet another weapon in their arsenals since the Rosy War.” 

“You are korrekt,” Ulrich said, “For I too am worried that the Internet will 
someday be used as a weapon to suppress actual dissent and stifle personal 
freedom. At some point, we must do everything in our power to ensure that the 
Ryanites do not become too dependent and too reliant on these technologies.” He 
glared at her. “Your smartphone addiction, Cousin, is only just the beginning.” 
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Horst Brotzman and his family maintained a number of safehouses scattered 
across Europe. One of them was a counttyside home of traditional Gothic 
architecture, far from the outskirts of Magdeburg in former East Germany. Two 
stories tall, the house had a garage and a mundane interior and décor. 

In the back of the house was a small backyard with a stone patio and devoid 
of any fencing whatsoever. A patio table with five chairs stood in the center of the 
patio, an opened umbrella providing some shade. Seated in each of the chairs were 
Second RPS Ministers Kenneth Frost, Stephen Liszt, Vincent Battaglia, Gregory 
Gordon, and Katharine O’Farrell. All five were enjoying meals of McDonalds and 
Burger King together at the able. 

“Sometimes,” Minister Frost lamented, “I take a moment to wonder whether 
we feally are in Harold and Halfrida’s ancestral fatherland...or whether we’re still in 
the United States.” He chomped down on his Big Mac, set it down in its 
packaging, and slurped down on his strawberry milkshake through his straw. 

Minister Liszt, chewing on his Big Mac, swallowed and eyed Frost. “And 
what made you say that?” He wiped the excess secret sauce on his lips with a clean 
napkin, dumping the dirty napkin in his burger’s now empty cardboard box. 

“How should I put itr” Frost mused. “I was expecting ‘Culture Shock’, not 
experiencing this vague feeling that we’re just in another part of our country.” 

Liszt continued to stare at Frost with a blank face. “I don’t get it.” 

“He may be onto something, Stephen,” Minister Battaglia chimed. “Earlier 
today, I surfed through the channels on the living room TV set back in the house. 
You want what I found? I found the same channels back in the US: CNN, MTV, 
Cartoon Network and so on.” 

“Saw a couple people talking about the new iPhone inside an Apple Store in 
Magdeburg earlier,’ Minister Gordon recalled. “I know it’s nice to have Burger 
King, McDonalds, KFC, and Subway, but I kind of wish I could savor some real 
German food for once. Harold and Halftida’s cooking can’t be the only kind.” 

“Plus, some of those TV shows,” Battaglia voiced, “If they’re not German 
dubs, they’re Germanized versions of the same old concept. 85% of all films at the 
theaters here are Hollywood productions. That new chick flick film starring 
Hannelore Bauer, Tsumugi Kessel, and Samantha Nakajima is just one example.” 

Minister Gordon shuddered at the thought of Hannelore. “After watching 
that movie in German, it’s a little weird to hear Hannelore’s voice in the original 
film back in the States and the German dub that was released in this country.” 

“What difference does it make?” Frost pondered. 

“Let’s just say that it makes a hell of a difference,’ Gordon replied. 
“Hannelore sounds a lot more direct and straightforward in the German dub.” 

“T know, right?” Minister O’Farrell gigeled, grimacing, nudging Gordon’s 
upper arm with her elbow. “It almost makes me wonder if we’re all being watched 
by someone, somewhere and they’re not one of those German federal cops from 
the B£V (Bundesamt fir Verfassungsschutz, Federal Office for the Protection of the 
Constitution).” All four boys glared at her. “Oh, come on!” she cried. “It’s that 
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one German government agency that goes around infiltrating Neo-Nazi groups or 
whatever it’s supposed to be doing!” 

“Ah, you mean the Conspiracy and those five Cousins of Harold and 
Halfrida’s?” Minister Gordon slurped on his cup of Sprite through his straw. 
“Why aren’t those five even bothering to kill us all? They’re all hiding behind one 
of the nearby bushes, each one carrying a sniper rifle.” 

“That's not who I’m talking about.” She turned her head in the general 
direction of where the twins’ Neo-Nazi Cousins were hiding. All five fled from the 
all of the bushes near the backyard patio. 

“Then who were you talking about?” Battaglia asked. 

“The poster boy of the Duopoly’s vested interests in Anomalies, Thomas 
Jefferson Washington-Reich,” O’Farrell clarified. “Neither we nor Harold and 
Halfrida would be in this country right now if it weren’t for him and his SSE, ‘Pax 
Americand (American Peace).” 

“What does Pax Americana have to do with this?” Minister Liszt questioned. 
“What would happen to us and the twins if it weren’t for him, the ‘Reaganjugend 
(Reagan Youth) and their Ryanite renegades, the “Clancyites?” 

“The BfV would have arrested us all on the spot back at the airport,” 
O'Farrell said. “They would have handed us over to the FBI, and claim that we 
were caught as part of an alleged ‘conspiracy to commit terrorism.” 

“The hell... kind of ‘conspiracy theories’ are those?” 

Minister Liszt looked away from the other four Ministers to gawk at the 
Brotzman twins. Harold was crossdressing as his twin sister. Halfrida had recently 
dyed her hair flaxen blonde. On a patch of grass next to a century old oak tree, the 
twins were having a picnic together with six of Harold’s pen pals. All of them were 
girls around his and Cousin Ulrich’s age, each attending a Catholic school in their 
own respective countries. 

Harold breezed through the pages of an American-based fashion magazine 
geared toward teenage girls. He squealed at the sight of a Louis Vuitton ad that 
was fascinating, dreamy, and ‘romanticizing’ in the political sense. 

The ad featured Mikhail Gorbachev, sitting in the backseat of a luxury sedan, 
peering through the window on a dreary, rainy afternoon. Resting in the seat next 
to Gorbachev was a new Louis Vuitton handbag. Harold gazed in awe of the man 
who orchestrated Perestroika and Glasnost and ended the Cold War with people like 
Ronald Reagan, Margaret Thatcher, and Helmut Kohl. Never mind his unanimous 
unpopularity among Russians. Or that secret suicide pact where he and Reagan 
would start launching nukes at random countries if the ‘aliens’ showed up. 

“Sis,” he asked Halfrida, “How long it will take before we start finding 
Gorbachev in a Tampax advertisement?” 

Halfrida gigeled. “A sissy such as you, dear brother, would even dream of 
that.” She broke down in rancorous laughter. 

“T-I don’t...,” Harold chuckled. “Why, what would happen?” 

“That ad would be far worse than the one ad featuring Gorbachev and his 
then ten year old granddaughter at a Pizza Hut in Moscow!” Halfrida cried. “Have 
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you forgotten how unpopular that man is in Putin’s Russia? For as long as I will 
live, I will never understand why Americans think of that man in good terms.” 
2K AK 
(One month later) 

For the entirety of June, Halfrida, Harold and his six pen pals, and their five 
Ministers documented their run-ins with the Pax Americana. They toured up and 
down this ‘Empire of Liberty’ within Germany and Italy. Photographs snapped, 
video footage unedited, entire notebooks compiles, and terrified eyewitnesses and 
dissidents were offered amnesty to the Second RPS. 

As an SSE, Pax Americana’s student government was a benevolent military 
dictatorship, all power concentrated into the fists of Thomas Jefferson 
Washington-Reich. His governance resembled Julius and Augustus Caesar; 
Reaganjugend as his ‘Patricians’ and Clancyites as his ‘Plebeians’; American and 
foreign youths under their rule as citizens and slaves. 

Both the Reaganjugend and the Clancyites wore World War H-era American 
Boy and Girl Scout uniforms. Unlike their fellow scouts, such as Harold and 
Halfrida and all their classmates, they were about as militarized as the Nazi 
Hitlerugend (Hitler Youth) and BDM (Bund Deutscher Madel, Band of German 
Maidens). Their rule within the US-led international order and the SGIEO was 
colored in three ‘Zones’: Red, Amber, and Green. While Red Zones were SSEs 
outside their control, Amber and Green were their annexed and cote territories. 

In the Amber Zones, Pax Americana Jackbooters had free reign over the 
local SSEs. They forced the youths in the schools to purchase their goods. One 
may buy a bottle of soda from a Ryanite Jackbooters, but never from an Iranian, a 
Russian, a Chinaman, or a North Korean. Anomalies sales to those Jackbooters 
prohibited. All violators were shot on the spot, along with the Jackbooter. Where 
the US military proved too scrupulous or unreliable, and the Underground 
untrustworthy to enforce their Anomaly prohibitions among the Amber Zones, 
they relied on their paramilitaries: the Minutemen. 

The Minutemen enforced their will without question, driving around in 
government-issue Chevrolet Suburbans with all-black paintjobs and tinted 
windows, their gas-guzzling engine blocks roaring up and down the roads. Air 
conditioning set on high, car radios set to American-run radio stations blaring 
American classic rock. Pax Americana’s own MAFVs and A-Wings also 
accompanied these Chevy convoys. 

Among Japanese, Australian, New Zealander, Filipino, and South Korean 
SSEs in the Asian Amber Zones, Minutemen did all the security work themselves. 
But among SSEs in the European Amber Zones, Pax Americana’s security forces 
worked alongside pro-Duopoly ‘Model NATO’ forces known as_ the 
‘Collaborators.’ These youths, dressed in the scouting uniforms of their respective 
EU/NATO countries, boasted their own MAFVs and their own A-Wings. In the 
hallways and classrooms of theit own schools, the Collaborators reigned over their 
peers through fear and terror. 
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‘Cruelty commands respect’ was a lesson Washington-Reich knew best. All 
dissent forever silenced. Dissidents disappeared, others hauled away to ‘Black 
Sites’. No questions asked, end of story until the next insurgency. And in that case, 
the Minutemen and the Collaborators were always swift and brutal, shooting 
anything that moved on sight. If a Ryanite or Underground questioned the ethics, 
they replied: “Either you are with us or you are with the terrorists.’ 

The Pax Americana Green Zones, US military bases operating out of 
Germany, Italy, Japan, and South Korea, were more than Little America’s devoid 
of all the apathy, suffering, and despair in the real America. The bases were 
fiefdoms of chain-link fences, portable barriers called “Bremer Walls’, and solid 
concrete walls topped with razor-sharp Concertina wire. Security checkpoints 
manned by the Duopoly’s own soldiers, sailors, airmen, and marines. 

Past the checkpoints and military facilities, all the staples of everyday 
American suburban life greeted visitors and personnel alike. Shops and grocers 
stocked with American consumer goods, restaurants, movie theaters, post offices, 
hospitals, recreational facilities, hotels and resorts, fast food chains, barbers and 
hair salons, daycares, gas stations, afterschool clubs. 

The Reaganjugend and the Clancyites even had their own living quarters, 
schools, and chapels. In the schools, they reassured their faith in American 
Exceptionalism, the chapels further stimulating their feelings of moral superiority 
over the rest of America and everyone else. Anything contradicting their views 
need not apply. A subservient slave class of local youths catered to their every 
whim, like maid service or sexual entertainment. 

Nowhere was this treatment any more apparent than the five-course buffets 
inside their banquets and cafeterias. Local girls marched in and out of the kitchens, 
delivering silver platters of food. Grits, cornbread, slabs of pork chops and 
breakfast sausages. Coney Island-style ‘hot dogs’ over a food long and topped with 
‘liberty cabbage’. Thick cuts of ‘Salisbury steak’, corn, peas, green beans, and 
carrots. Fried chicken and fish, served with ‘freedom fries’, hushpuppies, coleslaw, 
mashed potatoes and gravy. Bacon cheeseburgers, grilled cheese and bacon 
sandwiches, bacon and cheese omelets. Fried ice cream, funnel cakes and 
cupcakes, assorted candies, and fudge brownies. 

Each night, they held up their cold glasses of non-alcoholic spirits and iced 
tea over their tables. Smiling and cheerful, they toasted to two pictures. One 
depicted the once-glorious memory of the Twin Towers of the World Trade 
Center, before the ‘terrorists’ took it from them. The other was an oil painting of 
the man who bestowed them their “Empire of Liberty’: Thomas Jefferson. 

2K KK 

On the third floor hallway of Arlington’s Bishop Dowell, Lance Jansen and 
Hannelore Bauer walked up two separate flights of stairs from opposite directions. 
Both were Jackbooters specializing in specific fields within the trade. Lance 
represented the traveling ‘Caravaneers’ who foraged, scavenged, bartered, and 
traded. Hannelore, as an heiress to Canada’s industrial conglomerate Bauer 
Industries, represented the management-oriented administrators known as the 
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‘Chefs’. Both differed from the ‘Foremen’, or Ryanite Jackbooters who tan 
individual Guilds. 

Towards the middle of the hallway on the left-hand side, overlooking the 
school’s courtyard was the Student Guild Room. Every school in the Brotzman- 
led RPS and later GACSS had one to coordinate local sectors of the Ryanite SSE. 
The door opened to reveal Ulrich exiting the room, closing the door behind him, 
locking it with the skeleton key. 

Hannelore walked up to Ulrich first. “Guten Morgen, Hans-Ulrich,’ she 
greeted, holding out her right hand to him, the other exerting a tight grip over the 
leather strap of her handbag. 

“Ah, Guten Morgen, Fraulein Bauer,” Ulrich responded, putting the skeleton 
key away in his pocket. “Did the paparazzi give you trouble on way here?’ He 
proceeded to shake her hand. 

“Not at all,” she reported. “The disguise worked.” Hannelore embraced 
Ulrich, kissing him in the cheek. 

Ulrich, his cheeks reddening, returned the favor. “It was the least I could do.” 

“Hey Ulrich,” Lance greeted him from behind. 

“Guten Morgen, Lance.” Ulrich turned around and shook his hand. “I trust 
that both of you considered my proposal from last month?” He glimpsed at both. 

“We sure did.” Hannelore nodded her head and smiled. “Isn’t that right, 
Lance?” She winked at him. 

“That’s right.” Lance winked back. 

“Sehr gut,’ Ulrich applauded them. 

“So what got you interested in large-scale Jackbooter ventures that pertained 
to Chefs and Caravaneers?” Hannelore asked. 

“Yeah,” Lance voiced, “And most people don’t try to lump them together.” 

“Let’s just say my Cousins Harold and Halfrida are interested in disproving 
once and for all this claim that Distributism cannot work at the macroeconomic 
level.” Ulrich stroked his chin. “We now know for a fact that it works at the 
microeconomic level.” Leaning his back against the door, he paid brief glances at 
Lance and Hannelore. “Does that make any sense?” 

“That’s understandable,” Lance said. “I was always wondering how Harold 
and Halfrida could pull it off without resorting to the pitfalls of either Socialism or 
Capitalism. What do you have in mind?” 

“My Cousins and I are thinking about starting a high-roller, worker-owned 
Ryanite manufacturing firm dedicated to the production of MATVs and C-Wings 
in the abandoned industrial park in Manassas,” Ulrich stated. “We were going to 
rename the industrial park MFDD (Motoren- und Flug-werke Dorothy Day; Motor and 
Aircraft Works Dorothy Day), which will be owned by a subsidiary of Ryanite 
company known as ‘Dawning Day Motors.” 

Lance whistled. “Damn, that’s...quite an ambitious endeavot.” 

Ultich scoffed him. “What made you say that?” 

“Haven’t you noticed, Ulrich?” Lance reminded him. “Manufacturing in 
America is dying. The unions started dying out under President Reagan. All kinds 
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of companies moved out of this country to places like Mexico, India, or China. It 
later got worse under President Clinton thanks to NAFTA.” 

“That’s what happens when your government becomes beholden to 
Corporatist interests except the American people, Lance,’ Ulrich responded. 
“Given the economic policies, America is one of several different Servile States 
throughout the Real World these days. The Duopoly never tells anyone that all the 
xenophobia and the racism plaguing this country these days are consequences of 
those same policies.” 

“T see,” Lance muttered under his throat. 

“How else could anyone explain the ongoing trafficking of people—men, 
women, and children—to toil in the fields like the black slaves oppressed by the 
pagan, Godless Confederacy?” he continued. “That there are thousands of people 
forced to work for what amount to slave wages? True Republics or Democracies 
do not stoop down to such depravity.” 

“What about all this talk about automation?” Hannelore asked. 

“Automation should be seen as a Godsend,” Ulrich told her. “Technology is 
meant help make our lives easier. Technology, like education or a well-made 
Russian Kalashnikov, depends on who uses and to what end. The automation I 
see these days is not easing our burdens insofar that it is enriching a select few.” 

“Are you a Socialist or something?” Lance questioned. 

“Nein,” Ulrich scoffed him. “What is the point of living in a Democracy, ot 
even a Federalist Republic such as the one America has, if people are unable to 
control their economic destiny? What is a Democracy or a Republic then, other 
than maybe organized robbery, if the wholesale sacrifice of entire communities is 
permitted? American Federalism was never designed to sustain true globalization, 
which is nothing more than imperialism through Corporatist means.” 

“Ulrich does have a point,” Hannelore said. “In Germany, the workers get to 
vote for their representatives to sit on the boards of directors. Companies in the 
Fatherland do everything they can to uphold the interests of the workers.” 

“And in America today,” Ulrich continued, “Working class and middle class 
Americans do not have a lot of say in a company like the shareholders do. If this is 
a truly free country, where can I find the Constitution or the Bill of Rights on a 
corporate charter?” He pointed his finger at Lance. “If you toiled all your life in 
the service of a business, who is to say that you have no right or say in the affairs 
of any company or firm?” 

Ulrich continued. “If the so-called United States of America swaggers around 
the Real World, boasting that it cherishes ‘life, liberty, and the pursuit of 
happiness,’ then its citizens should have a say on anything that affects their 
communities, their families, and their livelihoods. But that is not what I see in this 
Godforsaken country.” He crossed his arms. 

Though coolheaded as he was, there were two things in his life that Ulrich 
despised: his Opa and the Duopoly. “If I became a naturalized citizen like my 
Cousins Harold and Halfrida keep on telling me, who is to say that I cannot vote 
for ‘spoilers’ like a Ross Perot or an Indiana Green Party Senator?” he argued, 
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eyeing Lance and Hannelore. “If this was a free country, then must I be coerced 
into voting just Democrat and Republican?” 

“And that’s why you’re in this country?” Lance asked. 

“Genau.” Ulrich nodded. Standing upright, he took a deep breath and 
exhaled. “Besides, I have been asked to deliver a lecture to a class of Ryanite 
Jackbooters.” He gestured them to follow along. “Let’s talk more on the way.” 

They walked away from the Student Guild Room and headed toward the 
stairwell on the eastern end of the hall. Along the way, Hannelore engaged in small 
chatter with the boys. “On a much darker note, what the hell kind of a name is 
‘Hans-Ulrich Rudel Friedrich Brotzman?””’ She giggled. “Why are you named after 
Hans-Ulrich Rudel, the infamous Stuka bomber pilot and Neo-Nazi leader?” 

“Are you, like, some of Neo-Nazi?” Lance spoke in a bemused voice. “Do 
you yearn to gas all the Jews and Liberals or make America start a thermonuclear 
race war with Russia and China?” 

Ulrich, shaking his head, smacked his forehead with his eyes closed shut. “O/ 
Mein Gott, nein, Fraulein Bauer?’ He cried. “Ich bin nicht ein Neo-Nazi! Aber einige Jugend 
in meiner Familie sind Nationalsoxialisten: mein Opa Horst und meine Cousins Bruno, Dieter, 
Fabian, Adelwolfa, Kathe, und Rosalind. (?m not the Neo-Nazi! However, some 
youths in my family are National Socialists. My Grandpa Horst and Cousins Bruno 
Bruno, Dieter, Fabian, Adelwolfa, Kathe, and Rosalinde.)” 

Stopping in the middle of the hall, Ulrich whipped out his wallet, and showed 
them a family photo taken at Cousin Bruno’s birthday party last week. The photo 
depicted the ten Brotzman grandkids together at a birthday party at the family villa 
near San Carlos de Bariloche. 

In cursive, their names were written above their heads with a black Sharpie. 
Five boys named Bruno, Dieter, Fabian, Ulrich and Harold; five girls named 
Adelwolfa, Heinricka, Kathe, Rosalinde, and Halfrida. As twins, Harold and 
Halfrida stood beside each other. 

The photo also showed Dieter and Fabian pluck the brown wig off the head 
of ‘Halfrida.’ Ulrich and Bruno pulled ‘her’ skirt up to reveal boys’ boxers. 
Heinricka and Rosalinde forcefully unbuttoned the shirt off of ‘Harold’, while 
Kathe and Adelwolfa pointed their fingers at ‘his’ lace garter belt and bra. Both 
twins’ cheeks reddened as the photo was taken. 

“Wait,” Lance said, turning to Hannelore, “What does that mean?” 

“Ulrich said that he’s not a Neo-Nazi, but he has family who are,” Hannelore 
clarified, pointing her fingers at the six Brotzman grandchildren in the photo. “In 
fact, Ulrich even told me that he never liked his true name, instead preferring to be 
referred to as ‘Ulrich Brotzman.”” 

She eyed Ulrich with her hands wrapped around the sides of her waist. “Isn’t 
that right, Hans-Ulrichr” 

“Jawobl, Fraulein Bauer.” Ulrich nodded his head. 

“You don’t have to be so formal like that, Ulrich,” Hannelore sighed, rolling 
her eyes. “Feel free to call me “Hannelore.” They proceeded to the stairwell on the 
eastern end of the hallway and trudged down the steps to the second floot. 
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Chapter Seven: A Fistful Of Euros 
(Reichsadler; July 10-15", 2010) 


“The imperialist ideology of force, from whatever side it comes, must be shattered for all time. A 
one-sided Prussian militarism must never again be allowed to assume power. Only in large-scale 
cooperation among the nations of Europe can the ground be prepared for reconstruction. 
Centralized hegemony, such as the Prussian [S]tate has tried to exercise in Germany and in 
Europe, must be cut down at its inception. The Germany of the future must be a [Flederal 
[S]tate. At this juncture only a sound [F]ederal system can imbue a weakened Europe with a 
new life. The workers must be liberated from the condition of downtrodden slavery under 
National Socialism. The illusory structure of autonomous national industry must disappear. 
Every nation and each man have a right to the goods of the whole world!” 

-White Rose Movement Pamphlet No. 5, ca. 1943 


happen only as extensions of heated political debates and the need on the 

part of governments to enforce public policies. There was a very 
understandable reason why Carl Philipp Gottfried von Clausewitz once asserted 
that ‘war is the continuation of politics through other means” Vf a Democracy and a 
Constitutional Federal Republic are both just systems of governance, do the 
people have a constitutional right to bring their political debates onto a battlefield? 
How should one behave under those chaotic circumstances? How does one 
‘discuss’ the troublesome debates of the two World Wars without being one-sided 
ot one-dimensional? How can anyone think critically of Germany’s role in those 
conflicts without falling for the propaganda and the conspiracy theory? 

These questions swirled around Cousin Bruno’s mind like a tornado while 
sitting at the kitchen table of his family countryside safehouse outside Magdeburg. 
The chandeliers over his head brightened up the clean and spotless kitchen. The 
window blinds above the sink were closed, concealing the darkness outside. He 
poured himself some German Lager into a ceramic beer stein from a large glass 
bottle and set the bottle aside in the table’s center. 

A Grandfather Clock, in the hallway between the living room and the 
kitchen, chimed and rang bells at the top of the hour. A long music box rendition 
of Friedrich Schiller’s ‘Ode to Joy’, played. It had become the anthem of the 
European Union after the Second World War. Bruno pondered over those same 
questions as his mind concentrated on the sounds from the Grandfather Clock. 

In the center of the table, beside the half-full bottle of Lager and another 
bottle of fine Hungarian Tokaj wine, were two handguns. A Browning Hi-Power 
chambered for 9mm Parabellum. The other was a M1883 Rezchsrevolver (Reich’s 
Revolver), chambered for .44 Russian, the revolver featuring an ornate silvery- 
white and gold finish. Both guns were empty. Seated in front of him was Lady 
Ostara. Ostara sipped on a glass of Tokaji. She held the glass over the table, the 
fingers on her left hand wrapped firmly around its bowl. 


ID: ate as politically charged as any time of peace. Unlike peace, they 
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When he found the will, Bruno looked straight into Ostara’s eye and spoke. 
“Dame Ostara,” he asked, “Why did you and my Grofvater choose to continue 
fighting for the National Socialist cause after all these years? Why fight even in this 
day and age, despite the overwhelmingly unanimous consensus that humanity on 
the Erde hates National Socialism? No matter what we do, nobody wants to listen 
to us, nobody cares what we think, and nobody wants to hear us.” 

Bruno picked up his stein and guzzled down on his Lager. “What does my 
family have to gain from all of this?” 

There was a long silence in the kitchen. Ostara had chosen to remain silent, 
preferring to stare at Bruno with a wolfish grin for the next several minutes. “Have 
you figured it out yet?” she asked. “Or did you let the Jaden (Jews), the Yankees, 
the Polacken (Polacks), and Iwan do your thinking for you?” 

“Nem.” Bruno shook his head. “The answer, it seems, is an elusive one. 
Deutschland (Germany) today has already been rebuilt from the ashes of that 
pointless War.” He glimpsed at the dim and somber reflection of himself inside his 
stein. “The country has since been reunited and is also an influential member of 
the EU. The Schengen Agreement, at least in theory, is enough to allow me, my 
siblings, and all of my Cousins to live in the now Polish parts of our old ancestral 
land. KGnigsberg is a different story, as far as Czar Putin is concerned. Deutschland 
is even now one of the biggest economic powerhouses, allowing me, my siblings, 
and my other Cousins to at least live normal lives unlike in the rest of the Erde.” 

Ostara hissed in disgust. “You are starting to sound just like your other 
Cousins: Hans-Ulrich, Heinricka, Harold and Halfrida. All four are too deeply 
ashamed of their past to speak the truth, let alone seek it out for themselves. They 
would rather believe in a lie than to accept the reality.” 

She drank the rest of her glass of Tokaji and set the glass down on the table. 
“You and the rest of your family are better than this, Bruno. It is necessary for you 
to grasp these complex questions if you ate going to continue fighting alongside 
your GroBvater and me. We have no time for the uncertain and for the impotent.” 

“Then what motivates you?” Bruno pointed his finger at her. “What 
motivates you and my Gro®vater to continue fighting since 1945?” 

“We fight because the ‘peace’ which ended the Second World War is not only 
illusory and dishonest, but also one-sided and unsatisfying,” Ostara answered. “I 
may look like a teenage girl now, but I have been alive for almost the past two 
hundred years. I know for a fact that while Deutschland may be rebuilt now, its 
political and economic destiny remains forever enslaved to the whims of the old 
Western Allied Powers—France, Great Britain, and the United States of America.” 

She eyed him and spoke in a maternal voice. “Be honest with yourself and 
with me: Does everything in Deutschland since 1945 look ideal or respectable for 
you and your entire family?” She poured herself another glass of Tokaji.” 

“How am I supposed to know the answer to that question?” 

“You will never know the answer until you realize why your GroBvater and I 
decided to side with the Fihrer.” 

“Where do I begin? How should I begin?” 
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“Take a moment to look around your Waterland (Fatherland).” 

“But where...” Bruno leaned forward and raised his index finger. 

Ostara slammed her hands against the table, the noise echoing on the walls. 

Bruno shrieked and leaned away from the table. 

“Walk around the cities and in the countryside,’ Ostara commanded. “Talk 
to people. Listen to their fears, their concerns, their wants, their anxieties, and 
their aspirations in life. If your Cousins Harold and Halfrida are at odds with the 
Duopoly and its Liberal International Economic Order as ‘Radical Distributists’, 
then who is to say that you are incapable of having your own conclusions as a 
National Socialist? Who is to say that you yourself cannot make their own 
conclusions, despite the Ossi (East German) from Dze Linke (The Left) or Absolute 
Monarchists like your beloved Perpetua as having made up their minds?” 

“You ate a National Socialist, Bruno, but you are unlike so many that I have 
met after the War.” Ostara grinned. “As with your like-minded siblings and 
Cousins, you are the spokesman of Aryan peoples everywhere. There’s a War of 
Ideas out there and I am extremely certain that our cause is still worthy of having a 
second chance on the world stage in this Erde.” 

“But will I ever be able to grasp the answer for myself?” 

“That is for you to decide. No one forced you to work under my tutelage.” 
Ostara smiled. “You convinced yourself that our cause was right and just.” She 
drank her entire second round of Tokaji. 

Every political and ideological journey begins much like one’s spiritual and 
religious journey. One’s ideological preferences are not always restricted to 
personal experience or the beliefs that families pass on to the next generation. For 
Harold and Halfrida, their journey began with questions over the future of 
American Catholic Education and giving it a new purpose in a changing America. 
For Duchess Perpetua and the House of Raynerson, their journey has been a 
struggle to find a sense of meaningful order and tradition in a Real World where 
both are no longer given any credibility or relevance whatsoever. 

But for Cousin Bruno and his like-minded Cousins, however, it has been a 
combination of previous two. Theirs was an open-ended quest to understand 
themselves and the ideology that they had fervently upheld for so long; whether 
they wish to abandon this ideology or not remains yet to be seen. 

KKK 


(Three days later) 

A rapid succession of gunshots boomed somewhere beyond the mist- 
shrouded fog surrounding the Schwarzwald (Black Forest) mountain range in 
southwestern Germany. The noise traveled before dissipating and fading into the 
eatly morning. Bruno had invited his Anti-Nazi Cousin Ulrich to a private 
shooting gallery he had set up for himself and for his like-minded Cousins. 

The two Brotzman Cousins stood erect behind a sturdy wooden table. On 
the table were several boxes of .22 LR and .44 Russian rounds stacked on top of 
each other on two separate piles. Resting beside the piles were three handguns: 
two identical twin Reichsrevovers and a CIA-issue High Standard HDM. The CIA 
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gun belonged to Ulrich, with various parts having been replaced over the years 
with ones locally manufactured under Horst Brotzman’s watch back in Argentina. 

Both Cousins took turns shooting at the cardboard targets taped to a 
cinderblock wall downrange. They fired their guns at them as target practice. 

Ulrich whistled at the twin revolvers in Bruno’s hands, gunpowder smoke 
flowing out of their barrels. “I see you are quite fond of those revolvers,” he 
voiced. “Did you know they once belonged to twin siblings Helmut and Renate 
Brotzman, the latter of whom is Cousin Halfrida’s namesake?” 

“Funny you should ask.” Bruno twirled his revolvers around like a gunslinger 
in one of his favorite Spaghetti Western flicks. He holstered the revolvers around 
his hips. “Did you know that you and Cousin Heinricka’s High Standards were the 
guns that the CIA gave to our Opa’s Briider (Brothers), Arno and Sebastian?” 

“Ja, Pve heard about that,” Ulrich recalled. “They were helping the Duopoly 
as CIA assets in the WACL (World Anti-Communist League).” 

“But seriously,” Bruno questioned, “Since when did you and Cousins Harold 
and Halfrida decide to become ‘Radical Distributists?? Sometimes, I wonder if you, 
Heinricka, and those are just National Socialists, but under a different name.” 

“My like-minded Cousins and I have nothing in common with you and 
yours!” Ulrich argued. “Unlike you, we do not spend our weekdays cracking jokes 
about shoving Juden, Schwarze (Blacks), and bread into bakery ovens!” 

Bruno laughed. “Oh, stop it!” he cried in a playful voice. “Look, ’m not an 
anti-Semite! I’m just an anti-termite!” 

“Oh, so you are comparing the Juden to termites now?” Ulrich crossed his 
arms. ““That’s quite ‘original’ of you, Bruno! Not too long ago, our Opa and his 
brothers compared them to rats!” 

“Nem, ’m not Antisemitic!’? Bruno smirked and chuckled. “I have no 
problems with the Jaden, as long as they believe in Judaism, they’re all Zionists, and 
they're always voting for people like Benjamin Netanyahu! Other than those Juden, 
the rest can all die in a nuclear Soah (Holocaust) for all I care! It’s not our fault 
the Vaterland gave the Israeli Knesset a nuclear bomb after testing it in Apartheid 
South Africa of all places! It’s not our fault the Washington Duopoly now wants 
to give the Saudis access to nuclear power while denying it to the Iranians!” 

“Fein, then why are you so racist toward Schwarzer” Ulrich questioned. “What 
have they done to you? Why are you always comparing them to Affen (Apes)?” 

“Chill out, Cousin!” Bruno laughed. “I am not racist toward all Neger 
(Negroes)! I am totally okay with them when they have surrendered their will to 
Allah, uphold the Five Pillars of Islam, backed Muammar Gaddafi’s gold-backed 
African Dinar, and supported the Palestinian people’s right to self-determination. 
The rest ate just too Communist, too Capitalist, too animal-like and decadent like 
the Amis, and thus are considered Lebensunwertes Leben (life unworthy of living).” 

Ulrich slapped Bruno’s cheek. “You’re still calling them ‘Neger?”” 

“Deutschen (Germans) in the former East Germany are used to saying that 
word all the time!” Bruno told him. “Besides, all the Neger on the radio these days 
are always using that word, so why shouldn’t I be excluded from saying it?” 
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“That still doesn’t make it right!” Ulrich cried. 

“Besides, the ones who lived in the former West Germany never say it 
because the Yankees indoctrinated them not to!” Bruno sighed. “See, the Wess7 
(West German) looked down on the Ossi (East German) like they were all 
Untermenschen (Subhumans) just because they had been under the Soviet jackboot 
for forty years! That’s fucking hypocrisy!” 

“Pfft, who the hell are you to judge?” Ulrich retorted. “My Cousins and I do 
not spend our Saturday nights setting asylum centers on fire and murdering people 
in Berlin’s Kreuzberg area just because they happened to be Turkish or Leftists!” 

“Nem, that’s all just a misunderstanding!” Bruno laughed. “It’s all a 
misunderstanding! I only kill Turkish wiseguys and Antifa thugs! You and your 
Cousins will understand when you four read SPD (Soxialdemokratische Partei 
Deutschlands,; Social Democratic Party of Germany) politician Thilo Sarrazin’s eye- 
opening book, Deutschland Schafft Sich Ab (Germany Abolishes Itself)!” 

“But you’re the one who’s killing all those people around Kreuzberg!” 

Bruno rolled his eyes, chuckling with a smirk on his face. “Give me a break, 
Hans-Ulrich Rudel Friedrich Brotzman! Do you really think that Roman Catholics 
like you and I can coexist together with all Muslims in the same country?” 

Ulrich paused for the next several seconds. “I-I...1 think they can!” 

“You sound unsure of your answer,” Bruno said. “Do you think two of 
Distributism’s earliest thinkers, Gilbert Keith Chesterton and Hilaire Belloc, would 
agree with you if those two men were here with us?” 

“T think they would...” 

“Nein, they wouldn’t side with you!” Bruno grinned. “Both men were about 
as Antisemitic as the Fuhrer and the rest of Europe back in those days! But unlike 
Hitler, Chesterton and Belloc’s had their Antisemitism wrapped in Islamophobia 
and Germanophobia. They supported Great Britain’s two World Wars against the 
Vaterland. Ever heard of the “Dreyfus Affair?” 

Bruno continued to question Ulrich’s intentions, his words as vicious as 
Hilaire Belloc going full-Rambo with a Maxim heavy machine gun. “Do you 
believe that French Army Lieutenant Colonel Alfred Dreyfus was the one who 
gave technical secrets like the ‘Canon de 75 modéle 1897’ to the Fatherland? Or, 
do you believe as I do that Ferdinand Walsin Esterhazy was the real culprit?” 

“What is that, France’s Iran-Contra?” Ulrich spoke. 

“You tell me!” Bruno cried. “Regardless of your answer, G. K. Chesterton 
and Hilaire Belloc both adamantly insisted that the French-Jewish Dreyfus was the 
real culprit, despite all evidence to the contrary! Catholic America is nothing more 
than a bunch of empty-headed dreamers! Like those jackasses who wrote Catholic 
Reluctantly, they all like to think high and mighty about how admirable those two 
men were without even considering what else they believed!” 

“Nein, you’re wrong!” Ulrich screamed. 

Cousin Bruno was, in truth, the past that Harold and Halfrida refused to 
believe, the past that they and most Ryanites wanted to forget, to erase from 
history. “Belloc in particular feared the Islamization of the Abendland (Occident’ 
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or ‘West’) at a time when his fellow Frenchmen were still occupying Syria and 
Lebanon! In the ‘Marconi Scandal’ of 1912, he claimed that the people who got 
caught doing insider trading in the Marconi Corporation were all fucking Juden!” 

He upped the ante on his relentless Wel/tanschauungskrieg (Worldview War). 
“And yet, when Hitler came to power, I find it quite hypocritical to learn that 
those two men would condemn the Fuhrer of all people for being Antisemitic, and 
yet could still get away with writing verboten things about the Jaden!” 

“And what is this nonsense about you admiring Sophie Scholl and the White 
Rose Movement? Do you realize that they were basically advocating for the 
creation of the same Bundesrepublik Deutschland (Federal Republic of Germany) our 
family has been fighting against since 1949? Never mind the possibility that the 
White Roses were probably influenced by pro-EU conspiracy theorist Paul 
Winklet’s book, The Thousand Year Conspiracy: Secret Germany Behind the Mask!” 

“Admit it, Hans-Ulrich!” Bruno pressed his index finger against Ulrich’s 
heart. “You, along with Cousins Harold and Halfrida, are too ashamed to consider 
yourselves Deutschen! You all could have been National Socialists, but instead you 
chose Distributism out of false guilt! You let the Duopoly’s whores on Capitol Hill 
and their robber barons on Wall Street brainwash you with Americanism and 
Prusso-Teutonic conspiracy theories about who started the two World Wars!” 

The blood in Bruno’s veins boiled. “So don’t ever come to my face and 
lecture me about fucking Antisemitism, Holocaust denial, and racism!” he shouted. 
“Adolf Hitler and his men may have done some bad things, but so has everyone 
else!” He turned his back on Ulrich and walked away. 

Ulrich was left speechless. He made the sign of the cross. Kneeling and 
clasping his hands, he took a moment to quietly pray for his whole family and for 
everyone unfortunate enough to have been killed by his family since 1914. The 
truth really was somewhere between the propaganda and the conspiracy theory. 

2K KK 
(Two days later) 

Sadly, far too many people in Deutschland and the US-led international order 
went along with either the propaganda or the conspiracy theory. They bought into 
the dangerous, foolish presumption that Bruno and his likeminded Cousins were 
just misunderstood and misguided Kinder (Children). That they had to be like the 
stereotypical Nazis portrayed in propaganda films such as American History X or 
Saving Private Ryan. That the truth preached in films like Schindler’s List will always 
prevail against people like them and the Ostara Conspiracy. But reality is far more 
complicated than a Steven Spielberg interpretation of history. 

Not far from the Brandenburger Tor (Brandenburger Gate) and the 
Bundestag—what was originally the ‘Reichstag’-were the grounds of the ‘Denkmal 
fir die ermordeten Juden Europas (Memorial to the Murdered Jews of Europe). It was 
supposed to have been a memorial dedicated to the victims of the Holocaust. 
2,711 concrete slabs of varying heights built in a grid pattern on a sloping field and 
inaugurated on May 10, 2005, sixty years after the Second World War. 
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Crossing Hannah-Arendt-Strafe on a busy late morning, Bruno wandered the 
perimeter around the memorial. He showed up as the perimeter in his usual pretty 
boy self; nothing that would give away his true ideological preferences. Duchess 
Perpetua should be here any minute now, he swore to himself. Plodding on the concrete 
sidewalk around the perimeter, he gazed upon a handwritten note in Japanese 
Kanji. None of the words made any sense to him. Where’s Cousin Harold or Lance 
Jansen when you need someone to read this for you? 

Bruno took long peeks at the grounds of the Holocaust memorial site. Unlike 
most memorial sites dedicated to that tragic event, there was no clear indication 
that this place was in fact a memorial site of any kind. 

He stopped and shook his head in dismay. “What the fuck is wrong with 
wrong with you pieces of shit...°” Bruno murmured under his throat, clenching 
his fists, gritting his teeth in seething anger. 

Even for a Neo-Nazi like Bruno, there were plenty of things terribly wrong 
about this memorial site. Ignorant tourists sat on the bench-high concrete slabs as 
if they were benches in a recreational park. Small children and overgrown adults 
alike played hide-and-side in the narrowing alleys between the taller slabs. Two 
hipsters showed out their new Parkour moves, jumping, climbing, and vaulting the 
slabs like a pair of monkeys. 

A young couple were making out, the man’s back pressed against one of the 
walls of the slabs. A homeless man had his stained denim jeans dropped to his 
ankles, his rear exposed as he urinated on one of the slabs. A college-aged girl—or 
pethaps, in Bruno’s mind, a prostitute saddled with too much student debt—struck 
suggestive poses in front of the slabs whilst snapping selfies of herself in revealing, 
lascivious apparel. She flaunted her curves and thighs before sharing them to the 
whole Internet on Instagram and Twitter. 

That girl was not the only exception. Locals and tourists alike took selfies 
with joyful smiles and cheerful, bubbly faces. They too shared their most 
heartwarming reactions to the Holocaust on their social media accounts. 

Taking a deep breath and sighing, he made the sign of the cross and tried to 
control the rage building up within him. Mein Fibrer, please come back...Deutschland 
needs you again...! He averted his eyes, resisted the urge to whip out his 
Reichsrevolvers and start blasting. 

A new kind of Holocaust revisionism and denial was born here. It did not 
come from people like Bruno claiming that the Nazis never erected any death 
camps in places as far away as Indonesia. On the contrary, it began the moment 
average, everyday people start burying the Holocaust beneath the mounds of 
meaningless and false information found all over the Internet. When the word 
‘Antisemitism’ became conflated on the same ground as being critical of Israeli 
domestic and foreign policies. Bruno was about ready to crack at that point. 

Yet out of this harrowing, agonizing sight of human depravity, his Wadkiire 
(Valkyrie) emerged from the narrow alleys of this memorial site. She pummeled 
her way past the college girl and shoved the little kids to the side, striding with 
confidence and radiant of all that which was pure and beautiful. 
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It was Duchess Perpetua, the perfect embodiment of everything that Bruno 
felt was taken from every Western girl since 1945. Self-conscious, selfless and 
committed to both family and nation over personal, petty wants, independent and 
self-reliant, free-thinking and open-minded, and compassionate and motherly. 
That white lily hairpin in her hair was enough to brighten up Bruno’s day. It 
matched the modest summer dress she was wearing. 

“Who on Earth decided to build all those freaking concrete blocks at a prime 
piece of real estate in this part of Berlin?” Perpetua shrugged, straddled the 
handbag slung over her shoulder, and tilted her head away from the slabs. A 
loaded Soviet-made Tokarev TT-33 handgun was hidden inside the handbag. “It’s 
like the architect was trying to make us to forget the significance of this place.” 

Bruno cracked a smile. “Guten Tag, Your Highness...” He blushed, his 
cheeks flushed with redness. “May I choose to call you ‘Perpetua’ from now on?” 

“Not a chance!” Perpetua replied with joyful glee. She held onto Bruno’s 
hand. “Let’s take a long walk and talk about...life...if that’s okay with you.” 

Should I show her all those half-naked prostitutes parading up and down Kurfiirstenstrafse 
first or should I show her the former grounds of East Germany’s Palast der Republik’ (Palace of 
the Republic)? Bruno grinned. “You talking to me? Or, is this just a nightmare?” 

“Of course, this isn’t Tax7 Driver!” she chuckled. “What’s next, are you going 
to ask me whether this is a’ Tom Clancy movie or something?” 

‘Poor but sexy’ was once a phrase that best described economic state of 
reunified Berlin in the years after the Cold War. The city’s tenements grew and 
became gentrified in the 1990s and 2000s. Some considered this point in time to 
have been ‘good years’. Other parts of the city became more rundown and 
dilapidated as time passed. The prostitution that went on just like in Weimar Berlin 
was already worsening Bruno and Perpetua’s perceptions. 

Por Bruno and Perpetua, they held onto the other’s hand wherever they went 
in their wanderings around Berlin. A depressing, gloomy aura pervaded everything 
in the entire city. Pondering over Lady Ostara’s recent advice, Bruno paid close 
attention to his surroundings, observing the everyday burdens of a city teeming 
with people lacking bread and work. 

It did not take too long for ‘poor but sexy’ to lose its credence. Unfit for 
human habitation, the streets in certain parts of Berlin had become strewn with 
trash, cigarette butts, used condoms and syringes, and even worn-out pieces of 
furniture. Broken shards of glass from shattered bottles littered all around. The 
rich aroma of urine and carbon dioxide wavered through the air. 

Untrained canines of every breed roamed the sidewalks, unleashed and 
unattended by their owners. Some urinated in the middle of a sidewalk. Others 
defecated in a nearby alleyway covered in ugly graffiti. Sometimes, a couple people 
even joined them in a few cases, as if bathrooms in Berlin were hard to come by. 

Nobody bothered to care for the ‘stray’ dogs, let alone pick up their fecal 
matter and dispose of them properly. Their owners were nowhere to be found. As 
far as Bruno and Perpetua were concerned, the owners could have been anyone, 
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including the homeless and the destitute. Worse, nobody seemed to care about the 
people who were also urinating and defecating alongside the ‘stray’ dogs. 

The trains inside the U-Bahn, Berlin’s underground subway system, seldom 
ran on time anymore. Homeless people slept on the platform benches, worn 
blankets draped over their ailing bodies. Some addicts smoked crack cocaine and 
pumped pure heroin straight into their veins with used needles at a corner or 
stairway, far away from sad, prying eyes. A few hallucinated over the course of 
their stupor, mumbling gibberish at the sterile walls around them. 

People sold all kinds of hard drugs in seedy back alleys. Party drugs like 
cocaine and MDMA were a lot more accessible inside the sketchy nightclubs. 
Quality housing, at first cheap and affordable, soon became unattainable for many 
in a city known for having far too many renters than most cities of its size. The 
monthly rent in recent years was exceeding wage growth. In short, the conditions 
were tipe for contemporary Berlin to start embracing nostalgic sentiments for 
either East Germany or Nazi Germany. 
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Chapter Eight: The Answer 
(Wise Man and Plaid Eminence; July 15-21", 2010) 


“But if we are to reevaluate our Catholic school system in terms of the renewal, we must Reep in 

mind not only those specifications for the Church of the future but also the initial effort that will 

be required effectively to bring the renewal into American Catholic life — an unprecedented 
educational effort in every sense of the term.” 

-Matry Perkins Ryan, Are Parochial Schools the Answer?: 

Catholic Education In Light of the Council 


on Catholic pilgrimages to the shrines of Catholic Education patron saints: 

Ss. John Neumann and Elizabeth Ann Seton. They stopped by the National 
Shrine of St. John Neumann in Philadelphia on their way back to Arlington. At the 
Shrine, traveling down a flight of stairs leads visitors to an undercroft. Past several 
rows of pews was the body of St. Johann Nepomuk Neumann, the Patron Saint of 
Catholic Education and Fourth Bishop of the Archdiocese of Philadelphia. 

The body of St. John Neumann was encased inside a glass coffin at the center 
on the other end of the undercroft. The marble floor around the coffin was 
elevated. To the left of the coffin were several lit votive offering candles and 
behind the coffin was a colorful mosaic of the Saint. Unbeknownst to the non- 
Catholic observer, apart from the addition of a wax death mask, the addition of 
human hair, and the changing several episcopal vestments over the years, the body 
defied decomposition after the Saint collapsed in the middle of a Philadelphia 
street and died of a stroke on January 5, 1860 at the age of 48. 

The presence of the Saint’s body within the parish grounds and has led to a 
number of miraculous events over the years. Between 1891 and 1900, Philadelphia 
suffered from typhoid and cholera epidemics that left thousands dead. However, 
not a single person among the congregation of the Shrine’s previous incarnation, 
St. Peter the Apostle Parish, succumbed to either or both. An eleven year old girl 
was cured of peritonitis in 1923. A nineteen year old college student survived a 
fatal car accident in the Philadelphia area in 1949. And a young boy dying of 
cancer in 1962 defied his doctor’s assertions and went on to live a healthy life. All 
three youths had one thing in common: they prayed to the Patron Saint of 
Catholic Education. 

Moteover, a recent fire broke out inside the undercroft in 2009. It destroyed 
a pulpit standing adjacent to the glass coffin and threatened to consume the Saint’s 
body in flame. When the fire was put out, it was later discovered that the fire itself 
was unable to damage the body or, worse, melt the wax death mask. The pulpit in 
question was removed when the Brotzman twins and their Cousins arrived at the 
scene a yeat later. 

Sitting together behind the front pew on the left-hand side, the Brotzman 
Cousins took their time praying the Rosary, meditating on the Paschal Mystery— 
the Life, the Death, Resurrection, and Ascension of Jesus Christ. They counted 
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the number of beads on their golden rosaries as they chanted their Hail Maries and 
Our Fathers in hushed tones. 

Halfrida muttered under her throat one of the Saint’s diary entries. ““The 
public school system in the United States is very liberal in theory; but in reality it is 
most intolerant towards Catholics. It cannot be doubted that the young mind is 
influenced by the irreligious dispositions of the teacher.” 

“Amen...” Making the sign of the cross, Ulrich turned to his Cousins and 
made brief glimpses of all three. “Harold, Halfrida, Heinricka,” he asked, “Does it 
seem like the whole Catholic world is turning away from God these days?” 

“Tsn’t it obvious?” Halfrida retorted. ““The West, for better or for worse, has 
grown increasingly away from its Catholic roots in recent decades. What Catholics 
and Secular types alike fail to comprehend is what does it mean for the economic 
and political aspects of this equation?” 

“But religion doesn’t mix too well in politics, sis,” Harold told her, learning 
forward in his seat. “It tends to give birth to new conflict as much as politics does. 
No one would have to go that far in citing the Holy Land as being one example.” 

“Religion is meant to uplift the human heart and soul, dear brother,” Halfrida 
quipped. “What you’re speaking of is a recurring issue that has been going on for 
centuries.” Her eyes narrowed. “So long as humanity continues to express 
differing worldviews, ideologies, and convictions, religion will always be used as 
either the vehicle for political mobilization or else the scapegoat.” 

“How come?” Heinricka mused. 

She sulked in disgust and eyed Ulrich. “I hate to break it to you, Cousin, but 
Tm not just talking about Max von Oppenheim, Muslim Brotherhood, and Al- 
Qaeda hijacking Islam or Theodor Herzl and Zionism hijacking Judaism.” Halfrida 
went on to list a laundry list of organizations notorious for the practice. 

“Pm talking about Karlfried Graf Dirckheim and Daisetsu Teitaro Suzuki 
hijacking Zen Buddhism and Japanese Bushido; RSS (Rashtriya Swayamsevak Sangh; 
National Patriotic Organization) hijacking Hinduism and killing Mahatma Gandhi; 
Yemelyan Yaroslavsky and his League of Militant Atheists hijacking Soviet 
Communism and Atheism; Maximilien Robespierre’s Cult of Supreme Being and 
the Cult of Reason hijacking French Liberalism; Adam Weifhaupt and his 
Illuminati hijacking Freemasonry; Heaven’s Gate hijacking Ufology; and the 
Know-Nothings, Ku Klux Man, Westboro Baptist Church, Christian Identity, 
and Aryan Nations hijacking American Protestant Christianity.” 

“Don’t forget Jim Jones and the Peoples Temple, who all drank the Kool-Aid 
and died of poisoning,” Heinricka added. 

Halfrida snapped her fingers. “Yup, we can’t forget about that group either.” 
She asked Ulrich. “What do all of these groups have in common?” 

“They subverted an existing religion or else they turned a political ideology 
into a teligion,” Ulrich answered. 

“Cousin,” Halfrida told him, “In the realm of politics, religious belief can 
always be exploited and manipulated in the pursuit of political objectives.” 
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“My twin sister has a point,” Harold voiced. “We also saw this in the Deutsche 
Fvangelische Reichskirche (Evangelical Church of the German Reich) in Weimar and 
later Nazi Germany. Populist sentiments fueled Antisemitic and National Socialist 
rhetoric among some German Evangelicals, just as it did among some German 
Roman Catholics. Hitler and his cronies, some of whom were also Catholics and 
Evangelicals, knew that controlling the religious is justified.” 

“Regardless of time or place, religion and even the lack thereof will always be 
used to further the interest of any regime,” Halfrida warned. “As young Catholics, 
we must be vigilant against subversive influences that seek to manipulate and 
distort our spiritual and religious beliefs.” 

“T think that must apply for everyone else as well, Halfrida,’ Ulrich stressed. 
“Heinz Guderian caught on to this during the Third Reich years, which he later 
writes in his memoir, Panzer Leader. ‘In all countries and at all times men have succumbed 
to the suggestive powers of unusual personalities, even if the wielders of those powers were not 
always good men in the Christian sense,” 

“But why do people always seem to get away with this all the time?” 
Heinricka pondered. “Is there something in religion that enables them to do this?” 

“A better question, Cousin, would be ‘why do people always seem to get 
away with using patriotism, nationalism, and religion to justify evil?”’ Harold said. 
“The answer is simple: /ove conquers all, and can drive anyone into pursuing the 
most heinous acts. It is human nature for us to justify what is evil as being good.” 

Halfrida crossed her legs and put her rosary away in her handbag, standing 
upright on her right. “And the lesson to be taken from this discussion is that there 
will always be cynical, Machiavellian, sociopathic, psychopathic, narcissistic, and 
misanthropic people who will manipulate others for their own ends. If people are 
foolish enough to fall for Charles Ponzi or Bernie Madoff, then they’re just as 
likely to fall for WeiBhaupt, Robespierre, Hitler, or Bin Laden.” 

2K 
(Five days later) 

Later in the week, the Brotzman twins and their Cousins traveled to the town 
of Emmitsburg, Maryland in their pilgrimage to the National Shrine of St. 
Elizabeth Ann Seton. Unlike the National Shrine of St. John Neumann, the 
National Shrine of St. Elizabeth Ann Seton was a spacious complex featuring a 
Minor Basilica. Key historical buildings situated around the Basilica were the Stone 
House and St. Joseph’s House—the ‘White House’. 

Entering the Basilica leads visitors through a number of intricate mosaics, 
marble floors, stained-glass windows, rows of wooden pews, and the Altar of 
Relics. At the Altar of Relics was a marble statue depicting the Saint in the Habit 
of the religious order she founded, the Sisters of Charity. Encased in marble, St. 
Elizabeth Ann Seton’s remains were stored inside a small copper casket, which 
was brought there in 1968. 

The Brotzman twins were standing in front of it, gazing upon the epitaph 
chiseled on a section of marble beneath the statue at the base of the Altar of 
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Relics. ““Hazard yet forward,” Harold said. “And ‘live simply so that others may 
simply live,’ for ‘the Gate of Heaven is very low; only the humble can enter it.” 

“T agree.” Halfrida nodded. She turned around saw Cousins Ulrich and 
Heinricka approaching. She waved at them, gesturing to hurry back to their side. 

As Ulrich and Heinricka walked up to him and Halfrida, Harold spoke to 
Ulrich. “Cousin, did you find anything noteworthy in American history regarding 
the American Catholic School System?” 

“Jawohl.” Ulrich nodded. “I have identified several things inside the Federal 
government that may be neutralized in the event GACSS finds itself on a possible 
war footing.” Reaching into his pocket, he handed him a printout copy of a list of 
Supreme Court cases compiled by the National Catholic Educational Association 
(NCEA). He continued as Harold and Halfrida glanced at the list. “Supreme Court 
cases Lemon v. Kurtzman and Earley v. Dicenso, Committee for Public Education and 
Religious Liberty v. Nyquist, Meek v. Pittenger, Grand Rapids v. Ball, and Locke v. Davey 
have all proven harmful for Ryanite interests.” 

“How do these cases harm Ryanite interests?” Halfrida asked, looking away 
from the printout her brother was holding with both hands. 

“Lemon v. Kurtzman, together with Earley v. Dicenso, prevents Catholic schools 
from receiving any taxpayer funding,” he explained. “Committee for Public Education 
and Religious Liberty v. Nyquist denies tax relief to poor working-class Ryanite 
families. Meek v. Pittenger denies any equipment loaning program to allow Ryanites 
access to public school equipment such as film projectors. Grand Rapids v. Ball 
denies Ryanites access to secular class programs at public expense. And Locke ». 
Davey denies Ryanites the ability to fund their Catholic education at the university 
level with secular scholarships.” 

“But how are we supposed to overturn those Supreme Court cases?” Harold 
questioned. “Congress already has enough issues as it is overturning similar cases 
like Roe v. Wade or Citizens United v. FEC.” 

“Yeah, and that’s all because of Ronald Reagan and the Reagan Revolution of 
the 1980s,” Halfrida groused. “Time wore on, Congress, Reagan and all future 
Presidents grew polarized along Left-Wing and Right-Wing worldviews, the end of 
the Cold War accelerating the process after Amendment XX VII was passed.” 

“Congress works along certain parameters of thought, Harold,” Ulrich said. 
“It’s more than willing to unanimously pass anything if the justification turns out 
to be National Security-related such as the USA PATRIOT Act, Subtitle D of the 
National Defense Authorization Act, the Magnitsky Act, AUMF Act, and so on.” 

“Now, those are governmental legislatures where nobody will be asking too 
many questions about repealing,’ Heinricka opined. “And anything that is 
politically popular among congressional constituents will also be upheld, since 
Amendment XXVII prevents Congress from giving themselves a raise unless the 
next congressional election, so constituents can decide if they deserve it or not.” 

Halfrida snapped her fingers. “I see where you’re going, Cousins.” The 
mischievous grin on her face widened. “So long as we provide a legitimate 
National Security justification, we may be able to take a peak up this girl’s skirt.” 
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“Ts that for realr’” Heinricka shivered, eyes darting around the undercroft. 

“Yup.” Halfrida nodded. “And I think the more we keep stressing the 
National Security implications over and over again, eventually, both Congress and 
the American people will have to consider them at some point.” 

“Or,” Ulrich suggested, “We could go after jugular of Federal legislation and 
‘lobby’ Congress into passing anew Amendment or two through other means.” 

Heinricka tilted her head to the side. “What kind of ‘other means?” 

Ulrich smirked. “Heinricka, I was thinking about the massive amounts of 
money that the US government owes to our Opa Horst. Since the end of the 
Second World War, Washington borrowed trillions of dollars from Opa Horst.” 

“Good thinking, Ulrich,” Harold chimed. “Guess what the Duopoly spent a 
large chunk of that borrowed money on? Obscene tax cuts to the richest 
Americans, delayed welfare payments, some crappy artwork, the Corporation for 
Public Broadcasting—or PBS, student loans, free trips to expensive steakhouses, 
construction of an Alaskan ‘Bridge to Nowhere’ during Hurricane Katrina, and 
lavish yachts and mansions. You’re never going to hear about this from a GOP 
commissat with a steakhouse waistline on Fox News...or a Democratic 
commissar with a steakhouse waistline on MSNBC...” 

Halfrida gigeled. “I always had a feeling that the Duopoly was freeloading off 
our family’s fortunes long before you and I were born, Harold.” 

“You did?” Harold voiced. 

“It was obvious.” She nodded. “Our family’s total net worth was 
$300,000,000,000,000 when 9/11 happened. Plus, Congress back in 1991 sent a 
letter to our Opa, along with Horst and Arno Brotzman, promising the US 
government will pay them back on the morning of September 11, 2001.” 

She rolled her eyes. “The only problem was that the Duopoly broke their 
promise before 9/11. Horst even planned a heist to steal back the Fatherland’s 
gold from the Federal Reserve Bank of New York on 9/11 itself, but launching 
American nukes at Russia or else wearing down the US military in Middle Eastern 
wars of attrition took greater precedence.” 

“So what kind of Amendments should we pursue once Wolff is elected?” 
Harold pondered. “Well, assuming he does get elected, that is.” 

“We lobby for an amendment stressing the need that education is a National 
Security issue,’ Ulrich suggested. “In exchange, Congress passes another 
amendment like the Equal Rights Amendment for instance.” 

“Assuming they’re willing to do so to begin with, that is,’ Harold voiced. 
“Since we have no idea of Wolff is going to be able to win, we should focus on 
putting all of this stuff on the backburner until after Wolff's inauguration.” He 
turned to Halfrida. “It seems like Duchess Perpetua, Cousin Bruno, and Drusilla 
Price are getting close to something related to our family’s past, sis.” 

“Sounds like a plan,” Halfrida spoke. 


2K KK 


(One day later) 
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The scorching hot afternoon sun hung over the Texan countryside. A dirt 
path diverged from a long, winding country road. Along the dirt path, herds of 
cattle grazed freely in fields of grass. Teenage boys rode on horseback with 
watchdogs in tow. The boys, clad in cowboy hats, looked after the herds with 
Henry repeater rifles. 

The path led to a three-hundred-acre ranch with barns, horse stables, chicken 
coops, and a four-door car garage. An eighty-acre Victorian-era mansion, three 
stories high, stood in the middle of the ranch, protected by concrete walls and a 
steel gate. Atop the gate was a sign that read, Welcome to the McAdams Ranch. Several 
armed teenagers guarded the steel gate from inside the compound. 

From a walk-in closet inside the mansion, an elevator descended thousands 
of feet beneath the surface. It reached a circular chamber that branched off into 
five wings, each one corresponding to a certain field of interest to the FYC. The 
wings led to floor-tiled hallways so long they extended beyond the vanishing point. 
Lining the halls were doors locked behind keypad locks and retinal scanners. 

One of the deep underground chambers below the ranch was being used as a 
personal workshop reserved for Drusilla Price since the fall of the NDC. In the 
workshop were countless rows of parked MAFVs of various models from 
numerous different origins. Drusilla spent day and night there, jury-rigging and 
experimenting with unconventional, unorthodox MAFV designs converted from 
common MATY designs. Theoretical science and engineering did everything else. 

Ulrich paid her a visit later in the afternoon. Drusilla was perched on the roof 
of an MAFV, chatting with him. In her hands was an apple. “You're a natural- 
born A-Wing pilot?” She bit the apple and chomped down on it. “Wow, that’s 
kind of interesting,” she mumbled, tiny bits of apple spewing out of her mouth. 

“Jawohl,” Ulrich answered. “I was a mercenary A-Wing pilot before my 
Cousins Harold and Halftrida recruited me to become part of their Cabinet.” 

“No way,” Drusilla voiced, “You’re their Cousin?” 

“Who said I wasn’t?” Ulrich quipped. 

Drusilla sighed. “Damn, I hate to say this, but those two got my uncle killed.” 

“Your uncle,” he pondered, “Was he...?” 

She nodded. “FYC General Jefferson Davis Price took care of me when I 
was little. See, I grew up knowing only my mother and my uncle was like a father- 
figure for me. He was the one who also provided me with my own butler, FYC 
Colonel Robert Edward Lee Richardson.” 

“Sounds like you were on the lap of luxury before I came here,” he voiced. 

“Not really.” Drusilla ate her way to the core of the apple, leaving the other 
half of the fruit intact. “My uncle subjected me to a militaristic regimen.” She 
rolled her eyes. “Had to wake up at 3AM each day, eat two meals a day, and learn 
how to shoot firearms before your Cousins changed everything last month...” 

“Your butler said that you were tearing up when he died.” 

“T was.” She adjusted her seating posture, her legs dangling next to the 
coaxial turret’s main cannon. “Last month, I couldn’t understand why he would do 
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such a thing...but today, I know better. Colonel Richardson recently told me that 
my uncle double-crossed him during the Rosy War.” 

Even she is distraught by the Rosy War Peace Treaty, Ulrich thought. “What was 
going on back then?” he asked. 

“Colonel Richardson said my uncle knew the whereabouts of some looted 
gold that two Japanese military and Yakuza families had buried in Indonesia and 
the Philippines towards the end of World War H,” Drusilla replied. 

“What’s this have to do with you working for one of Duchess Perpetua’s 
closest allies?” Ulrich questioned. 

“T come from a family of diplomats and soldiers who once resided in the 
Philippines when it was an American colony,” Drusilla explained. “I guess it’s 
hereditary for someone like me to be fighting for one’s version of ‘freedom’ 
against another’s ‘freedom.’ Did you know that Emilio Aguinaldo once wrote that 
the Filipinos were ‘fighting for Liberty, the American people fighting them to give 
them Liberty. The two peoples are fighting on parallel lines for the same object’?” 

“Strange...,” Ulrich blurted. “I can imagine the Iraqi people saying something 
similar about the Americans after the US toppled Saddam Hussein’s regime.” 

“Tronic, isn’t itr’ Drusilla chuckled. “My family knew about this hoard of 
gold that these Japanese families had plundered in China and elsewhere at that 
time. Yet nobody in my family knew where they hid the gold. My uncle only heard 
about it from the grandfather of Harold Brotzman’s pen pals during the Rosy War. 
Yet he refused to tell anyone about it, because he wanted all the gold for himself, 
and so he spent years searching for the gold in vain.” 

“And that was why your butler murdered him?” 

Drusilla, her eyes shut, quietly nodded. “Yeah...,” she answered. “Colonel 
Richardson argued that ‘it would be selfish of him to not be using that gold to 
further some good causes.’ may not agree with him murdering my uncle last 
month, but Colonel Richardson still had a point.” 

“How did he and your uncle learn about this gold?” 

“From two Japanese families connected to the Brotzman family and the 
House of Raynerson.” She tugged her tresses. “Shido and Nakajima were theit 
names. The former, if I recall, had a family member who bombed the USS Arizona 
back in Pearl Harbor. The latter had one of their own in the Yakuza back then and 
they made a fortune plundering the Asian criminal underworld at that time.” 

Ulrich whistled. “Fascinating...” 

“But it gets better,” Drusilla cooed. “My great-grandparents back in the 
1940s were trying to recover this hidden gold in Indonesia and the Philippines. 
Two thirds are still unaccounted for and I know that the last third later wound up 
in the hands of Ferdinand and Imelda Marcos. And Imelda, Ferdinand’s wife, tried 
hiding their gold with the help of a Saudi named Adnan Khashoggi.” 

Isn't that the same Adnan Khashoggi whom he and Donald Trump were in a Spy 
Magazine contest back in the 1990s? Ulrich pondered to himself. Shrugging his 
shoulders, he left the question alone. “By the way, what happened to the gold that 
your great-erandparents were trying to find after the Warr” 
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“They handed the gold over to the Brotzman family, who in turn gave them 
to the Nakajima and Shido families. They were the ones who told my uncle, 
Duchess Perpetua, Bruno Brotzman, and now my butler about the existence of 
this missing gold, yet both families have extremely quiet about the whereabouts.” 

Fi, it all comes full carcle now, Ulrich thought. “Changing the subject, what 
convinced you to become an MAFV Commander?” 

“Colonel Richardson taught me how to pilot when I was little. I didn’t like it 
at first, but it grew on me, becoming something that I couldn’t stop enjoying. 
Before I knew it, I was invested in everything there was to know about MAFVs.” 

The ground rumbled. Gasoline engines revved nearby, the fumes wafting in 
the air. A column of FYC-made MAFYVs rolled past them, its crews driving them 
out of Drusilla’s workshop. “Since you’re an A-Wing pilot, ’ve got a question to 
ask you.” She set the half-eaten apple aside on the turret’s roof. “What sets A- 
Wings apart from conventional aircraft or even drones?” 

“The A-Wing, like the C-Wing, functions differently from conventional 
UAVs,” Ulrich spoke. “They are capable of performing maneuvers and speeds 
that could otherwise destroy conventional planes and kill its pilots. There are 
reports prior to the Rosy War that experiments were done in Neudeutschland to 
make them capable of emulating the flight patterns of UFOs.” 

“True, but the MAFV and its MATV counterpart is like twin cousins when 
compared to the A-Wing and C-Wing,” Drusilla gigeled. “To understand why, we 
first have to go back in World War I, where the tank was introduced to spearhead 
breakthroughs across no man’s land. It was because of trench warfare that 
armored warfare in its infancy developed the class system.” 

“You mean like ‘Light’, ‘Medium’, and “Heavy?” Ulrich mused. 

“Right,” Drusilla replied. “When designing a tank or in this case, an MAFV, 
we have to factor in three things.” She held up three fingers on little her right 
hand. “Those ate speed—the engine, armor—the hull, and _ firepower—the 
weaponry.” She put her hand down. “Those three introduced the classes, but there 
were other types like “Tankettes’, ‘Cavalry Tanks’, ‘Cruiser Tanks’, “Breakthrough 
Tanks’, “Fast Tanks’, ‘Assault Tanks’, and ‘Infantry Tanks.” 

“Ei, but those are generalizations that could fall into one of the three 
classes.” Ulrich stroked his chin. “Remind me again what those three are for?” 

“Light Tanks can achieve fast breakthroughs, but their weak armor and 
weaponry made them vulnerable to an entrenched enemy,” Drusilla elaborated. 
“Heavy Tanks can dislodge entrenched enemies and support infantry 
breakthroughs, but their imposing armor and weapons made them vulnerable to a 
mobile enemy. Medium Tanks were designed as intermediaries of the two, creating 
a balance of those three specifications.” 

“Okay,” Ulrich added, “Then why did Light and Heavy Tanks became less 
prominent after the Second World War?” 

“Antitank warfare and nuclear warfare outpaced armored warfare to the point 
that modern militaries began to question whether tanks are still kings of the 
battlefield,’ Drusilla explained. “That in turn led to the MBT-the “Main Battle 
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Tank.’ The Vietnam War and future conflicts saw the debut of the helicopter, 
capable of traversing over inhospitable terrain. The transport helicopter was also 
developed alongside the attack helicopter, which further exposed the MBT’s 
vulnerabilities. But that’s where I disagree with this conventional wisdom.” 

“And what made you say that?” Ulrich asked. 

“There is evidence for us to argue that the armaments industries throughout 
the West have become monopolized, turned into corporate cartels with NATO as 
being the pretext,” Drusilla explained. “Why did the NATO alliance, unlike the 
armaments industries of Underground, Remnants, Dwellers, and others, 
incentivize the standardization of military equipment? Is it possible that this 
standardization was more so a consequence of this aforementioned 
monopolization of Western armaments makers?” 

“T agree,” Ulrich said. “ve always been wondering why there was this 
peculiar trend among NATO countries to develop one particular vehicle or 
aircraft with multiple functions, and even have it built by the same one or two 
manufacturers. We never saw this happen among the Underground, Remnants, 
Dwellers, and others both before and after the Rosy War.” 

“That’s because the MAFV, like the A-Wing, was developed alongside 
research and investigation into ACPs (Anomaly Causing Phenomena) and their 
associated Anomalies,’ Drusilla told him. “Anomaly-derived technologies 
developed prior to the Rosy War resulted in the miniaturization of tanks and 
warplanes, which in turn led to the introduction of MAFVs and A-Wings. 
Compared to modern tanks and warplanes, both MAFVs and A-Wings are also 
smaller, cost-efficient, and deadlier.” 

“Tt also led to the reintroduction of the old class system that died out in the 
aftermath of World War I. Since most Anomalies yield specific, exclusive 
properties, MAFV and A-Wing design during the Rosy War literally turned 
armored and air warfare into rock-paper-scissors: you either have the correct type 
ot else you don’t.” Drusilla shook her head. “No need for ‘Main Battle Tanks’ or 
‘Joint Strike Fighters.” 

“Ja, that makes perfect sense.” Ulrich smirked. “Without Anomalies, neither 
the A-Wing nor the MAFV would be possible. The same would also be true for 
the designs that modern militaries thought were obsolete.” 

“Pretty much,” Drusilla answered. “This is why my research and 
development projects deserve a dedicated sponsor. If you are interested in my 
work, it would be honor to be considered a valuable asset to the Ryanite Dawning 
Day Motors company.” 

Cousins, I think I now understand why you'd want me to hire this girl for DDM, Ulrich 
thought. “Say no more, Drusilla, because my Cousins and I want to hire you.” 

“It’s an honor to serve your family, Ulrich.” Drusilla jumped off her MAFV 
and landed in front of him. “Tell your twin Cousins I sent my regards. In the 
meantime, give me a call if you or our Cousins are interested in my help.” 

“T will let them know soon enough.” Ulrich shook her hand. 
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Chapter Nine: Coincidence? 
(Wise Man and Renate; July 25-27", 2010) 


“Another amusing incident arose from the fact that the Reichsbank maintained a not 
inconsiderable gold deposit in the Federal Reserve Bank in New York. Strong was proud to be 
able to show us the vaults which were situated in the deepest cellar of the building and remarked: 
‘Now, Herr Schacht, you shall see where the Reichsbank gold is Rept.’ While the staff looked for 
the hiding place of the Reichsbank gold we went through the vaults. We waited several minutes: 
at length we were told: ‘Mr. Strong, we can’t find the Reichsbank gold.’ Strong was flabbergasted 
but I comforted him. ‘Never mind: I beheve you when you say the gold is there. Even if it weren't 


you are good for its replacement.” 
-Hjalmar Schacht, Confessions of the Old Wizard 


school located somewhere in Tokyo’s Shibuya Ward. Opened at the dawn of 

the 20% century, the school was operated by the sisters of the Society of the 
Sacred Heart. The building was cordoned off with a tall concrete wall and 
protected by a steel automated gate. It was closed for the brief summer break in 
late July. During the odd hours of a hot night, the door in the back of a classroom 
overlooking the front gate was slid open from the outside hallway. 

A Japanese girl, clad in her junior high school uniform, peeked around the 
corner of the doorway. She crept into the room, looking over her shoulder as she 
closed the door behind her. She switched the lights on and went to the other side 
of the room, tiptoeing in front of a windowsill. 

At the windowsill, she pulled the blinds up and opened the window. The 
asphalt beyond the school’s perimeter walls rumbled. The girl saw Horst 
Brotzman’s personal limousine, a matte-black Mercedes-Benz 600 Grofer, driving 
up the quiet residential side road adjacent to the school. 

Somebody inside the school got the automated school gates opened, allowing 
the armored Mercedes to enter the school grounds. The big Maybach V8 gasoline 
engine beneath the hood was revving as the Mercedes past through the gates. The 
Mercedes pulled over in front of the building’s main entrance. The backseat doors 
swung open to reveal Harold, Halfrida, Ulrich, and Heinricka Brotzman stepping 
out in their full Ryanite regalia. 

“Your friends seem like trustworthy partners, Hannelore-chan.” The girl 
shuttered the windows and closed its blinds. “I will find out soon enough if they 
are reliable and trustworthy for our line of work.” She leaned against the 
windowsill with her arms crossed, waiting for the four Brotzmans, her eyes staring 
at the door in the front of the room. 

When the door was opened, she uncrossed her arms and bowed her head. 

Standing by the doorway, the Brotzman twins and their twins bowed their 
heads. “Guten Abend, Liebe Kameradin, Grofsprinzessin Shizuko Shido,’ they greeted her 
in unison. Harold and Halfrida walked further into the room, their Cousins closing 
the door and barricading it with one of the school desks. 
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Shizuko-sama walked away from the windowsill and approached the twins. 
“It is so nice for me to meet you two in the flesh,” she told them with a wide grin. 
“Hannelore-chan...” She bit her tongue. “...Ahem...Bauer-san has been sharing 
with me reports of your exploits against the former New Dixie Confederation.” 

“Has she, now?” Harold raised an eyebrow, chuckling. “Whenever you see 
her again, Shido-san, let her know that Halfrida and I sent our regards.” 

She blushed at the sound of Harold’s voice. “...Hai!” she nodded her head. 
“T will let her know soon enough.” 

“You seem to be a little shy in front of us,” Halfrida cooed. “There is no 
need for you to be like that.” She smirked, pressing a clenched fist against her 
chest. “If you can trust Hannelore-chan, I am sure you can trust me and my twin 
brother.” 

“And not just me...” Harold turned around and gestured at his Cousins. “My 
Cousins Ulrich and Heinricka are as loyal as can be.” 

“Very well...” Shizuko-sama eyed Harold. “State Chancellor, I assume that 
you and your family are here because of an offer that your Cabinet had arranged 
with my subordinates earlier this month?” 

“That is correct,” Harold answered. “We came here to develop new MAFV 
and A-Wing designs under the auspices of this MATV and C-Wing business that 
one of your brothers operates outside the Kanagawa Prefecture.” 

“But we also had our own reasons for coming here as well.” 

“Eh” Shizuko cocked her head to the side. “Do tell.” 

Halfrida chuckled, her mischievous grin widening. “Another reason that we 
are here in Asia is to conduct an operation involving the recovery of missing gold 
and bearer bonds that were lost in the Philippines, Indonesia, and Malaysia in the 
aftermath of the Second World War.” 

Cousins Ulrich and Heinricka rejoined the Brotzman twins at their side. “And 
thanks to my Cousin Harold’s persuasion of my Grofvater, my grandfather Horst 
Brotzman, we were able to piece together the jigsaw puzzle surrounding the gold,” 
Ulrich spoke. “With a gifted silver tongue like the one my Cousin Harold has, 
anything in life is within reach.” 

“One other reason we came here is to conduct research into the Japanese 
Catholic School System,” Harold said. “As the rest of the Catholic world becomes 
increasingly secular, we are interested in collecting additional data from Catholic 
school systems throughout the Catholic world as part of the eventual creation of 
the Greater American Catholic School System (GACSS).” 

“Ja, within reach,” Heinricka added. 

“These are quite ambitious undertakings,’ Shizuko-sama voiced. “I am 
certain that this will be the beginning of a beautiful friendship for the four of us.” 

“Likewise,” Heinricka mumbled. 

A stolen US Federal Reserve safety deposit box was left on the teacher’s desk 
near the front of the room. The Brotzman twins paid brief glimpses of it. “Where 
did that come from?” Harold asked, pointing his thumb at it. 

“Did Hannelore-chan not tell you?” Shizuko-san retorted. 
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Halfrida shook her head. 

“No, she did not,” Harold replied. 

Shizuko-sama motioned the Brotzman twins to follow her to the teacher’s 
desk. Ulrich and Heinricka followed suit. “You did not hear this from me, but if 
you still have your skeleton key, you may able to get it opened and see what is 
inside,” Shizuko-sama told the twins. 

The Brotzman twins, winking at each other, unlocked it with their skeleton 
key. They opened the box together, the others hovering behind their shoulders, 
peering into the contents inside. Inside were three hundred ‘counterfeit? US 
Treasury bearer bonds. Altogether, the total valuation of these bearer bonds was 
$150,000,000,000. 

Halfrida whistled at the bearer bonds. Nice, a secret slush fund, she thought. 

“We should cash these in Switzerland once we leave the Philippines, sis,” 
Harold whispered into his sister’s ear. “Compared to other youths these days, we 
both have better uses for spending this kind of money.” 

“Pm with you there, dear brother.” Giggling, Halfrida turned around and 
spoke to Shizuko-sama. “Did you bring everything I asked over the satphone?” 

“Hai.” Shizuko nodded. “Everything that you requested is over there.” She 
gestured at the blackboard in the back of the classroom. Several weapons had been 
placed atop a clean white towel draping a long wooden table. “Just...try not to ask 
too many questions as to where I got them...” 

While Harold, Ulrich, and Heinricka were conversing with Grofiprinzessin 
Shizuko about forming the Distributist International (DI), Halfrida stepped away 
from the others and approached the table. On the table were three rifles and four 
handguns. Pyramidal stacks of small paper boxes containing plastic trays of 
individual bullets also included. 

Well, well, what do we have here? The mischievous grin on her face grew wider 
than usual. From the handbag slung over her shoulder, she whipped out a 
magnifying glass. Grabbing one of the rifles by the forend, peering through the 
magnifying glass, she examined it. 

The first rifle was a Mauser Model 1889, a bolt-action rifle that the German 
Mauser company produced in Belgium for the Belgian, Turkish, and Argentinian 
armed forces. The particular model which Halfrida held on her right hand was a 
modified variant chambered for the 7.65mm Argentine round. The weapon had 
been sporterized as a hunting rifle with a Wehrmacht-issue Zielsechs 6x 
magnification scope. The sighting hood mounted atop the barrel at the front end 
of the rifle was removed, leaving the front iron sight intact. 

She set the rifle down on the table and picked the one between it and the 
other rifle. The second rifle was an Italian Carcano M91/38, a bolt-action rifle 
designed the Austrian Ferdinand Mannlicher for the Kingdom of Italy. 
Chambered for 6.5mm Mannlicher—Schénauer, the rifle even came equipped with 
a misaligned telescopic sight just like the one used in the JFK Assassination. This 
one will be put to good use, Halfrida swore to herself, giggling. She put the rifle down 
and examined the third rifle. 
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Third rifle was a Type 4 semiautomatic rifle, an Imperial Japanese-made copy 
of the American M1 Garand rifle, chambered for the 7.7mm Arisaka instead of 
30-06 Springfield. Experimental and ultra-rare, the Type 4 was nearly identical to 
the M1 Garand, albeit with several distinguishable differences. The rifle borrowed 
design features from the older bolt-action Arisaka rifle such as the sling swivels, 
front and rear leaf sights. The rifle also relied on two five-round stripper clips 
instead of an eight-round en-bloc clip like the Garand. 

A price tag attached to the rifle’s barrel had its total value stamped in bright 
red numbers. Halfrida looked at the tag. $44,000 USD, the price tag read. She let 
go of the tag and directed her attention toward the handguns resting beside the 
rifles. Two of the handguns were CIA-issue High Standard HDMs sporting 
integral suppressors and chambered for full-metal-jacketed .22 LR rounds. The 
third handgun was a Welrod, a British-made bolt action, magazine-fed pistol with 
an integral silencer. The fourth handgun was an original Type A Nambu, a 
Japanese 8mm pistol resembling the German Luger but with the functionalities of 
the older Mauser C96. 

She smiled at the arsenal of weapons on the table. Tze to go on a gold rush. 

KK 
(Two days later) 

On a moonlit night, several miles from Tokyo Bay, Harold and Halfrida 
sailed on the Spectre, a large superyacht owned by the Shido family. The twins 
stood shoulder to shoulder on a wooden observation deck at the bow, scanning 
the calm waters around the yacht with binoculars, locking for signs of a German 
U-Boat still operational since the Second World War. 

Halfrida yawned as she let go of her binoculars, allowing the binoculars to 
dangle around her neck with its leather strap. Stretching her arms, she stared at the 
full moon and the twinkling stars in the nighttime sky. Who would have thought that 
searching for U-Boats would be tedious work? She pondered to herself. 

Giggling, she decided to find a way to pass the time. She struck a James 
Bond-style pose with an imaginary Walther PPK in her hand. Imaginary bullets 
included. “The name’s Brotzman, Halfrida Brotzman...” 

“Bored?” Her brother laughed, still peering through his binoculars. 

“Yeah,” Halfrida answered. “To be honest, I didn’t expect the Bauer family 
to own an actual Type XXI diesel-electric EXktroboot (Electric Boat). I also didn’t 
expect to find out that the Bauer family may have sold one to a Columbian drug 
cartel for their own personal use.” 

She asked him. “Ever wondered why this yacht is called the “Spectre?” 

“You mean like ‘“SPECTRE’-the ‘SPecial Executive for Counterintelligence, 
Terrorism, Revenge and Extortion?” he mused. “Isn’t that from Ian Fleming’s 
James Bond novels and movies?” 

“J was thinking of ODESSA (Organisation der Ehemaligen 44-Angehirigen, 
Organization of Former 44 Memberts),” she said. “But when you’re talking about 
SPECTRE and ODESSA in a novel full of realities, you’re basically talking about 
the Ostara Conspiracy. Regardless, Pll never forget that one scene in From Russia 
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with Love where Ernst Stavro Blofeld talked about Siamese fighting fish and getting 
America and Russia to start launching nukes at random countries.” 

“What got you thinking about Bond movies all of a sudden?” Harold asked. 

“Given Fleming’s intelligence background, I would not be surprised if he was 
writing about our family,” Halfrida chortled. “Diamonds are Forever got me thinking 
about that one time Horst Brotzman launched a space satellite into outer space 
prior to 9/11.” She stroked her chin. 

“Speaking of which...” Harold snapped her fingers. “Have you ever seen the 
movie, Te Boys from BraziP Where Simon Wiesenthal stops Joseph Mengele from 
cloning Adolf Hitler ninety-four times?” 

She giggled at memories of her and her brother’s birth. “Yes, I believe we 
saw that movie with Cousins Ulrich and Heinricka on an old VHS tape at the 
family estate near San Carlos de Bariloche once.” 

He snapped his fingers. “How about Die Hard or Die Hard With a Vengeance?” 

“Wasn’t the first Die Hard about a bunch of Germans stealing bearer bonds 
at a Japanese-owned skyscraper in Los Angeles?” 

“Yeah, something like that,’ Harold murmured. 

“And Die Hard with a Vengeance featured another bunch of Germans stealing 
gold from the Federal Reserve Bank of New York after reading Hjalmar Schacht’s 
book, Confessions of the Old Wizard?” Her eyes narrowed. 

“True, true,” Harold chuckled. “And how could we ever forget Tom Clancy’s 
The Sum of All Fears, where German and Austrian neo-Nazis ‘persuade’ America 
and Russia to launch nukes at random countries?” 

The mischievous grin on Halfrida’s face widened. “Why do I get the feeling 
that people are trying to make fictional movies about our family?” 

“Some things in life are not what they appear to be,” Harold voiced. “For 
instance, did you know that we just sailed out of Tokyo Bay earlier?” 

“Tokyo Bay was where the Imperial Japanese signed their terms of surrender 
to the Americans and their allies at the end of World War II,” she recalled. 

“And if memory serves,” Harold added, “They signed the terms of surrender 
on the USS Mzssour—a battleship that later saw action in the Persian Gulf War.” 

Her eyes narrowed. “But do you know what’s really strange about Japan’s 
surrender documents and those signed by the Fatherland?” 

“No, I don’t.” He shrugged his shoulders. “What’s strange about them?” 

“The Japanese surrender documents were signed by Japan’s Imperial 
government and armed forces. Bur if you look at the ones for the Fatherland, 
there were two surrender documents.” She held up two fingers on one hand. “One 
signed with the Allies on May 7, 1945, the other signed with the Soviets on May 8. 
Yet nobody from the National Socialist German Workers Party (NSDAP) signed 
them either surrender document.” 

“Who signed both surrender documents?” he asked. 

“The Wehrmacht,” Halfrida answered, “What that means, dear brother, is 
that the Americans, the British, the French, and the Soviets all failed to get a 
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representative from the Nazi Party to not only signal the surrender of the 
Wehrmacht, but also the abolition of the Nazi Party itself!” 

“Makes sense,” Harold mused. “Could it be because of that marriage of 
convenience our family made with the Americans, British, and French against the 
Soviet Union prior to those terms of surrender?” 

“Tt would have to be so,” she said. 

“The Fatherland and the German military surrendered, but the same could 
not be said for the Nazis...” Harold paused. “The Nazis survived the Second 
World War, changed theaters of operations and here we are today.” He put his 
binoculars down and turned to Halfrida. “Is that what you are implying, sis?” 

Halfrida nodded. “Uh-huh.” She crossed her arms. “By the way, dear brother, 
do you see the others and that U-Boat yet?” 

“Pm still looking, sis,’ Harold said, peering through his binoculars. “You 
could at least help me look for them.” 

“Think they got lost on the way here?” She yawned. 

“Doubtful,” he answered. “By the way, do you know what time is it?” 

She looked at the time on a wristwatch attached to her left wrist. The time on 
the wristwatch was set to local time: 4:25AM. “It’s almost 4:30AM,” Halfrida said. 

“Then I guess they are...wait a minute, what’s that over there?” Harold 
peered through his binoculars again and saw something emerging out of the 
waters in the distance. “You got to see this, sis?” 

Halfrida looked through her binoculars. “I believe that must be them.” 

As the Spectre sailed closer, the twins saw a German U-Boat blowing its ballast 
tanks and crashing through the calm waves like U-96 from Das Boot. Except this 
was a Type XXI U-Boat devoid of any marking denoting its origin or nationality. 
The U-Boat floated in the water in front of the Speerre. 

A steel hatch embedded on the bridge next to the U-Boat’s periscope was 
opened, the faint glimmer of a red light emanating somewhere from inside her 
hull. Climbing out of the U-Boat and appearing on the bridge were Hannelore 
Bauer, Lance Jansen, and Drusilla Price. They waved their hands at the Brotzman 
twins. Harold and Halfrida waved back. 

“Tt’s about time...,” Halfrida muttered under her throat. 

2 KK 

Government officials knew that it would be prudent of them to have a plan 
in the event of a breakdown in the rule of law, a coup d'état, or else the demise of 
their governments. Plans needed to be drawn to ensure Continuity of Government 
(COG) after a devastating war or other major disaster. As for the Nazis, perhaps 
as eatly as the Battle of Stalingrad, they took all the necessary steps to ensure their 
Party’s survival and foster new generations. 

Counterfeit and genuine money, precious metals and gems, stolen artwork 
and literary manuscripts, and other valuables hauled out of Nazi Germany through 
corporations, corporate cartels, foundations, and charitable relief organizations. 
Experimental technologies, heavy machinery, technical patents, scientists, 
engineers, and other personnel soon followed. 
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Entire U-Boats disappeared, along with their crews and whatever cargo was 
onboard. Prominent Nazis committed suicide. Some struck Faustian pacts with 
the Americans, British, and French against the Soviets. Some were pardoned, 
while others escaped to Latin America or the Middle East. A few blackmailed their 
way out of certain death at the Nuremberg Trials. And a handful of them just 
disappeared from history altogether. While the curtains fell on Nazi Germany’s 
role on the world stage, the Brotzman family’s role continued post-War. 

The Spectre continued sailing away from Japan after the local early morning 
hours of July 25. Under orders from Halfrida, the crew aboard the superyacht 
plotted multiple courses for various remote islands from the Philippines to 
Indonesia. All of the islands were suspected by Halfrida of hiding caches of 
missing Japanese gold and at least forty metric tons of Nazi gold plundered during 
the Holocaust before later making its way to Asia by U-Boat. 

The Brotzman twins and their Cousins shared a portside cabin together on 
the upper deck, about a short walk away from the bridge. Cousin Heinricka was 
hunched in front of a desk, typing away on her laptop, viewing satellite imagery of 
several remote Indonesian islands on the Internet. Cousin Ulrich hovered beside 
her, looking at the monitor from over her shoulder. 

Halfrida leaned her back against the closed door of their cabin, her arms 
crossed. “I’m telling you, dear brother,” she told Harold, “This is definitely not a 
conspiracy theory. It’s all well-documented. All sorts of people have been keeping 
the whole thing hidden since the 1970s.” Her eyes narrowed. “What I want to 
know is why and whether or not it has to do with our family’s secret fortunes.” 

Harold sat cross-legged on the lower bunk of a bunkbed he and his sister 
were sharing. “The 1970s was also when Horst Brotzman disappeared from the 
public eye,” he voiced. “But that was a part of a ruse to get the CIA, Mossad, and 
KGB off his case. Our family didn’t want the intelligence agencies to learn of the 
Otherworld’s existence back then.” 

“But how does this prove that Adolf Hitler and Eva Braun escaped to 
Indonesia after World War He” Harold asked her. “Everyone knows that those 
two committed suicide in the Fuhrerbunker. It was impossible for those two to 
escape Berlin in April of 1945. Plus, their bodies have been identified.” 

“Not exactly,’ Halfrida corrected him. “There are reasons for anyone to 
doubt the consensus view on Hitler’s demise.” She held a finger on her right hand 
as she went. “Did Hitler ingest cyanide, shoot himself in the head, or was it both? 
Why were there a number of contradictory claims made by various key 
eyewitnesses inside the Fuhrerbunker? Was Hitler’s body cremated with gasoline 
and scattered all over the Elbe River? Or did Yuri Andropov in 1970 ordered 
Hitler’s alleged remains to be dug up and then cremated?” 

“T see,” Harold muttered. “Joseph Stalin and J. Edgar Hoover, among others, 
could never buy into this idea that Hitler would commit suicide. They were so 
convinced that Hitler did escape that one of them spent years investigating 
possible Hitler sightings long after 1945.” 
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“Besides,” Halfrida continued, “I could care less if those remains are Hitler’s 
or even Osama Bin Laden’s. All I am concerned about is the notorious rumor of 
hidden riches just waiting to be rediscovered by the right people appearing at the 
right time. That’s what I’m interested in, dear brother.” 

“Is there something in that archipelago our Cousins and I should know 
about?” Harold cocked his head to the side. “I have a feeling somebody is going to 
be hunting for us once we get there.” 

“Indonesia has consistently been on the Nazi Party’s sights since the Weimar 
years at the earliest,” Halfrida elaborated. “The country, back when it was still the 
Dutch East Indies, was home to its own local Nazi Party branches. Those 
branches were the creation of Walther Hewel, who is one of Hitler closest friends 
since the early years of the Nazi Party itself.” 

“What’s his story?” Harold mused. 

“Aside from having a front-row center experience in the history of Europe, 
Hewel was the son of a factory owner and his wife,” she replied. “He was with 
Hitler during the Beer Hall Putsch in 1923, went to Landsberg Prison with Hitler 
and the others, before spending ten years in the Dutch East Indies.” 

“This Hewel sounds like a majordomo in Hitler’s personal day-to-day 
activities,” Harold voiced. 

She giggled. “He does, wouldn’t you agree?” 

Harold nodded. “It seems like it, sis.” 

“Anyhow, don’t you find it odd that there are Nazi Party branches in 
Indonesia of all places?” Halfrida stroked her chin. 

“It does.” He nodded again. “Were there German or Dutch expats who 
happened to be pro-Nazi?” 

“Prom what you and I know about that country, we can’t rule it out,” she 
answered. “Over the years, Indonesia’s population has been accused by Jewish 
organizations such as the Simon Wiesenthal Center of harboring and tolerating 
neo-Nazi sentiments. This is made more so apparent among youths around our 
age, who were never told the complete truth about what happened during the 
Third Reich and during the Holocaust.” 

“What else do you know about Indonesia?” Harold uncrossed his legs. 

“Hyjalmar Schacht, the Reichsbank President and Hitler’s Minister of 
Economics, visited the country after World War II,” Halfrida added. 

“What was Hjalmar Schacht doing all the way in Indonesia?” he pondered. 
“Tt’s kind of unusual for a man like him to be showing up as far as Asia.” 

“Schacht went there, among other nations in the Muslim world, as part of 
anti-Communist efforts during the Cold War,” she said. “Last time I checked, he 
visited the country during the early 1950s to provide financial advice and guidance 
to Sukarno, who was the leader of Indonesia at that time.” 

“Sukarno was sympathetic to the Nazis and the Imperial Japanese,” Harold 
chimed. “Like so many other leaders in the emerging Third World, Sukarno 
received backing from the Americans, the Soviets, and of course the Nazis.” 


92 


WORLD IN FLAMES 

“Yes, but that’s not all.” Halfrida held up her index finger. “There are also 
rumors that Otto Skorzeny may have visited the country on a few occasions.” 

“Now that I think about it,’ Harold added, “Sukarno’s allegiances would be 
so questionable and dubious that I’m not surprised General Suharto and the 
Indonesian military overthrew him and his government back in 1965.” 

“Anyway, as I was about to say...” She stroked her chin. “...there are rumors 
as far back as 1945 that about forty tons of Nazi gold made its way from Europe 
to Indonesia. Of those forty tons, half of it was transferred to Portuguese- 
controlled Macao, where it was brought further inland into Communist China and 
later disappeared. And that’s in addition to whatever gold the Japanese may have 
buried in Indonesia towards the end of the War.” 

“Interesting,” Harold murmured. “Why do I get the feeling like somebody is 
going to be onto us as soon as we reach the archipelago?” 

“You wotty too much, dear brother,” she told him. “Why do you think we 
brought a whole arsenal along with a heavily-armed platoon of Ryanite Rosy War 
veterans with us to search for these gold caches?” 


93 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 
Chapter Ten: Horst ‘Hid’ In Indonesia! 
(Wise Man and Renate; July 27-29, 2010) 


“Instruction in world history in the so-called high schools is even today in a very sorry condition. 
Few teachers understand that the study of history can never be to learn historical dates and events 
by heart and recite them by rote; that what matters is not whether the child knows exactly when 
this battle or that was fought, when a general was born, or even when a monarch (usually a very 
insignificant one) came into the crown of his forefathers. No, by the hving God, this is very 
unimportant. To ‘earn’ history means to seek and find the forces which are the causes leading to 
those effects which we subsequently perceive as historical events.” 

-Adolf Hitler, Mein Kampf 


ocations around the world. One location was Inse/ 177 (sland 111), a remote 

island situated along the Indonesia archipelago. The island, prior to the advent 
of satellite imagery and global positioning systems, was one of 4,000 uninhabited 
islands in Indonesia. The island was away from the busy tourist routes and devoid 
of any airfields. There were no signs of human habitation on Island 111. No 
indigenous head hunters. No Catholic missionaries. No hapless foreigners 
stranded like those characters in G7//gan’s Island or else Lost. No fanatical Japanese 
holdouts. No ruthless Nazi war criminals hiding from justice. It was boring. 

On the beach, the Spectre offloaded an entire convoy of Opel Blitz trucks. 
The trucks rolled straight into the jungles and traveled along a winding dirt trail. 
Along the way were countless snakes slithering behind the bushes and across the 
dirt trail by the hundreds. Monkeys perched atop sturdy branches, others jumping 
up and down and flinging their fecal matter at the advancing Opel Blitz trucks. 
Malaria-infected mosquitoes buzzed through the warm, stick tropical air, too eager 
to chase the convoy. 

The dirt trail led out of the jungles and past vast, open grasslands dotted with 
pits of quicksand and scattered patches of tall grass. The wreckage of three 
crashed Boeing B-29 Superfortress strategic bomber lay strewn not far from the 
trail. A few undetonated bombs inside the bomb bay doors even managed to go 
off, black smoke pluming upward from the crash site. 

The convoy followed the trail up rolling hills surrounding the base of the 
island’s mountain. From the mountain, they traversed around a narrow rocky road 
that spiraled around the mountain like an Islamic minaret to the summit. The air 
grew colder the closer the convoy reached the mountaintop. 

At the summit was a mansion surrounded by a perimeter of crumbling walls. 
The rusty steel gates had been left wide open. Past the mansion, further up the dirt 
trail was the entrance into a mine that led into a labyrinth maze of tunnels 
connected to several caverns built into the mountain. The Opel Blitz trucks parked 
next to the mansion gates. Armed Ryanites disembarked the trucks and split into 
two groups. One group trailed around Harold and Ulrich past the gates and into 
the mansion. The other group followed Halfrida and Heinricka into the mine. 


t: Ostata Conspiracy cached stockpiles of Nazi gold in over two hundred 
] 
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The mansion grounds had seen better days. The grass on the front lawn had 
grown straight and tall, hiding all kinds of wild animals. Several Ryanites stayed 
behind on the concrete footpath to the front porch. The walls of the mansion had 
decayed and warped over the years from constant exposure to the tropical 
elements. Overgrown vines engulfed the outer walls. The glass windows were left 
closed shut and showed no signs of ever being opened. 

A paper bookmark was protruding underneath a doormat at the front porch. 
It bore the black silhouette of a rampant hare and three Easter eggs riding on a 
flying saucer. On the back, someone had scribbled ‘Original Sin drove the guilty 
away from Paradise, from Eden’ backwards. The double doors had been kicked 
open when the Ryanites arrived. Inside, the whole building lay bare. Nobody was 
living at the mansion. The carpeting inside several of the rooms on the first floor 
still had furniture markings. 

Returning to the foyer at the front entrance from opposite rooms, Harold 
and Ulrich approached each other at the base of a golden staircase. “Cousin,” 
Harold said, “Have you ever wondered who was living here?” 

“Who knows, Harold?” Ulrich shrugged his shoulders. “Whoever it was, it is 
clear that my Opa and the rest of our family had gone to great lengths to keep 
their identity—or identities—hidden from the Real World.” 

“Could it be that the Fuhrer and/or Eva Braun like my twin sister suspects?” 
Harold pondered. 

“She’s still insisting on that, even now?” Ulrich voiced. 

Harold nodded. “Tt is difficult for us and Halfrida to say for certain,” he said. 
“After all, the history books still maintain that Hitler died in the Fuhrerbunker.” 

“Why are you playing devil’s advocate for her?” Ulrich asked. “I am more 
inclined to believe that this mansion belonged to one of my Opa’s doubles, not 
der Fuhrer or any of his own doubles.” 

“But let’s assume for a moment that maybe my sister is correct all along,” 
Harold said. “What if Hitler and Eva Braun were living here?” 

“Verstanden (Understood),” Ulrich acknowledged. “But why would someone 
like my Opa or Dame Ostara need individuals like Adolf Hitler, Martin Bormann, 
Rudolf Hess, Heinrich ‘Gestapo’ Miiller, or even my Opa’s employer, Dr.-Ing. 
Hans Kammler, to survive the Second World War and the Nuremberg trials?” 

“Getting all of those men out of the Fatherland proper could constitute the 
signs of a legitimate Nazi government-in-exile,’ Harold explained. “Barring the 
other men you just mentioned, Ulrich, keeping Hitler alive may enable your Opa 
to legitimate his authority and leadership over all Neo-Nazi movements.” 

“T see where you are coming from, but that is not the whole point of any 
COG (Continuity of Government) program,” Ulrich questioned. “Here’s a better 
question we should ask ourselves: if my Opa did allow these men to stay alive and 
free during the Cold War years, how do we know that any one of them will 
prevent my Opa from carrying out their actual goals?” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“You know how my Opa has been like since 1945, ja?” 
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Harold nodded. “It’s clear that he wants to rebuild the Third Reich.” 

“So,” Ulrich spoke, “We both know that Adolf Hitler’s cronies during the 
Third Reich years were personalities vying for the Fuhrer’s favor. SA 
(Sturmabteilung) leader Ernst R6hm was killed and Otto and Gregor StraBer were 
chased out of the Fatherland in the Night of the Long Knives. Fellow-traveling 
Wehrmacht officers such as Werner von Blomberg and Werner von Fritsch had 
their careers tarnished by Reichsftihrer Himmler and forced both men into early 
retirement during the ‘Blomberg-Fritsch Affair.” 

“Moreover,” he continued, “Hitler had difficulties trusting his own cronies 
and generals as the Second World War went against the Fatherland’s favor. In 
1941, Rudolf Hess’ bizarre flight to Great Britain led to him falling out of Hitler’s 
favor and his subsequent replacement with Martin Bormann. The 1944 ‘July 20 
Plot’ further evaporated the Fuhrer’s trust in the Wehrmacht, and in 1945, 
Reichsfthrer Himmler and Reichsmarschall Goring tried seizing control of the 
German government for themselves in an attempt to negotiate separate surrenders 
to the Western Allies.” 

“Knowing the internal politics of the Third Reich, would Hitler be safe 
around surviving Nazis after 19452” Ulrich asked Harold. “Could Hitler trust them 
to keep him and possibly even Eva Braun safe? Or would they all betray Hitler out 
of personal greed, self-preservation, or even a power grab?” 

“You mean like alerting his whereabouts to the Mossad, the FBI, the KGB, 
ot M16?” Harold chimed. 

“Genau,” Ulrich replied. “These are questions that my Opa himself probably 
entertained if he and the rest of our family were going to help Hitler escape.” 

Why would the people around him betray their Fiibrer just like that? Harold pondered 
to himself. “But keeping Hitler alive would lend greater credence to a legitimate 
Nazi government-in-exile for COG purposes. Wouldn’t you agree, Cousin?” 

“Not necessarily,” Ulrich said. “If Hitler survived the War, it is likely that he 
would be a figurehead in my Opa’s plans. Also, my Opa could achieve the same 
results if he repeated a big lie that der Fuhrer was hiding on Insel 111 as part of 
propping up this government-in-exile that we’re calling the “Ostara Conspiracy.” 

I see what you mean, Cousin, Harold thought. He smirked. “If you tell a big lie 
and repeat it as frequently as possible, everyone will believe it, right?” 

“Natirlich,’ Ulrich retorted, snapping his fingers. “Why use Hitler himself to 
lend credence to your COG program when you could achieve the same results by 
instead relying on one of his doubles?” 

“For now,” Harold spoke, “We should reserve our judgments and visit this 
room on the second floor that the others had found.” 

Ulrich nodded. “Lead the way, Cousin.” He gestured at the golden staircase. 

The two boys trudged up the steps of the golden staircase to the second floor 
and entered a long hallway around the mansion. They plodded through the hallway 
to a windowless room, its door camouflaging as a fake wall panel. The door itself 
was left wide open upon its discovery by the other Ryanites. A black question 
mark was spray-painted on the door. 
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On the floor in front of the doorway, a copy of the mysterious bookmark 
found beneath the doormat was also found. One of the other Ryanites left it 
leaning against the wall beside the door on their way out. Both Harold and Cousin 
Ulrich ignored it as they entered the secret room. 

2 KK 

The secret room was the personal study for the former owner or else the 
resident living at the mansion. Numerous books and loose pieces of paper were 
strewn all over the floor tiles. The walls on one side of the room were adorned 
with vatious paintings that Hitler had composed during his artistic years. Ahead of 
the doorway was a tall bookshelf that almost touched the room’s ceiling. 

Harold and Ulrich walked up to it. Looks like somebody has been spending their days 
on this island reading, Harold thought, gawking at the paintings on the walls. 
Standing in front of the bookshelf, he and Ulrich took turns pulling out all of the 
books from the shelves, skimming through their pages before tossing them at the 
floor tiles behind them. 

The books on the shelves were all written between the 19% and 20" centuries. 
Some of them contained racist and anti-Semitic undertones between their covers. 
A couple tomes featured pseudoscientific works promoting eugenics, while others 
were 19 century geopolitical theories written by Germany’s finest minds. A 
German Bible and even an Islamic Koran were also found. 

Across from the bookshelf was an oak-furnished desk lined against the 
corner of a wall. Above the desk was another fake wall panel hiding a recently 
opened safe embedded on the wall. Ulrich pointed his finger in the general 
direction of the corner. “Check the desk and the safe for me, Cousin,” he said to 
him, closing a copy of Mein Kampf and putting it back on the shelf. “I am going to 
take a look at these paintings, figure out if any of them are either genuine or fake 
copies.” He plodded to the right side of the room. 

“Sounds like a plan,” Harold replied. “Let me know if any of them are real.” 
He strolled away from the bookshelf. 

A fat red diary and a few old glossy black and white photographs were left on 
the desk. The photos rested on top of the diary’s front cover in a neat stack. Well, 
well, what do we have here? Harold pondered to himself. He picked up the 
photographs and shuffled through them. 

All of the photos depicted an elderly-looking European man bearing some 
degree of resemblance to Adolf Hitler. Yet nothing in particular suggested that this 
man was in fact the Fuhrer. The man in each photo appeared to be emaciated, lost 
much of his hair to the point of baldness, wore a pair of horn-rimmed glasses, and 
shared Hitler’s characteristic toothbrush moustache. Appearance wise, the man in 
the photos shared Hitler’s appearance during the latter’s World War I years. 

A third of the photos showed the man in front of the mansion gates with a 
European woman who looked like Eva Braun and a prepubescent blonde boy 
around Drusilla Price’s age. All the photos depicting this boy had faded and lost 
some of their color after being exposed to the tropical elements for some time. 
Nothing in the photos indicated the identity of this boy. 
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Could this child be their son? Harold pondered. He examined the other photos. 
Another third of the photos featured the man with a local Indonesian woman and 
her family. Did something happen to this man’s original wife? 

Setting the photos aside on the desk, he grabbed the diary and opened it. The 
diary had dozens of entries composed in non-chronological order. Not one entry 
was written in any other language except German. All of the entries were scrawled 
in a form of German shorthand cursive writing known as Gabelsberger. Harold 
breezed through the pages, hoping to connect some dots. Everything clicked the 
moment he pieced together the jigsaw puzzle in his head. 

Reatranged in chronological order, the first thirty pages documented a Nazi 
wat criminal and his wife’s escape from Nazi Germany at the end of the Second 
World War. The couple fled Berlin to Salzburg, a major city on the German- 
Austrian Border. From Salzburg the couple escaped to Italy, where they later 
boarded a cargo ship in Rome and left Europe for Buenos Aires in Argentina. As 
to where the couple went after arriving in Latin America and what they did was 
never recorded. 

Instead, several pages had been torn from the rest of the diary. Was this 
intentional or a mistake? Harold pondered. Shrugging his shoulders, he turned to the 
next page and resumed reading. 

The diary more or less ‘continued’ with a different couple escaping from 
Argentina six years later, in 1951. The rest of the pages, also in German, were 
written in a different man’s handwriting. The new entries documented this other 
couple boarding another cargo ship from Buenos Aires to Rome. Once in Rome, 
the other couple boarded a train bound for Switzerland, where they withdrew large 
sums of money from Swiss bank accounts under their names. 

With the money, the new couple left Europe on a second ship in Antwerp 
that sailed around the continent, across the Mediterranean and passed the Suez 
Canal in Egypt. The ship continued east and arrived half a world away in 
Singapore. At the docks of Singapore, the couple boarded a private yacht that 
whisked them away to Island 111 and spent the rest of their days at the mansion, 
cared for by a trustworthy Indonesian Muslim woman and her family. 

I guess that explains the other woman and the family I found among the stack of photos, 
Harold thought. A few entries reported on the second couple meeting various 
peculiar historical individuals in Indonesia over the years. An undated entry 
mentioned the second couple as having crossed paths with Lee Harvey Oswald, 
Otto Skorzeny, and Hjalmar Schacht in the months and years prior to the JFK 
Assassination. Another entry had the second couple meeting Konrad Adenauer, 
despite Adenauer himself having never been to Indonesia at any point in his life. 

The second author also insisted that he and his wife had zero intentions of 
leaving Indonesia. The entries grew increasingly sporadic and dwindled to just 
three final entries as the Cold War dragged on into the 1960s and 1970s. The 1965 
entry reported the couple leaving Island 111 to meet up with old colleagues from 
their Third Reich years, getting back on old times as they were murdering 
hundreds of thousands of suspected Communists on the populated island of Bali. 
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The 1966 entry mentioned the husband’s wife leaving him. The wife’s stated 
reason was that she had ‘had enough of the local weather.’ Harold’s nose crinkled. 
You had been on this island for that long and this was your reason? True to his suspicions, 
the entry went on to state that the wife actually left the country to be with her 
father at his final days in West Germany. She disappeared and never returned. 

The 1970 entry had the husband traveling to Jakarta, the Indonesian capital 
city, to meet with an old associate. After this entry, the diary came to an abrupt 
end; the rest of the diary was nothing but a few blank pages. Harold closed the 
diary whilst holding it on one hand. I wonder what happened to him. He put the diary 
down on the desk and searched the wall safe. 

Inside were two documents which also belonged to the second author of the 
diary. The first was the original copy of a strange ‘strategic document’ that was 
compiled in Madrid in September of 1950 and later disseminated among surviving 
Nazis and others in Madrid, Bonn, Rome, and Buenos Aires. 

The other was a financial ledger listing the locations and accounts of the 
Ostara Conspiracy’s assets and finances. One of the locations was the address of 
an Indonesian private investment bank in Jakarta, along with two account 
numbers on one of the pages. The address in question caught Harold’s eye. 

I should bring this to the others’ attention. Grabbing the documents from the safe, 
followed by the diary and the stack of photographs, he walked away from the desk 
and returned to Ulrich. “Cousin, you wouldn’t believe what I just found.” 

Ulrich was still standing in front of the various paintings, inspecting the 
signatures on each painting. “What did you find?” 

“Words cannot describe what I had uncovered.” Harold went to Ulrich’s 
right side and showed him all of the documents. “I found this at the desk and 
inside the safe.” He gave handed Ulrich the documents. “See for yourself.” 

With the documents, Ulrich examined each of them. When he was done, he 
gave them back to Harold. “We should bring these to your twin sister, Harold,” 
Ulrich said. “These documents may provide us some additional clues regarding the 
locations of the rest of our family’s secret wealth and insight into an untold history 
of the Second World Wat.” 

2K 

Loudspeakers mounted on the tall minarets of a mosque in Jakarta 
proclaimed the Muslim call to prayer. The skies above the mosque were bright 
orange as the sun faded in the west—-towards Mecca. Cool hues of blue grew in the 
skies to the east. The moon’s faded silhouette hanging over the blue hues. The 
grounds of an Islamic cemetery were not far from the local mosque, the 
gravestones surrounded by cinderblock walls. The front gates were left wide open. 

Harold and Halfrida, emerging from the shadows around the cemetery, 
approached the cemetery gates. They gestured their Cousins to join them. Ulrich 
and Heinricka scurried towards them. 

“Ts this the place where my Opa is ‘buried’, Cousins?” Ulrich asked the twins. 

“Seems like it,’ Halfrida answered. 


99 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 

“We still don’t even know the answer to that, sis,’ Harold chimed. “By the 
way, is it just me or am I hearing things?” 

“It’s perfectly normal in a country like Indonesia to be hearing ‘Allahu Akbar’ 
in its most reverent and scared context,” Halfrida quipped. 

“No, sis,” Harold retorted, ““That’s not what I meant.” 

All four overheard the sounds of two distorted voices lingering throughout 
the cemetery. One voice belonged to a convincing Adolf Hitler sound-alike, the 
other belonging to a Muslim Indonesian woman who spoke fluent German. 

“Some say Hitler died in the Berlin bunker when the Soviets invaded,” the 
Indonesian woman said. “Then there are others who claim that Hitler and Eva 
Braun escaped the bunker and fled to Argentina.” 

The other voice responded with a nervous chuckle. 

“What’s so funny all of a sudden?” the woman cooed. 

“Does the young Fatma want to meet Hitler?” 

“Mer” she murmured, blushing at the thought of meeting the infamous 
German dictator. “Natirlich, Pd like to meet him! But...” The woman’s voice 
paused for a few seconds. “...1-it doesn’t seem to be possible anymore. I was born 
when the Dutch returned. Hitler must be dead by now.” 

There was a long pause, followed by the other voice breaking the tense 
silence—and the fourth wall. “Well...,” the man confessed, “Ich bin Adolf Hitler.” 
The woman laughed. “What are you babbling about, you silly old man?” 

“Why would I lie?” he told her. “You seem to know a lot about me. You 
know a lot about Deutschland, you’ve always wanted to meet me, so here I am!” 

“Oh Mein Gott! That...can’t be...!” 

“Truth is stranger than fiction, Fatma...,” ‘Hitler’ spoke on in a hushed 
voice. “You must never tell anyone, not even your family, about my real name. 
When someone asks you if I am Adolf Hitler, you tell them that my name is 
‘Horst Gustav Brotzman.’ Can I trust you in keeping this secret?” 

“Jawobl..., Mein Fiibrer.” 

The voices faded into the ether, drowned out by the ambient noises of 
Jakarta. The light blue hues in the skies had grown darker as the sun retreated to 
Mecca. The faint silhouette of the moon brightened into a full white moon. 
Harold walked straight into the cemetery with Halfrida and their Cousins in tow. 
Past a dozen or so gravestones of deceased locals, they went to the other side of 
the cemetery and found an odd gravestone on the far-right corner. 

The gravestone, built according Islamic burial rites, had the name ‘Horst 
Gustav Brotzman’, but the birthdates and the death dates were incorrect. Hitler 
was born on April 20, 1889; Horst was born on September 11, 1918. The 
gravestone had Hitler’s birthdate. Whoever chiseled the birthdate also did not 
bother to include the death date. Instead, somebody else showed up at the 
cemetery and scribbled a specific date on the blank spot below the birthdate. The 
date ‘May 1, 1970’ had been written with a permanent black marker. 

“Strange...,” Heinricka voiced. 
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Halfrida’s nose crinkled. “Dear brother,” she asked Harold, “How certain are 
we that this was Hitler and not Horst?” 

“T have no idea,’ Harold replied. “For all we know, it could have been 
another Nazi war criminal after all these years.” 

“Okay, then why would this man—whoever he was-—felt that he was not even 
safe among other Nazis in South America?” Ulrich spoke. 

“T was about to ask the same thing.” Halfrida snapped her fingers. “Now, ?m 
really curious about who’s buried in this grave.” 

“What are the odds that nobody’s buried here?” Harold mused. 

“Has anyone exhumed the grave yet?” Heinricka chimed. 

“Last I heard, the local Indonesians haven’t,” Harold recalled. “But they did 
say that all sorts of Europeans, North and South Americans, Indians, Japanese, 
and Middle Eastern types paid visits to this particular gravestone over the years.” 

Halfrida chuckled. “I find that hard to believe.” 

“Ja, but what makes this place so special?” Ulrich mused. “There has to be a 
reason why all of these people would be going to this particular gravestone.” 

“Whoever he was,” Heinricka said, “He knew Hjalmar Schacht and had 
access to vast caches of gold deposited in Indonesia on behalf of the Sukarno 
regime. It was during the Cold War and there were fears that Indonesia, like Korea 
and Vietnam, would go Communist. Herr Schacht wanted Sukarno to use the gold 
as part of modernizing the whole nation into a new Islamic Cahphate.” 

“How did this man have access?” Halfrida pondered. 

“The gold was deposited at a little-known private investment bank within this 
city,’ Heinricka continued. “It was involved in a rash of financial scandals 
involving the Federal Reserve in the 1990s—a couple years after the Suharto years.” 

“Did it involve gold certificates that were said to be counterfeit?” Ulrich’s jaw 
dropped. “Cousin Halfrida said she found a lot of them back on Insel 111.” 

Harold turned to his sister. “Is that truer” 

“The others and I found crates full of them,” Halfrida answered. 

“Anyway,” Heinricka said, “They are a like a curse on anyone who possesses 
them. These are not like bearer bonds where anyone can claim them as their own. 
Anyone trying to cash these gold certificates at a bank somewhere must be on a 
small list of known owners. Those who are not on the list and still try to cash 
them anyway will be arrested on the spot for committing financial fraud.” 

“Could any one of us be on the list, Cousin?” Ulrich mused. 

“Our whole family is on the list,” Heinricka retorted. “We should be able to 
cash those in at the Federal Reserve without any trouble.” 

“Thank God!” Halfrida breathed a sigh of relief. “I was worrying that our trip 
to Indonesia was nothing but dead ends and brick walls.” 

Harold squatted in front of the gravestone and stared at it. “I wonder...,” he 
blurted, scratching his forehead. “Sis, Cousins, ’m kind of curious if this ‘Fatma 
Brotzman’ is still alive.” 

“The woman is still alive, Harold,” Heinricka said. “But she is under heavy 
surveillance and guarded by various intelligence and military types in a fortified 
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compound outside the city. Like Sleeping Beauty or Rapunzel, she’s not allowed to 
be talking about her years with Hitler, my Opa Horst, or whoever.” 

“Why is the Simon Wiesenthal Center not on this particular case yet?” 
Harold sighed, shaking his head. 

“Good question,” Halfrida voiced. “Does it even matter anymore?” 

“The Israeli Knesset wanted to have good relations with other nations 
around the world,” Heinricka explained. “A decision was made that they couldn’t 
risk hunting any more Nazi war criminals while straining their relations with 
nations where various Nazis had ended up serving under various governments 
during the Cold War. Like the Israeli government in the case of Otto Skorzeny, 
that was the excuse the Mossad gave for my Opa.” 

Harold rolled his eyes. “Gosh, why can’t the Israelis apply that same 
mentality whenever they’re dealing with the Palestinians?” 

“Palestine is way too close to Israel, dear brother,” Halfrida told him. “It was 
all Rea/politik back in the Cold War. Today, the rest of society now considers this 
as ancient history, even though Horst Brotzman is still alive.” She gestured the 
others to follow after her. “Come on, you three, we’re off to the Federal Reserve.” 
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Chapter Eleven: The Anti-EuroGov Pact 
(Duopoly and Reichsadler; Sept. 12-25, 2010) 


“Although they [the Americans] can throw billions of Dollars around, they do not possess top- 
notch statesmen, planners, military leaders, scientists, nor a people willing to make sacrifices and 
capable of accomplishing great historic feats. They do not even have an attractive ideal. The crux 
of American miscalculation is the belief that allies can be bought with Dollars. Altiances are not 
cemented with ideologies but rest squarely on common interests. Alliances too are respected as long 
as interests remain mutual. But America’s interests do not run parallel with those of Asia or 
Europe, not even with those of Britain or Latin America. The slogan which stirs the world today 
is the word ‘Anti-Capitalism.’” 
-Madtid Circular Letter, ca. September 1950, 
From ‘Germany Plots With the Kremlin’ 


Rosy War Peace Treaty; in reality, they were not the first. Pax Americana and 

their Collaborators in the Model-EU/NATO violated the Peace Treaty almost 
as soon as the ink on the paper was drying at the end of the Rosy War in August 
of 2005. They moved quickly to capitalize on the political power vacuum created 
in the weeks and months after the Rosy War. Much to the chagrin of the 
Underground, Remnants, Conspiracy, Ryanites, and others, they established an 
official presence in Otherworld’s ‘Europe’, Northland, carving new territories 
from Other-Portugal to the Other-Urals in Other-Russia. By May of 2006, EU and 
NATO flags were hoisted over the rooftops of government buildings in 
Northland’s major cities. 

The local populations in Northland, along with the Underground and 
Conspiracy, refused to tolerate these egregious violations by Pax Americana and 
their Collaborators. After 2006, Neo-Nazi, Fascist, Nationalist, Monarchist, 
Communist, Socialist, and Islamist insurgencies erupted every now and then 
throughout the Otherworld continent. Collaborator security forces, armed with 
NATO-issue weapons and vehicles, prevailed against these insurgencies. 

Thomas Jefferson Washington-Reich sat back in his comfy leather swivel 
chair, his feet kicked back on the desk of his Brussel office. Laughing and smoking 
a cigarette, he chatted with Horst Brotzman over his desk telephone, his other 
hand placing the handset close to his left ear. “You do not have to keep denying 
this, Herr Obersturmbannfuthrer (Lieutenant Colonel),” he chuckled. 

“Since when did the United States have a right to even the smallest piece of 
dirt in the Jenseitswelt (Otherworld)?” Horst growled. “I have said this to you 
before, Herr Washington-Reich, and I will say this again: my grandchildren had no 
involvement in the so-called ‘freak accident’ you are referring to.” 

“T beg to differ on that,” Washington-Reich responded. “It’s all over the 
news in the Otherworld, I’m afraid.” He put out his cigarette on the stainless-steel 
ashtray at his desk, grabbing the rolled up copy of this morning’s Ofber-Boston Dail 


<: too many people believed the Ryanites were the only ones who violated the 
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beside it. Washington-Reich glanced at front page headline. The headline read: 
Neo-Nazis Responsible for Bombing Petroleum Refinery in Other-Romania! 

Washington-Reich read aloud the opening sentences of the headline article. 
““Model-EU/NATO Collaborators recently discovered a plot to bomb multiple oil wells and 
refineries throughout Other-Romania after last week’s bombings. Security forces traced the 
explosives to a secret bomb factory at an abandoned industrial park in Jena, Germany. 
Computer malware and logic bombs, detonators and boxes of Semtex were discovered among 
Nazi and Hitler paraphernalia. Two local policemen were shot and killed after an armed 
shootout with Neo-Nazis inside a dilapidated factory building.” 

Below the front page headline article was another one covering another, 
albeit unrelated, group of terrorists. Accompanying the article were two 
photographs. The first photo depicted the rusty gates of a US Navy base near 
Italy’s Sardinia Island, closed off since end of the Bush 43 Presidency. The second 
photo was the intended target: Papal Basilica of St. Peter in the Vatican. Itahan 
Police Busted Al-Qaeda Terror Cell at Decommissioned US Navy Base, the headline read. 

“So, what is your point?” Horst mused. 

“There are reasons for me to suspect that you or someone close to you was 
involved in that incident,” Washington-Reich said. 

“Do you seriously think the whole National Socialist cause is still united after 
19452” Horst questioned. “Chances are, those ‘Neo-Nazis’ may have been with 
another group or organization unconnected to me and my family.” 

“Admit it,’ Washington-Reich spoke in a coercive tone. “One of your 
grandchildren had committed terrorist activities against the interests of the United 
States of America. The United States will retaliate against you, should you refuse 
to cooperate with us.” 

“My grandchildren have nothing to do with this,” Horst denied. “Where is 
your proof that one of my grandchildren was involved? Also, which one of my 
grandchildren are you accusing? I have eight grandchildren, while my second 
brother has only two, both of whom are twin siblings!” 

Washington-Reich smirked at the thought of Bruno and Ulrich Brotzman. 
“Pm willing to believe that it was Bruno and Hans-Ulrich. Tell me, where is your 
evidence that those two were not involved? Give me what I want, or face the 
consequences of your insolence!” 

Horst scoffed at him. “Do not be ridiculous in bringing such false and 
outrageous claims! Those two boys never got along with each other while they 
were growing up! What makes you believe that those two would even dare pulling 
off a heinous act of terrorism?” 

“Perhaps I should start by asking where the real Harold Brotzman is...,” 
Washington-Reich spoke, snickering at the thought of Harold crossdressing. 

KK 
(Five days later) 

There was a whole lot of activity within the walls of the Brotzman family’s 
countryside safehouse outside Magdeburg. In the odd hours of the night, Cousins 
Bruno and Ulrich, Duchess Perpetua, and Lady Ostara were all seated around the 
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kitchen table. Each had in their copies a set of documents pertaining to a 
proposed treaty called the ‘Anti-EuroGov Pact.’ The others had spent the past 
several minutes listening to Cousin Ulrich describe the ideology of the Second 
RPS and GACSS, ‘Radical Distributism’. 

Bruno smiled at Cousin Ulrich. “This ‘Radical Distributism’ of yours has the 
potential to appeal to wide numbers of people from a broad range of different 
ideologies. Think of all the people who’ll be attracted to this ideology, if expressed 
within the right parameters of thought: Social Democrats and Democratic 
Socialists; Centrists; Greens and Pirates; and certain strains of Progressivism, 
Anarchism, Traditionalism, Monarchism, and Nationalism.” He settled his copy of 
the Anti-EuroGov Pact on the table. “It’s brilliant!” 

“Danke sch6n, Cousin,” Ulrich thanked him. 

“What so many of these ideologies lack these days are strong leadership, an 
alluring vision, and a truly dedicated and committed base,” Perpetua chimed. “No 
wonder why none of them have been able to make any serious progress.” 

“And what those ideologies lacked, National Socialism already has, I am 
afraid.” Ostara cackled with a wolfish grin on her face. “The problem for National 
Socialism is because of the history associated with it. Radical Distributism, on the 
other hand, is a clean slate and a lot of people in the Catholic Church would like to 
see to it that Distributism in general remains a clean slate.” 

“For this reason, I suggest that the Monarchists behind Her Highness and the 
National Socialists behind my Cousin Bruno create separate political 
internationals, independent of the Distributist International.” Ulrich pulled out a 
fountain pen from his pocket whilst flipping through the pages of the treaty to the 
very last page. “We may have common interests, but that’s no excuse for 
forgetting that we still have our ideological differences.” 

The last page among each copy had a single dotted line. With his fountain 
pen, Cousin Ulrich signed the document under his full legal name. Perpetua and 
Ostara also signed their copies with separate fountain pens. Setting both his pen 
and his copy of the treaty aside on the table, Cousin Ulrich turned to Bruno. 
“Does anyone in your side of our family know any like-minded people?” he asked. 
“Pm surprised you wanted me of all people to help you, Cousin.” 

Bruno shook his head. “There’s an unfortunate problem, which is part of the 
reason I brought this treaty to you.” He signed his copy of the treaty. “You’d think 
out Opa’s name probably carries some serious weight within the WUNS (World 
Union of National Socialists) and NSDAP/AO (NSDAP Aufbau- und 
Auslandsorganisation, National Socialist German Workers  Party/Foreign 
Development Organization). Truth is: Opa has almost no sway over them.” 

“What are you talking about?” Ulrich pondered. 

“Y’m dead serious, Hans-Ulrich.” Bruno sighed, his hand wiping the sweat 
from his brow. “Those two National Socialist internationals have no idea that our 
family even exists, although they have some vague intuitions that we do. Haven’t 
you tealized that the National Socialist cause, unlike in the Otherworld, is still too 
fractured to become a viable political force again?” 
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“T didn’t know,’ Ulrich replied. “Outside Neudeutschland and _ the 
Otherworld, it’s difficult for me to tell.” 

“You should also understand that the cause was always divided into three 
political factions,’ Bruno continued. “Those factional differences may have not 
been obvious when the Fihrer was still around, but they never went away.” 

Ulrich nodded. “The Hitlerists, the Strasserists, and that third faction my 
family was a part of,” he recalled. “That third faction consisted of Prusso-German 
aristocrats, industrialists, military and political leaders, and various others.” He 
mumbled to himself. “What...happened to that third faction after 1945?” 

Bruno paid no attention to Ulrich’s quiet remark. “Whether the Fuhrer 
committed suicide or not, one thing is still certain. That suicide did not spell the 
end of the National Socialist cause; it only preserved the Fuhrer’s personality cult.” 

“Natirlich,’ Ostara lamented, “Your Cousin and I also suspect that some 
within these two internationals may not be as committed as we are, Hans-Ulrich. 
Some joined out of morbid curiosity, only to abandon the cause later. Some are 
possible traitors and infiltrators, while others joined for all the wrong reasons.” 

“And in addition,” Bruno added, “Our cause is still stuck in the fringes.” 

“Still, it just doesn’t seem right...” Ulrich glared at Duchess Perpetua. “What 
got you involved in all of this, Your Highness?” 

Perpetua smirked. “Pm glad you asked, Ulrich.” She crossed her arms and 
leaned back in her chair. “Let’s just say that, while I do not agree with your Cousin 
and Dame Ostara’s ideological views, I do share their animosity toward Pax 
Americana and the SGIEO. The House of Raynerson is Monarchist, pure and 
simple. It would be nice if I could create a Monarchist International that was not 
pro-British and still represented the interests of all of Europe’s Royal Houses.” 

“Ich verstebe I understand)...,” Ulrich muttered under his throat. 

“Why did you askr” Perpetua mused. 

Ulrich scratched an itch on his scalp. “I-I just...felt that...it would be quite 
foolish of me to not draw a line somewhere, separating myself from you, Your 
Highness, as well as my Cousin Bruno and Dame Ostara.” He stroked his chin. 
“Not sure about you three, but I bet that certain people would think poorly of me 
for signing that treaty. Harold, Halfrida, and Heinricka are just one among many.” 

“The others will understand in due time,” Bruno told him. “We must 
remember that we’re doing this as part of a ‘marriage of convenience’, where we 
have a lot to gain by pursuing a common goal.” He leaned forward to the edge of 
his seat and started patting on Ulrich’s shoulder. “Even so, we’re still Cousins after 
all,’ Bruno whispered into his ear. “We’re supposed to help each other, regardless 
of what our ideological views may be.” 

“Bruno...” Ulrich’s eyes darted across the room, as if he was searching for 
any listening devices planted by the German BfV. “I sincerely hope that you know 
what you are doing and have some good reasons to get the other side of your 
family and the House of Raynerson involved in this Anti-EuroGov Pact.” 

“Hans-Ulrich,” Bruno cried, “Just leave the problems to me! If anything 
happens, if people start asking questions, ’ll take full responsibility! Aes klar?” 
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KKK 
(Exght days later) 

Harold Brotzman’s true whereabouts became an open-ended question after 
he, Halfrida, and his Cousins Ulrich and Heinricka left Indonesia for the Federal 
Reserve. In his place were a dozen convincing doubles pretending to be the 
Ryanite State Chancellor. It also did not help that His Eminence, Cardinal Wolk of 
Philadelphia, became “Head of State’ for both the Second RPS and the later 
GACSS. He had taken on the alias of a blonde American girl named ‘Sophia 
Lockhart’, crossdressed as his twin sister, and started attending a K-12 all-girl 
Catholic school somewhere in Italy. Living a double life for the past month after 
his sudden disappearance, he kept a low profile and only met others at the 
Brotzman family safehouse outside Magdeburg. 

September 25 was one of those occasions, this occasion being with Cousin 
Bruno and Duchess Perpetua. Together, the three were seated around the kitchen 
table of the safehouse. On the table was Bruno’s twin Reshsrevolvers and Perpetua’s 
Tokarev TT-33, as well as signed documents for the ‘Anti-EuroGov Pact’. 

The Ryanite State Chancellor, crossdressing as his twin sister, was also 
dressed in the school uniform of his all-girl school: knee-length greenish-gray 
jumper dress over a white short-sleeve blouse and golden bowtie, a pair of 
matching white knee socks and brown loafers. His flaxen wig had braided pigtails 
tied with two golden ribbons. 

He placed his handgun, a Swiss handcrafted SIG Sauer P210, on the table, 
opposite of the Reshsrevovers and the TT-33. Featuring a silvery finish, this safety- 
less deluxe sports handgun featured a slide with decorative engravings of roses and 
thorny stems. Etched on a small space between the slide and the adjustable sights 
and trigger were the words ‘Rwhm und Ebre der Katholischen Ausbildung? (Fame and 
Honor to Catholic Education!). The grips had ornate and laminated icons of Ss. 
John Neumann and Elizabeth Ann Seton. 

“Cousin Harold,” Bruno addressed him, “Her Highness and I have a 
proposal that we believe the Ryanites should consider.” 

“What kind of plan?” Harold asked. 

“Bruno, Halfrida, and I are equally convinced that the EU/NATO has been 
in the works by the Duopoly long before 1945,” Perpetua elaborated. “We suspect 
that the EU/NATO and institutions such as the UN, IMF, World Bank, World 
Trade Organization and so on are serving only one purpose: to further the 
Democratic-Republican Duopoly and its Liberal International Economic Order. It 
was Britain’s Lord Hastings Ismay who once said that one of the goals behind 
NATO was ‘to keep the Russians out, the Americans in, and the Germans down.” 

“After the Underground’s discovery of the Otherworld, following the end of 
the Cold War, the Duopoly spent day and night plotting to take absolute control 
of the entire Anomaly trade!’ Bruno exclaimed. 

Perpetua nodded. “For Pax Americana and for Thomas Jefferson 
Washington-Reich, their goal is to help the Duopoly corner the Anomaly trade 
through a compliant and subservient Catholic School Underground,” she told 
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Harold. “They want to use the properties of the Anomalies, along with the 
untapped natural resources in the Otherworld, to perpetuate the LIEO’s reign on 
Earth and to stave off growing competition from Russia, China, and others.” 

“But why bring me and the Ryanites into this?” Harold questioned. “Why 
should my twin sister and I work alongside the two of you?” 

“You and Halfrida have both been a thorn on the side of Washington-Reich 
and the Duopoly ever since the NDC was overthrown back in June,” Perpetua 
warned. “The Duopoly in particular is asking Washington-Reich, given the 
Ryanites’ non-compliance with the SGIEO’s rules, to consider possible ‘regime 
change’. If that happens, GACSS may never become a reality for the Ryanites.” 

“The Second RPS will be overthrown and there is no doubt in our minds that 
Washington-Reich will go after me and Her Highness next,” Bruno said. “My Opa 
and Dame Ostara, Emperor Bernard and Empress Benita, Cardinal Wolk, and 
Howard Wolff may have their own separate plans. But all of them have talking 
lately and they realized that they all share the same concerns, doubts, and 
resentments regarding the Duopoly and the LIEO. The same can also be true for 
Pax Americana and the SGIEO at large.” 

“And all of them are also convinced that GACSS’ very existence is more than 
enough to deter the Duopoly and Pax Americana from monopolizing the entire 
Anomaly trade,” Perpetua added. “We may be individuals caught in an elaborate 
power game, but we cannot afford to allow the Duopoly to take over all the SSEs, 
the Dweller World, and the Otherworld in any future conflict.” 

“Tt would be like repeating the follies of the Second World War,” Bruno said. 

“Then where should we even begin?” Harold mused. 

“We should start by dealing with the ‘Model-EU/NATO,, the Collaborators, 
before going after the real EU/NATO,” Perpetua suggested. “Despite the Great 
Recession and the Eurozone Crisis, the real EU/NATO is too powerful for the 
Ryanites, the Underground, and the Conspiracy to challenge at the moment. It 
would be best that we dissolve them without resorting to a military invasion.” 

“Do not worry, Harold,’ Bruno grinned. “We will deal with Brussels later. 
For now, let’s concentrate on the Model-EU and Model-NATO first, and then we 
move on to the rest of the SGIEO from there.” 

Perpetua unfolded a large map of the entire European continent on the 
kitchen table. She handed Harold a magnifying glass from her handbag and 
directed his attention at the EU/NATO membetr-states, all of them also having 
memberships in the Model-EU/NATO of the SGIEO. “Bruno and I have 
persuaded your twin sister that we should pool our resources together and support 
their dissolution by backing the Eurosceptic student parties. These European 
youths, driven by our support, will go on to help the Eurosceptic parties 
throughout Europe in dissolving the real EU/NATO.” 

“A little of political subversion never hurt anyone,” Harold blurted. 

“We're also thinking about revisiting Germany’s role in the events of the last 
century,” Bruno spoke. “If the LIEO and all of its institutions are opposed to our 
interests, then the ‘German Question’ deserves to be revisited one more time.” 
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“Wouldn’t that lead to the problems that brought us the status quo?” 
Harold’s eyes narrowed, his arms crossed. “What are you even implying, Cousin?” 

“Think about it, Cousin Harold,’ Bruno replied. “Do you really think the 
EU/NATO, along with the current borders of Europe, is meant to exist until the 
end of time? Nowhere is it written that these borders and institutions are 
permanent. And, nein, my ideological preferences had nothing to do with this.” 

“T hope so...,” Harold grumbled. 

Bruno patted Harold’s back. “At the end of the day...” He looked straight 
into his eyes. “...We’re still Cousins and we’ve got to look after each other, 
regardless of what our ideological preferences are.” 

“Nobody said that the ‘Fourth Reich’ was forever destined to become a 
continuation of the “Third Reich,” Perpetua stressed. “That’s just what the 
Duopoly and others want everyone else to believe. The Fourth Reich could just as 
easily be a different ‘Reich’ altogether, its political personality distinct from the 
previous three. Forget all the propaganda about the ‘horrors of wat’; everything in 
politics is a power struggle, whether you know it or not, whether you like it or not. 
You must learn to understand this reality as State Chancellor, Harold, because you 
are going to be deciding the fate of the Real World by creating the GACSS.” 

“If you refuse to take part in all of this, other people such as Perpetua and I 
will decide for you,’ Bruno warned. “And you probably may not like what we 
have in store for Europe and the rest of the Real World.” 

“Besides,” Perpetua chimed, “Your twin sister has already agreed to help me, 
Bruno, and the others. Halfrida’s eager to hear what you have to on all of this.” 

“Then what other choice do I even have?” Harold retorted. “I’m in.” 

KK 
(One week Later) 

A matte-black Maserati Coupé sped on the far-left lane of the German 
Autobahn in eastern Germany, headlights shining beams of light at the empty road 
up ahead. On this lane, there was no speed limit. Overhead, dark gray clouds 
blotted out the moon and the nighttime sky. Heavy rain poured from the heavens. 

Behind the wheel of the luxurious Italian sports car, Bruno kept his eyes 
focused on the road. His hands tightened their grip around the leather steering 
wheel. I better not keep the Lovers and my Cousins waiting, he swore to himself. Bruno 
pressed his foot against the car’s accelerator. The engine revving, the vehicle 
throttled toward the post-War German-Polish border—the ‘Oder-Neibe Line’. 

Duchess Perpetua, riding in the front passenger seat beside his, held up a 
map of Poland with both hands. “ve been to Poland before.” She glanced at the 
highway routes into the country from neighboring Germany. “Have you?” 

“T have,” Bruno confessed. 

“You've been there before?” 

“Well, I was a little too young to remember.” 

“This is the first ’m hearing of this,” she opined. “When was this?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “I guess it was a decade ago, Your Highness. 
Even today, I still don’t know what I was doing there.” 


111 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 

“You don’t know?” 

“My Cousin Ulrich and I were both two years old back in those days.” 

“Pm sure you still have some vague memory of what happened.” 

“T wished I still remembered why.” 

“Perhaps we'll find out as soon as we reach the old town of ‘Neuadelburg?”’ 

The Maserati followed the road to a steel-framed bridge across the Oder 
River. A small coastal merchant vessel sailed along the river below the bridge. 
Neither Bruno nor Perpetua spotted it. Dense foliage from trees and brush along 
the road obscured the boat. Erected by the Polish and East Germans during the 
Cold War, the bridge was supposed to have connected two formerly Communist 
nations within the Warsaw Pact. Or so the people from the NATO alliance 
wanted to believe, for this bridge was once considered part of an aggressive East 
German wargame involving an invasion of Poland back in the late 1960s. 

The Italian sports car drove up the bridge, crossing the Oder River into 
neighboring Poland. The merchant vessel, passing the bridge below, continued 
upriver to the old city of Stettin (Szezecw in Polish) and the nearby Baltic Sea. 
Bruno, following Perpetua’s directions, navigated the highway and country roads 
to their final destination: Neuadelburg. 

Neuadelburg was left as a ghost town since the end of the Second World 
Wat. Most of the buildings were still standing after all these years, but a lot has 
changed since 1945. Everything, from personal belonging to furniture, was 
removed from the buildings after the local German population was expelled. The 
paint on the walls buildings faded, others had various pieces chipped off. Some of 
the walls were still riddled full of holes big and small. Unhinged doorframes left on 
the doorways after having been kicked down by advancing Soviet troops. Glass 
windows shattered, the shards still left on the windowsills and the adjacent floor. 

Yet for reasons unknown, nobody in all of Poland bothered to settle 
anywhere within the town during the Cold War years. Instead, Pax Americana 
paramilitaries and their Collaborator counterparts took over the town because of 
the town’s abandoned industrial parks. The factories belonged to the Brotzman 
family and their old armaments business, Adalbert Munitionenfabriken AG 
(Adalbert Munitions), and once a source of employment and income for the town. 

A lifetime or two ago, the factories churned out weapons, ammunition, and 
vehicles for the Prussian and later German armies. Tonight, however, they found 
new life as supply depots and workshops for Pax Americana and their German 
and Polish-aligned Collaborators. A neat constant repertoire of gunshot broke out 
throughout the town and within the walls of the adjacent industrial park. The 
gunfire was accompanied by the sounds of voices shouting in English, German, 
and Polish. The loud rumbles of thunder crackled overhead, followed by the brief 
flashes of lightning bolts that illuminated the violence engulfing the streets. The 
Brotzman family was fighting to retake the factories. 
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Chapter Twelve: Boycotting STANAG 
(Ryanite Chorus; Oct. 2-25, 2010) 


“Germany’s industry will regain its previous position: the markets in East and Southeast 
Europe, in Latin America and in Africa. China and the rest of Southeast Asia offer us a great 
future. There we can eliminate the British and Americans from competition, especially if we 
conduct our negotiations with the Soviets in a smart way. [...] [NATO members] will always be 
able to find an opportunity to evade their obligations by pointing out that the provocative behavior 
of the United States has foolishly brought about a conflict for which the Russians cannot be 
charged as the aggressor and, therefore, all contractual obligations to help become void.” 
-Madrtid Circular Letter, ca. September 1950, 
From ‘Germany Plots With the Kremlin’ 


fellow Anti-EuroGov Pact signatories after tonight’s raid on the old Adalbert 

Munitions industrial park. Since 1945, the Duopoly had spent the years 
afterward dictating how armaments industries should develop weapons through 
their clout over NATO. These actions allowed for the monopolization and 
consolidation of countless manufacturers. Corporate greed supplanted creativity, 
innovation, originality, and variety at the cost of sacrificing combat effectiveness. 
Refusing to conform, the Brotzman twins and others chose a ‘counterrevolution 
in military affairs’: a revival of Adalbert Munitions. For in final analysis, American 
military dominance was really just a fantasy, a bad assumption taken as actual fact. 

Rosalinde Karin Brotzman, Bruno’s younger sister and personal wingman as 
‘Reichsadler Two’, called out to Cousin Ulrich over their radios. “Try not to 
dawdle too much, Hans-Ulrich! We still don’t know if Herr Washington-Reich will 
be sending any hostile A-Wings after us or not!” 

“Ich hore dich (I hear you),” Ulrich replied. 

“He’s just not used to working as part of a squadron, Rosalinde,” Bruno said. 
“That goes double for the ideology that our whole squadron upholds.” 

Fabian Helmut Brotzman, another sibling of Bruno’s, snickered over the 
radio as ‘Reichsadler Three’. “How ironic for somebody named after Hans-Ulrich 
Rudel, whose experiences helped inspire the Amis’ A-10 Warthog!” he chuckled. 

Plaid Eminence, traveling alongside the A-Wings of Reichsadler Squadron, 
ruled the darkened skies above Neuadelburg. Like Cousin Bruno’s ‘Reichsadler 
One’, the other five A-Wings in Reichsadler Squadron also flew Fr101F-2s. The 
seven mercenary A-Wings were equipped with plasma cannons, laser machine 
guns, and separate racks of unguided bombs and rockets. 

Tonight, the opposition had yet to scramble any A-Wing interceptors. But in 
reality, Pax Americana simply lacked the necessary clearance to send any. Circling 
the town like vultures, Reichsadler Squadron and Plaid Eminence weaved through 
stray Stinger missiles and NATO machine gun rounds fired from the town below. 
The seven A-Wings were tasked with providing close air support for two friendly 
MAFYVs, Cousins Harold and Halfrida, and others accompanying them. 
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The two MAFVs leading the main force along the countryside toad to 
Neuadelburg were Duchess Perpetua’s Four Horsemen and Drusilla Price’s own 
MAFYV, a Maurice II/E1 that she had its name changed from ‘Prinzessin Renate’ to 
‘Dewy-Princess. Both MAFVs had a light machine gun bolted to a swivel mount on 
the cupolas of their turrets. Demy-Princess got a German MG34, while Four 
Horsemen received a Soviet PKM. After the Dewy-Princess and the Four Horsemen 
came a mixed contingent of matte-black and unmarked MAFVs from Christus 
Rex’s Little Flower Battalion. Ryanite paramilitaries and mercenaries from the 
Second RPS, clad in German military surplus fatigues, traveled behind the Little 
Flower Battalion in open-top Mercedes L3000S trucks. 

Riding on their rear engine hoods of the Dewy-Princess and Four Horsemen were 
the Brotzman twins and their growing band of followers and veterans from the 
Rosy War. Atop the Dewy-Princess, Harold manned the swivel-mounted MG34. He 
shared space with five other people: Halfrida’s boyfriend Chandler Daniel 
Martinsen; Ryanite Jackbooters Lance Jansen and Hannelore Bauer; Cousin 
Heinricka; and fifteen year Anthony ‘Action Andy Accardo, a former 
Underground soldier, turned mercenaty. 

Halfrida manned the PKM atop the cupola of the Four Horsemen, also sharing 
the rear engine hood with five other followers. Three were trusted friends of her 
and Harold’s pen pals: Marcus McAlister, childhood friend of Chandler; Victor 
Gordon, close cousin of Domestic Autarky Minister Gregory Gordon; and Francis 
Leblanc, an associate of Lance Jansen and Hannelore Bauer. The other two were 
the ‘Lovers’—Walther Tristan Schaffer and Isolde Erika Erhardt, the Brotzman 
Cousins’ godparents. Like most Remnants from Otherworld’s Neudeutschland, 
Walther and Isolde had the appearance and dexterity of teenagers like the others, 
even though were born in Weimar Germany in 1928. 

Cousin Bruno sighed over the radio. “Mein Gott (My God), is our narrator, 
‘Fake News’, done with all this fucking info-dumping? It’s giving me a headache!” 

Giggling, Halfrida picked up her radio handset from a satchel attached to her 
field webbing. “Get used to it, Cousin!” 

Purther up the road, armed platoons of Pax Americana’s ‘Minutemen’ had 
fortified themselves at several defensive positions at the town’s perimeter. The 
road into the town was cordoned off with a row of portable Bremer walls. Two 
long trenches were dug on opposite sides of the road, their walls reinforced with 
sandbags, their floors covered with dirty wooden boards. Both trenches had a 
single pillbox made of ditt and wood, the pillboxes housing an M2 Browning 
heavy machine gun chambered 12.7mm NATO. 

Behind the trenches and pillboxes, more Minutemen were garrisoned inside 
the nearby buildings. Several M240 light machine guns posted behind a few 
windows, others positioned behind balconies on the rooftops. In the center of the 
town, red flares flew upward from the grounds of the old industrial plank. Gunfire 


and explosions soon broke out. 
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True to their origins as agents of the Duopoly’s will within the SGIEO, Pax 
Americana’s Minutemen and their allied Collaborators conformed to the 
armaments standards set aside by NATO. These same standards also applied for 
their choices of both A-Wings and MAFVs. For MAFVs, the Minutemen relied on 
a ‘Universal Assault MAFV’ called the Dwight Eisenhower DE-3, based on a joint 
American-British experimental tank design called the ‘Assault Tank T-14. 
Appearance-wise, the DE-3 resembled the American World War II-era Sherman 
tank, but with an angular chassis similar to the Soviet T-34 or German Panther. 

Three of these DE-3s were protecting the sealed entranceway gates into the 
Adalbert Munitions industrial park. They pelted advancing Ryanite mercenaries 
and paramilitaries in the streets in front of them with laser machine gun beams. 
Their combined firepower forced all of them to seek cover in the nearby buildings. 
The coaxial turrets of these monstrosities rotated and adjusted their cannon’s 
trajectory, firing violet plasma bolts at the Ryanite-held buildings. 

The Dewy-Princess, Four Horsemen and the rest of Little Flower Battalion had 
yet to catch up with them. Several dozen yards away, the Brotzman twins, along 
with Chandler, Lance, Hannelore, Francis, Heinricka, and Victor were ducking 
under a short stone wall around a courtyard overlooking the industrial park. As 
dozens of bullets in various calibers whirled over their heads, they each took their 
turns exchanging shots with the Minutemen garrisoning the nearby buildings. 
Most of their shots missed. 

Lance reloaded his G43 semi-auto rifle, inserting ten rounds into the 
chamber by hand. Francis Leblanc and Victor Gordon swapped magazines on his 
MP28 submachine gun. Cousin Heinricka sprayed a Thompson M1928 
submachine gun, emptying one drum magazine after another. 

“State Chancellor,” Hannelore shouted, changing the magazines on an M14 
rifle, “We're going to be here all night unless your evil Cousins decide to help us!” 

“Ulrich is not a wicked boy, Hannelore!” Heinricka scolded her. 

“T know,” Hannelore replied, “But who else do you think I was referring to?” 

Halfrida pulled out her two-way radio handset from her satchel. “Dear 
brother,” Halfrida cried. 

Harold turned towards her. “What do you need, sis?” 

“Contact Cousin Ulrich!” Halfrida slid her handset across the smooth stone 
floor. She watched her brother grab the radio and speak into it. 

“Plaid Eminence, this is Wise Man,” Harold screamed, “Where the hell are 
your Renate and I need some air support at our position!” 

Instead of hearing Ulrich’s voice, Harold heard Bruno’s. “Let him be, Wise 
Man,” he told him. “He’s busy helping Four Horsemen and Dewy-Princess.” 

Descending hundreds of feet overhead, Cousin Bruno and Reichsadler 
Squadron strafed the enemy DE-3s with plasma bolts and unguided bombs and 
rockets. The rockets ripped through the armor of the DE-3s, the plasma bolts 
burning and frying the onboard electronics inside the hull. All three DE-3s were 
set ablaze, just as the bombs were landing on the roofs of nearby buildings, the 
explosions blowing apart anyone and anything unfortunate to still be inside. 
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Behind the courtyard overlooking the industrial park, in an adjacent three- 
story building, Anthony Accardo was crouched behind a window inside a 
refurbished office. He was peering through a pair of binoculars, having spent the 
past several minutes watching the recent carnage unfold. “Mr. Schaffer, Ms. 
Erhardt, think you two could do me and the State Chancellor a personal favor?” 
he called out to the Lovers. 

The Lovers were standing behind a separate window on the other side of the 
office. Neither of them heard Accardo. 

Accardo raised his voice. “Walther, Isolde, I need you two over here now!” 

This time, the Lovers overheard him. Walther and Isolde crept away from 
their window. They plodded across the office to Accardo’s window and hovered 
behind him. “Got something for us, Herr Accardo?” Isolde said to him. 

“Damn right, Ms. Erhardt!” Putting his binoculars back in his satchel, 
Accardo looked away from the window. He pointed at the tall and sturdy steel- 
frame gates beyond the three knocked-out DE-3s. “With those pseudo-MAFVs 
gone and the Minutemen’s numbers dwindling, the others and I would like if you 
and your husband could carry this box to the gate for us.” 

Turning away from the window, Accardo tapped his hand on the lid of a 
wooden box resting on a desk lining the wall between the two windows. The 
Lovers glanced at the box. “There should be enough Semtex inside to crack that 
gate open,” Accardo told them. 

“What do you want us to do with it?” Walther asked. 

“Blow the gates open,” Accardo answered. “Think you can do it?” 

Walther left his MP40 submachine gun behind on the desk beside him and 
Isolde. “Kein problem (No problem).” He took a second to crack his knuckles. 

Isolde, casting aside her own MP40, brandished her trusty Mauser C96 
handgun. “Wir sind bereit (We're ready).” 

The Lovers each had one hand wrapped around the metal handles of the 
wooden box packed with Semtex. They grabbed it from the desk and carried it out 
of the office. Watching them leave, Accardo grimaced and chortled with his eyes 
shut and his arms folded. “You two never cease to amaze me and Chandler.” 

Outside, Walther and Isolde dashed through the doorway connecting the 
building to the courtyard below. The Brotzman twins and the others were too 
preoccupied to notice their appearance in the courtyard. Ignoring them, the 
Lovers climbed over an unobstructed section of a short stone wall surrounding the 
courtyard and ran across the cobblestone road to the entrance gates of the 
industrial park. They proceeded around the destroyed DE-3s now blocking the 
middle of the road and rushed toward the gates. 

Bullets whizzed around them from all directions, with the Brotzman twins 
and everyone else covering the Lovers, and the Minutemen shooting back at them. 
The Lovers reached the foot of the gates unscathed, their upper arms pummeling 
against the gates. The wooden box they carried pounded against the gates’ thick 
steel frame. The gate refused to budge. Taking a moment to catch their breaths, 
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the Lovers nodded at each other’s heads and dropped the wooden box on the 
ground between their feet. 

“Watch my back,” Isolde hollered at her husband. 

Stray bullets ricocheted against the steel gates. “Mach schnell (Hurry up)!” 
Walther cried. He reached for his nickel-plated Colt 1911 pistol holstered on his 
hip and took aim at one of the Minutemen firing potshots at him and his wife 
from the rooftop of a nearby building. He emptied an entire magazine, ejected and 
replaced it with another one, and continued shooting. 

Isolde, crouching behind her husband’s back, opened the wooden lip on the 
top of the box. Inside were the Semtex charges, the explosives wired to an old, 
off-the-shelf analog clock improvising as a timer. 

Without warning, a lone M67 hand grenade from one of the Minutemen 
rolled toward her feet. The grenade was getting a little warm. Walther spotted the 
grenade and kicked it away from him and his wife. The M67 traveled a couple 
yatds across the cobblestone before exploding in midair, scattering small pieces of 
shrapnel all around. None of the shrapnel was anywhere close to the Lovers. 

“Are you almost done?” Walther shouted over the loud gunfire. 

“Give me a few more seconds.” Rigging the Semtex, Isolde set the timer to 
detonate the explosives in fifteen seconds. The analog clock began to tick-tock. 
“It’s ready to blow!” She screamed at her husband and stood upright again. 

The Lovers hurried as fast as they could away from the foot of the gates. 
They went back to the courtyard across from the industrial park entrance, scaled 
over a section of the stone wall between Harold and Halfrida, and ducked their 
heads under the wall. The Brotzman twins and the others did the same. 

Back at the gates, the analog clock dinged its bell repeatedly for three seconds 
before detonating the box of Semtex. A decent-sized explosion blew the gates off 
their hinges, leaving a big gap where the gates once stood. 

The gates now destroyed, Four Horsemen and Dewy-Princess resumed theit 
advance. They rammed straight into the burning DE-3s, their multi-ton hulls 
brushing the chassis to the side with ease. Demwy-Princess, its gasoline engine revving, 
throttled into the industrial park. The Four Horsemen followed in its wake, the 
Brotzman twins, the Lovers, and the others racing after it and the Dewy-Princess. A 
rapid, yet brief crescendo of gunfire broke out within the industrial park’s walls as 
the remaining stragglers made their last stand inside the foreman’s office not too 
far away from the destroyed gates. 

2K 
(Five days later) 

At some point during the following week, the Brotzman twins and the Lovers 
explored the Adalbert Munitions industrial park and did an inventory check. The 
nearby dilapidated warehouses of the old Adalbert Munitions industrial zone had 
been refurbished as armories containing arsenals of American and NATO 
weapons. Pax Americana and their Collaborators stockpiled scores of handguns, 
shotguns, submachine guns, assault rifles, sniper rifles, anti-material and recoilless 
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rifles, light machine guns, and American-made grenades and landmines. Each and 
every warehouse had stacks of metallic ammo boxes filled with NATO rounds. 

Larger, heavier ordnance such as mortars, TOW and SAM missile launchers, 
howitzers and field and rocket artillery pieces, and more were found inside the old 
workshop buildings. The adjacent loading yards were converted into motor pools 
for a handful of MAFVs and various armored cars and trucks. Altogether, there 
was enough firepower for every Third World nation on Earth. 

At the garage entrance of ‘Warehouse 10’, Harold stood by the entranceway 
and stopped Halfrida and the Lovers from going any further inside. “Wait, before 
you guys go, I must say something.” 

Walther turned around and faced Harold. “Was ist los (What’s going on)?” 

“Just give me a second, Walther,” Harold said. From his handbag, he took 
out four individual bullets and held two on each hand. Clutched in his right hand 
were a 5.56mm NATO and a 7.62mm NATO. The other hand wielded two similar 
rounds: a .223 Remington and a .308 Winchester. All four bullets in both hands 
were about as American as the Declaration of Independence and the US 
Constitution. “Is it just me or are these four bullets too similar to each other?” 

Isolde spoke before her husband or even Halfrida could. “Ja und nein, 
Harold,” she told her crossdressing godson. “The 5.56mm NATO and _ .223 
Remington, along with 7.62mm NATO and .308 Winchester, are identical to each 
other appearance wise. However, their interior makeup such as their rifling angles 
differs in a few certain ways.” 

“My dear brother is probably wondering whether you could, for instance, 
shoot .233 Remington or not with an H&K G36 assault rifle,’ Halfrida opined. 
“To be fair, the miniscule differences between the two NATO rounds and the 
Remington and Winchester rounds aren’t that huge.” 

“So the bullets are technically interchangeable, sis?” Harold pondered. “Can 
you use .223 Remington instead of 5.56mm NATO on a G36?” 

Halfrida, grinning, nodded her head in reply. “In theory, you should be able 
to, thanks to NATO’s ‘STANAG?’ (Gtandardization Agreement).” 

“Never heard of it,” Harold quipped. 

The Brotzman twins continued chatting at the warehouse’s garage door. His 
twin godchildren’s attention diverted from the inventory check, Walther shook his 
head in dismay. “Let them be, Isolde,’ he whispered to her. “We have other 
matters to deal with.” 

“T agree,” Isolde replied. “Lead the way.” 

The Lovers walked away and proceeded further into the building, leaving 
Harold and Halfrida behind at the garage entranceway. They disappeared behind a 
stack of wooden crates. Meanwhile, the Brotzman twins continued talking about 
military-industrial history. 

“The NATO alliance, like the Warsaw Pact, wanted to develop a universal 
rifle and ammunition for every aligned army,” Halfrida said. “The British, unlike 
the Americans, Germans, and Soviets, lagged behind in small arms design. Since 
they wanted a rifle to replace the old Lee-Enfield bolt action rifle from World War 
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I, Britain could have gotten the EM-2 with its own ammunition. However, an 
arms race between them and the Duopoly complicated matters.” 

“Worse, Winston Churchill and the Tories were against the Labor Party and 
their backing of the EM-2. This was because the EM-2 failed to meet the 
standards as dictated by the STANAG. They needed to get the approval of the 
rest of the NATO bloc.” 

“That was the reason why the British rejected the EM-2 and opted instead 
for the Belgian FN FAL assault rifle?” 

Halfrida nodded. “Yes, dear brother.” 

“So what’s this STANAG about, anyway?” 

“STANAG revolves around the premise that all armies aligned with the 
Duopoly and its LIEO should share the same weapons, ammunition, and military- 
industrial standards. In theory, logistics would become simpler and thus easier to 
coordinate. But that’s just what NATO wants everyone to assume, for things are a 
lot more complicated than that.” 

Why do I get the feeling that SLANAG has another ulterior purpose? Harold thought. 

“In practice,” Halfrida continued, “It just means that most of the nations in 
the military alliance are forced to rely on the same weapons manufactured by a few 
nations like Germany and the United States. And not only that, the armaments 
industries throughout the West today are now collectivized and controlled by a 
few powerful military-industrial companies.” 

“T figured as much,” Harold chortled. “I always wondered why so many of 
the Fatherland’s arms manufacturers started cannibalizing each other after 1945.” 

“But ask yourself this question: was all of that necessary?” Halfrida asked. 

Harold paused for a few moments. The first Tenet of Radical Distributism 
had become apparent to him. Historically, the German armaments industry 
employed the Mitbestimmung ¢ Mittelstand (Economic Right-to-Codetermination & 
Small-to-Medium Enterprises’) systems. In spite of the Holocaust and the Nazis, 
both systems were never exclusive to Nazi Germany; Weimar Germany, West 
Germany, and modern Germany all employed them as well, with East Germany 
being the actual exception. 

Under those systems, entire industries consisted of thousands of small and 
medium-sized firms, followed by hundreds of larger firms, with dozens of well- 
known corporations acting as the flagships of their respective industries. The 
corporations in particular boasted workers’ representation through Befriebsrat 
(Workers’ Councils) and even state-ownership. 

For Halfrida, Globalization, STANAG, and other trends associated with the 
US-led international order were all dampening the benefits of those two systems. 
She took a deep breath and sighed. “You do know what I mean, don’t you?” 

“T do understand where you are coming from, sis.” He spent the next several 
minutes recalling some of the major armaments manufacturers prior to 1945. 

Before H&K, the German armed forces had Mauser, Walther, Rheinmetall- 
Borsig, Dreyse, Hugo Schneider, ERMA, Ziegenhahn & Diem, Herbert Schmidt 
Ostheim, Simson, Deutsche Werke, BLM, Merkel GmbH, Steyr, and countless 
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others. Some of the lesser-known firms were Prussian ones dating as far back as 
the 18 century. Others remained unknown to most non-Germans, World War 
history buffs, and gun enthusiasts. 

Before French-German KNDS (KMW-+Nexter Defense Systems), the 
German armed forces had a wide number of automotive manufacturers to choose 
from. There was Daimler and Mercedes-Benz, Audi, Porsche, BMW, Volkswagen, 
Opel, MAN, Rheinmetall-Borsig, and Steyr. And then there was also Krupp, 
MNH GmbH, Ziindapp, FAMO, Hanomag, DEMAG, Henschel & Sohn, NSU, 
Nibelungenwerke, Alkett, and so many other lesser-known ones. 

The same was also true for aircraft. Before Airbus Deutschland and British- 
German-Italian Panavia, they had Messerschmitt, Kurt Tank, Focke-Wulf and 
Focke-Angelis, Heinkel, Dornier, Arado, Henschel & Sohn, Fieseler, Blohm & 
Voss, Albatross, Junkers, Klemm GmbH, the Horton brothers, and others. 

Halfrida glared at him. “Are you still thinking what I’m thinking?” 

“Sort of,” Harold answered. “I mean, I know for a fact that similar cases 
were also true for the Allied Powers as well during that War. But did the Cold War 
cause the fall of these companies, or was it really STANAG?” 

She sighed. “The innovative and creative spirit among the armaments 
industries, which thrived between the two World Wars, died when the Cold War 
came. It’s still like that under STANAG.” A few tears fell out of her eyes and 
rolled down her cheeks. Halfrida, sniffling, wiped the tears away with her wrists. 

Harold cocked his head to the side. “Are you crying?” 

“No, I’m just feeling a little sad,” she whimpered. “This collectivization of 
armaments makers throughout the West, under the Duopoly’s EU/NATO, is 
unethical and immoral to me as a Roman Catholic. It is irreconcilable to me as a 
German, and it also goes contrary to me as a Radical Distributist.” 

“In short,” Halfrida lamented, “This is Dwight Eisenhower’s ‘Chance for 
Peace’ speech with a German context.” She wiped more of the tears rolling down 
her cheeks. In a somber voice, she spoke: “Every gun that is made, every warship 
launched, every rocket fired signifies, in the final sense, a theft from those who 
hunger and are not fed, those who are cold and are not clothed.” 

“Wouldn’t you say the same thing for the Fatherland’s armaments industries 
before 1945?” Harold questioned. “I mean, some of those German armaments 
makers got their hands ditty during the Holocaust.” 

“Of course, I understand, but how do we tolerate one set of evils replacing 
another?” Halfrida responded. “Aren’t these not degrees of difference?” 

“T see...,” Harold muttered. 

“Weapons should always be made with both meaningful love and purpose,” 
Halfrida elaborated. “They should always be designed with innovation, creativity, 
and artistic intent. Inefficient and poorly-designed weapons are wasteful and must 
be seen as a disgrace to the laborers who toiled to create them.” 

“And the armaments industries of the West shouldn’t have to abide by 
STANAG as if it was literally the Catechism of the Catholic Church,’ Harold chimed. 
“Tt does make sense to me why all the EU/NATO member-states refused to let 
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their armies rely exclusively on the FN FAL rifle. Why not go a step further and 
apply that same mindset on the 5.56mm and 7.62mm NATO rounds?” 

She stared into her brother’s eyes. “Yeah, and remember, this is no different 
than what the Warsaw Pact also did during the Cold War. The Soviets also wanted 
to have every army within the Warsaw Pact rely on the same weapon designs and 
use similar ammunition. Why do you think the Kalashnikov has so many bad 
imitations throughout Eastern Europe and elsewhere even after the Cold War?” 

“The design itself was proven to be a reliable one,’ Harold said. “But 
regardless, I can see where you are coming from, sis.” He scratched his forehead. 
“Does everyone have to rely on the same weapon designs? Can we at least have 
some variety and originality, just as our family and others were doing during the 
War? Why is every assault rifle copying the StG44 rifleP Who’s to say every 
manufacturer out there is incapable of developing a radically different design, and 
yet imbued with the same revolutionary spirit that the StG44 embodied?” 

“T know,” Halfrida cooed. “Why should NATO member-states equip their 
armies with the same equipment with the same design flaws? What happens if 
something fielded by Russia or China render a commonly-shared NATO weapon 
ineffective or obsolete?” She giggled. “Who’s to say you can’t have fun in war?” 

The twins spoke together in unison. “For war is politics and politics is war.” 

2 KK 
(Seventeen days later) 

Pax Americana and their Collaborators failed to pay any attention to the 
Brotzman Cousins and their peers’ recent exploit in Poland. Instead of retaliating, 
the Duopoly compelled Pax Americana to invest more of their efforts on more 
pressing and immediate problems. Shore up financial and economic defenses at 
home. Support the rest of the Duopoly’s efforts against various state-actors and 
non-state actors of concern. Washington-Reich agreed to those terms. 

In the closed doors of a darkened, smoke-filled planning room across from 
his Brussels office, Washington-Reich gathered his closest aides and generals at a 
long boardroom table. A lighting fixture, suspended from ceiling, brightened up a 
global map of Earth on the table. Hovering around him were his top generals, all 
of them Clancyites. Everyone else presided around them and Washington-Reich. 

Donning a pair of reading glasses, Washington-Reich studied the map. His 
hands pressed against the table, an elbow resting beside a tin box of wax pencils. 
“Where’s my...?” he called out. Before he finished the rest of his sentence, 
somebody else in the room handed him his magnifying glass. “...thank you,” 
Washington-Reich said, looking into the magnifying glass through one eye. 

Various proposed plans and future operations were drawn on the map with 
blue wax pencils. Brief glimpses were paid to several nations hostile to US 
interests: Cuba, Venezuela, Ukraine, Belarus, Russia, North Korea, and China. 

One particular nation, Pakistan, had a sticky note suggesting that the 
Duopoly was getting close to uncovering Osama Bin Laden’s whereabouts. Talk to 
the military officers near Abbottabad and see what comes up, the note read. 
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In the Middle Eastern and North African portions of the map, several plans 
had been drawn for almost every nation within both regions. No longer will any 
nation throughout the entire Muslim world be allowed to exist either unaligned or 
hostile to US interests. All shall be toppled like Cold War-era dominoes, their 
governments to be replaced with more pro-US ones. Key targets were Libya, 
Egypt, Yemen, Syria, and Iran. Opportunities to empower and expand the 
influences of Saudi Arabia and Israel in both regions authorized. 
Washington-Reich cracked a smile and cackled. “Gentlemen,” he declared to 
his generals and aides, “An Arab Spring is upon us!” 
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Chapter Thirteen: Organisation-Viktor-Grinbaum 


(Ryanite Chorus; Oct. 30-Nov. 6, 2010) 


“We must not let ourselves become befogged by Washington’s stupid and meaningless slogans 
about [American Exceptionalism.] [T]he babbling about [their] democracy and so-called ‘free 
enterprise’ is such nonsense that we need not squander a single moment in refuting this American 
propaganda swindle. [...] The mystical element and the religious tradition embodied in the 
concept of the Reich sparks our political mission and [it] is especially attractive within the 
Catholic world. [...] [While] we are powerless at present, we have nonetheless never permitted 
ourselves to be disarmed spiritually and scientifically. [...] It is the German spirit that creates 
modern weapons and that will bring surprising changes in the present relationship of forces.” 
-Madtid Circular Letter, ca. September 1950, 
From ‘Germany Plots With the Kremlin’ 


quavered in terror at 8:00AM, on the morning before October 31—‘All Saints 

Eve’. Ryanites in the Second RPS and former RPS territories popped French 
Champagne bottles and raised cold glasses of German Schnapps to the patron 
saints of Catholic education. They unfurled their Ryanite Republic ensigns and 
took to the streets of America, marching in pre-arranged Eucharistic processions 
presided by pro-GACSS Catholic priests. 

8:01AM. American Catholic news outlets, from local Diocesan papers to 
Mother Angelica’s own EWTN (Eternal Word Television Network), stopped their 
presses. Elderly nuns and monks fainted. Seminarians, postulants, priests, deacons, 
and monsignors shrieked. 

8:05AM. Almost every American bishop, atchbishop, and cardinal in the 
USCCB (United States Conference of Catholic Bishops) spilled their coffee and 
squealed at what His Eminence, Cardinal Wolk of Philadelphia, said recently. Of 
course, the Ryanite reaction to their ‘Head of State’ was predictable, but what got 
the rest of Catholic America spooked? 

Answer: Thirty minutes earlier, at 7:30AM, Cardinal Wolk officially 
announced an undying, vocal support for ‘Anti-Americanism’—a growing Ryanite- 
led political movement against the Heresy of ‘Americanism’. His Eminence 
reminded American Catholics that Pope Leo XIII’s warnings in Longinqua Oceani 
and Testem Benevolentiae Nostrae still apply in 21st century America and even beyond. 
That it is still corrupting the political, religious, economic, cultural and spiritual 
outlook of entire generations of American Catholics. 

8:10AM. To the Brotzman twins, Anti-Americanism meant opposing the 
Duopoly and the many political issues that it has deliberately left unaddressed 
since the days of the Founding Fathers. Hearing the news, Harold and Halfrida 
sent letters to their family, friends, business associates, and others who had 
nothing to gain from working with the Duopoly. In it, the twins wrote: 

‘This heresy must never be conflated or even be confused with any perceived vehement hatred 
of average, everyday Americans. The Duopoly has prevented American Catholics from truly 
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upholding their own political interests, forcing them to side nith either the Republicans or the 
Democrats. It has worked to obstruct American Catholes from applhing Church teaching in 
public policy, with Thomas Jefferson’s ‘Separation of Church and State’ interpretation of the 
First Amendment as the pretext. It has empowered the predominant Protestant and secular 
cultures to downplay, ridicule, and even subvert Catholic America for their own political ends. 

By manipulating both cultures, the Duopoly has subverted and undermined Catholic 
America’s willingness to work together, recognize the importance of religious life and the 
priesthood, the need to uphold key Church teachings and even the pursuit of a meaningful 
spiritual life. Its economic policies in the past century alone have led to the destruction of Catholic 
families and the economic livelihoods of entire ethnic communities of American Catholics.’ 

8:12AM. As expected, Pax Americana hated Cardinal Wolk’s declarations. 
The Clancyites’ paranoia surged, jumping to conclusions, and accusing His 
Eminence of treason. They had no choice. They just had to warn Washington- 
Reich of all people about this sudden political overture. 

8:15AM. Washington-Reich sent an unfriendly telephone call to the State 
Chancellery, warning that he will start a war against the Ryanites unless they 
condemn Cardinal Wolk for simply continuing what was once upheld by countless 
generations of American Catholics. The Ryanites refused. 

8:30AM. Duopoly-Ryanite tensions was growing as high as the Cuban Missile 
Crisis and the 9/11 Attacks. Washington-Reich called the State Chancellery again, 
demanding that if the Ryanites do not condemn Cardinal Wolk, Pax Americana 
will be declaring war in the next thirty minutes. Again, the Ryanites refused. 

9:00AM. The Ryanites soon braced for the inevitable war that never came. 
At the last minute, Horst Brotzman, Cousins Bruno and Ulrich, Howard Wolff, 
Lady Ostara, Duchess Perpetua, Emperor Bernard and Empress Benita intervened 
on Harold and Halfrida’s behalf. All fears of that coming war soon diminished, as 
the rest of Catholic America returned to its usual Saturday morning routines. 

2 KK 
(One week later) 

The ‘Americanist’? Heresy, the ‘American Dream’, the ‘Melting Pot’, and 
‘Americanization’ all stemmed from the same ideology shared by the Duopoly, 
Pax Americana, and some of the Founding Fathers: American Exceptionalism. 
Four concepts based on a romanticized, yet unrealistic fantasy about 19% and 20% 
century immigration from the Catholic world. The fantasy began like the ending 
montage in Martin Scorsese’s film, Gangs of New York, except everything appeared 
grainy and black and white, the Twin Towers of the World Trade Center still 
standing, and the Brotzman twins and the Ostara Conspiracy nowhere to be seen. 

A dense mist-shrouded fog pervaded the air around the Lower New York 
Bay before the sun roused her rosy fingers on November 6. The waters had 
calmed down after last night witnessed the crashing rocky waves of a recent 
northeaster along the shorelines of nearby Long Island. A large European 
passenger boat carried hundreds of Europeans, crammed into tight living quarters 
like the sardines packed inside a tin can. The boat sailed the choppy waters of the 
Atlantic and ventured full-speed ahead into the Lower New York Bay. 
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Up ahead, the Verrazano-Narrows Bridge stood tall and bright beyond the 
thinning veil of fog, connecting the Brooklyn and Staten Island Boroughs. Endless 
columns of cats, taxi cabs, travel buses, and delivery trucks drove across the bridge 
from opposite directions. The passenger boat passed beneath the bridge and 
entered the waters of the Upper New York Bay. 

Traveling along the border separating New York State and New Jersey, all the 
usual sights greeted the passenger boat. Like the ones who came before them, the 
Europeans aboard the boat saw the Brooklyn Bridge, the Statue of Liberty, the 
detention center and POW camp on Ellis Island, and the ghostly apparitions of 
the Twin Towers free-falling and dematerializing behind thick puffs of smoke. 

The grainy, black and white footage soon faded back to color, the fantasy 
shattering into a million pieces of broken glass shards. The truth was still 
somewhere between the propaganda and the conspiracy theory. The passenger 
boat was just the Spectre, the Shido family-owned superyacht that carried the 
Brotzman twins from Japan to Indonesia and back. 

Cousins Ulrich and Bruno, Duchess Perpetua, and Lady Ostara bantered on 
the wooden observation deck at the bow. All four were seated in separate foldable 
beach chairs that they took from one of the cargo holds in the lower decks. 
Separating the boys from the girls was a small wooden table, a filled wineglass and 
a half-full glass bottle of Hungarian Tokaji wine resting on the table. 

“Greed,” Bruno blurted, “...As one Duopoly Apparatchik once declared 
during the Reagan Revolution...‘is good. Greed is right. Greed works.” 

“Isn’t...that a line from an American Eighties movie?” Perpetua voiced. 

Ostara chortled. “You did not understand the reference, Your Highness...?” 
she muttered under her throat. “At least I did...” 

“Ja, Wall Street,” Ulrich told Perpetua. 

“Huhe” Perpetua looked away from the Statue of Liberty and eyed Ulrich. 
“What about Wall Street?” 

“You were asking if my Cousin Bruno was quoting a line from an American 
Eighties movie,” Ulrich clarified. “It comes from the 1987 movie, Wal! Street.” 

“But you have to admit, Hans-Ulrich...” Bruno was busy studying the pages 
of an old, yet well-preserved copy of The Greater Britain, a book by BUF (British 
Union of Fascists) leader Sir Oswald Mosley. “Our family’s hatred of Capitalism is 
on the same level as Bolshevism. You and I should manipulate people on Wall 
Street. Turn them into compliant Kuech¢e (servants) for our own ideological goals.” 

“Ts that even possible?” Ulrich pondered. 

“Ask your Cousin Heinricka...,’ Ostara whispered into Ulrich’s ear. “You 
can get a lot done with unused cyberweapons and malware from the Rosy War.” 

Grabbing a highlighter from his pocket, Bruno marked a thought-provoking 
passage within one of the pages of The Greater Britain in bright yellow. He chuckled 
as he read the highlighted passage aloud. ““America made a god of unregulated anarchy in 
private enterprise. This, she falsely believed, was the only alternative to Socialism. Both in her 
success and in her failure, in her dizzy prosperity and in her cataclysmic depression, there is an 
instructive lesson. Throughout the boom she achieved, on a basis purely temporary, what 
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organized planning and Corporate institutions can set on a permanent footing. The very energy of 
American Libertarianism is the best argument for Fascist institutions.” 

Perpetua, grimacing, clapped her hands. “And if I may add to that, so-called 
‘American Libertarianism’—perhaps better known as ‘Right-Libertarianism’—can 
even be a perfect argument for propping up a true, honest-to-God American 
Monarchy. Perhaps I should inform my father, Imperial Lord Hugh, and my 
trusted uncle, His Greatness, Emperor Bernard, about sending our spies to 
infiltrate these Right-Libertarian outfits talking smack about Distributism lately?” 

“Bitte (Please), Your Highness,” Ulrich pleaded with his hands clasped. 
“Those think tanks are nothing more than a collective Idiotenclub (Club of Idiots) 
who never stop deceiving themselves with their own foolish nonsense!” 

“Who said you didn’t have my backing on this?” Perpetua quipped. “I’m in!” 

“Ei..., Wunderbar (Wonderful)! Ulrich made a sign of the cross, clasped his 
hands, and breathed a sigh of relief. “A Catholic Monarchist such yourself, Your 
Highness, is all the proof Josef Stalin would have needed in refuting American 
‘Communist’ Jay Lovestone’s claim that American Exceptionalism prevents all 
possibilities for a Communist takeover the United States.” 

“Libertarian arguments against Radical Distributism are no more or less 
convincing than the equally pathetic ones against National Socialism,’ Ostara 
snorted. Crossing her legs, she reached for the glass of fine Tokaji resting on the 
small table in between the four beach chairs. “But there is a lesson to be learned 
here: it always helps to manipulate an ideological rival into doing your bidding.” 

Somehow, Ostara’s words got Perpetua thinking about Ronald Reagan all of 
a sudden. “That reminds me...” She snapped her fingers, her nose crinkling. “Was 
Reagan a Communist, a Socialist, a Liberal, a Libertarian, or just downright crazy? 
After reading so many books and documentary on this one man, I’m thinking it’s 
all of the above!” She threw up her arms and slapped her hands against her thighs. 

Bruno, chuckling, did his best Reagan impression. ““My fellow Americans, 
I’m pleased to tell you today that Pve signed legislation that will outlaw Russia 
forever! We begin bombing in five minutes!”’ 

Ostara cackled. “Tell me, Your Highness,” she asked Perpetua, “What made 
you arrive at such a fascinating conclusion?” 

Giggling, Perpetua smiled, tilted her head to the side and pressed the tip of 
her index finger over her lower lip. “Well, in a 1975 interview with Reason 
magazine, Reagan professed that ‘the very heart and soul of Conservatism’—in the 
American sense—‘is Libertarianism. He went on to state that ‘Conservatism is really 
a misnomer just as Liberalism is a misnomer for the Liberals.’ Although he said 
there are some Libertarians ‘wanting no government at all or anarchy’, Reagan was 
convinced that ‘Libertarianism and Conservatism are travelling the same path.” 

“But in this one Eighties government film that I saw when he was the US 
President, Reagan also stated that ‘Our trip to Japan, Korea, and later the People’s 
Republic of China makes you realize that the old line—‘Go West, young man, go West’— 
still fits. There’s a new frontier out there, there’s a future, and the United States is 
going to be very much a part of that future.” 
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A wolfish grin appeared on Ostara’s face. “Hallo, it seems like Reagan was 
quoting GOP Republican Socialist Horace Greeley!” she cried. “That is the same 
Horace Greeley whom Hjalmar Horace Greeley Schacht was named after!” 

“Hence is my suggestion that Hans-Ulrich and I pay a visit to Wall Street, 
Dame Ostara,” Bruno opined. “There’s a saying that often gets misattributed to 
Karl Marx, Vladimir Lenin, and Josef Stalin: “The Capitalists will sell us the rope 
with which we will hang them!’ But this is no different from what Herr Schacht 
once wrote to the Fuhrer in 1935: ‘Our armaments are also financed partly with 
the credits of our political opponents!” 

“T see where you’re going at, Bruno,” Perpetua snickered. “Schacht’s MEFO 
(Metallureische Forschungsgesellschaft, Metallurgical Research Society) bills worked in 
almost the same manner as the preceding Offa job creation bills! If someone like a 
Bernie Madoff could get away with what he did and with not-so-bad sentences, we 
could defraud Wall Street on an industrial scale and with military precision!” 

Cousin Bruno nudged Cousin Ulrich’s upper arm with his elbow. “Are you 
beginning to realize something important here?” 

Ulrich shook his head. “Sort of..., he answered. 

“Then try not to forget this conversation, Hans-Ulrich.” Bruno closed his 
copy of The Greater Britain. “Cousins Harold and Halfrida maintained that Catholic 
America is a vassal under the Duopoly’s control. But who’s to say that you can’t 
turn the tables and manipulate the Duopoly into serving your own interests, while 
simultaneously nabbing power for your own political party?” 

“Do you think it is going to be that easy?” Ulrich stroked his chin. “Nobody 
in all of American history has ever been able to last as long as the Democratic- 
Republican Duopoly has. The last time there was a multi-party Congress on 
Capitol Hill was in 1914, at the beginning of the First World War.” 

Bruno laughed. “Naturlich, but we know better than anyone else who came 
before us. ‘Bipartisanship’ is just a fancy word for the Duopoly conspiring to work 
in sync against your own political interests! Never fight the Democrats and the 
Republicans head-on like the Communist Party, USA (CPUSA). Niemals (Never)! 
Instead, you get the Democrats and the Republicans to fight each other to the 
point of exhausting themselves and frustrating the American electorate!” 

“Extreme ‘Partisanship’ and ‘Asymmetrical Polarization’...?”? Ulrich mused. 

“Ganz genau!” Bruno snapped his fingers, nodding his head. “And there are 
plenty of ways for all four of us to do just that!” 

2K 

Radical Distributists, like their Distributist forebears, will always be opposed 
by Clancyites adhering to ‘Right-Libertarian’ or ‘Left-Progressive’ economic 
theories. Every Clancyite argument against Radical Distributism shared a simple 
notion that its economic system is unachievable and unrealistic in any globalized 
economy like the United States. In truth, those arguments can be traced back to 
the same American Exceptionalism espoused by the Duopoly and Pax Americana. 

As the morning dragged on, Cousins Ulrich and Bruno explored the streets 
of New York’s Manhattan with Duchess Perpetua and Lady Ostatra. Even in the 
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morning, the streets were bustling with crowds of locals and tourists from every 
land. Commuters walked down the steps into the subway to catch their next train, 
others trudging up them and disappearing among the crowds. Never-ending 
columns of automobiles of all types cruised along every street and intersection. 

The four walked shoulder to shoulder, sticking together, never straying away 
from the others for any reason whatsoever. Their guns were concealed and 
holstered under their wool double-breasted overcoats. The fur caps that the four 
wore kept their heads warm from the freezing elements. The cracking sounds 
from their hobnailed jackboots as they walked on the concrete sidewalks were 
drowned amidst a deluge of unending noise. 

Almost everything in New York City had left so much to be desired. Unlike 
most cities throughout the Real World and even other American cities, 
development plans for New York was deliberately designed to deter Radical 
Distributism and all other economic ideologies. The plans dated as far back as the 
‘Commissioner’s Plan of 1811’, the 19 century arguments against it still applicable 
to 21st century New York. 

The consequences of the Commissioner’s Plan led to, among other things, an 
almost complete lack of alleyways, back alleys, courtyards, and arcades. All of them 
did not have to be used for traveling pedestrians or provide entrances to 
apartments and car garages. They can be used to contribute to the local economy 
by providing space for small businesses and vendors like in the city of Boston. 

20% century New York City was worthy enough of deserving respect from 
the Brotzman family. Harold and Halfrida cherished the city’s contributions to the 
history of American Catholic Education. Ulrich admired the city’s industrial 
muscle, its hard-working laborers manufacturing just about anything and 
everything. And Horst Brotzman feared the city’s military-industrial potential, the 
old Brooklyn Navy Yard being just one example among many. 

21st century New York City, however, was loathed by the Brotzman family. 
Local businesses shuttered. Entire industries closed down, the labor unions too 
weak, lame, and disorganized to fight back. Vladimir Putin’s Russian Oligarchs, 
some multinational corporations, and Wall Street just had to stake claims within 
this power vacuum. Property ownership among New Yorkers declined to the 
point where entire families were a paycheck away from poverty and homelessness. 
Power outages, like the ones in 1977 and 2003, were enough to leaving entire 
Boroughs without electricity and even water. City subways ran on inefficient 
equipment and had a bad habit of leaving its commuters stranded for hours. 

While the Clancyites wrote all of it off as ‘business as usual’, Ulrich saw these 
social ills as opportunities for Radical Distributism. He and the others explored 
Lower Manhattan, visiting Chinatown, Little Italy, and a historical, yet often 
forgotten one called K/eindeutschland (Lesser Germany). 

A German and Jewish ethnic enclave in what later became the ‘Lower East 
Side’, Kéeindeutschland was once a thriving one back in the 19% century. Its 
Gemeinschaft (Community) was maintained through the neighborhood’s adherence 
to its religious, ethnic, and cultural traditions. German theaters, libraries, beer 
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gardens, schools, churches coexisting along their Jewish counterparts. Local 
workshops and factories provided work and income for those who lived there. 

Sadly, its Gemeinschaft was cut short as a consequence of two 20" century 
tragedies. The German and Jewish social foundations, what gave Kleindeutschland its 
Gemeinschaft, perished in New York’s worst disaster prior to 9/11: the General 
Slocum disaster of 1904. Despite promising to keep America out of the First World 
War, Woodrow Wilson and the Duopoly concealed the fact that the Lusitania was 
carrying American-made munitions onboard. Paralleling later xenophobia against 
American Muslims after 9/11, New York’s Gesellschaft Society) were whipped into 
its wartime frenzy and presided over the death and demise of Kéeindeutschland. 

Not far from Kéeindeutschland, Little Italy’s Gemeinschaft withered and decayed 
after 1945. In just a few decades since the Second World War, the two square-mile 
ethnic enclave shrank to three city blocks. Those three blocks were a far cry from 
its heyday, the spirit of its Gemeinschaft diminishing year after year with the closures 
of authentic Italian shops and restaurants over the years. 

Today, the Italian-American Gemeinschaft’s influence over the New Yorker 
Gesellschaft was almost seldom maintained by Italian-American families with 
ancestral ties to specific Italian regions. Too many of them had since moved out to 
other Boroughs, to New Jersey, and the rest of the United States. 

Worse, New York’s Gesellschaft, backed by City Hall and multinational 
Prench dairy firm Lacfalis, had turned Little Italy’s Gemeinschaft into a commodity, a 
pathetic and lame tourist attraction. The Gemeimschaf?s memory among Americans 
reinforced through negative, misguided stereotypes that mustn’t be applied to all 
Italians. Stereotypes that revolved around Cosa Nostra (Our Thing), the ‘Five 
Families’ and their ‘Commission’, and films that Hollywood made about them like 
The Godfather or Goodfellas. Just never mind those German-speaking Austrians still 
living in Austria’s South Tyrol region after Benito Mussolini annexed it. 

Meanwhile, in nearby Chinatown, the Gemeinschaft thrived with animated and 
vibrant liveliness. Its influence over the rest of the New Yorker Gesellschaft had 
thrived and prospered. Chinese and Chinese-Americans also suffered from 
repeated discrimination by the Duopoly. At one point, Chinese immigration was 
even banned. The continued immigration from Communist China in the Chinese 
mainland or even Nationalist China in Tatwan was just a force multiplier to the 
secrets of its successes throughout the 20" century. 

Where others found misery and ruin outside Chinatown, Ulrich and the 
others saw untapped opportunities and unrealized potential. The secret to its 
success was not to its Gemeinschaft, but how it adapted to New York’s Gesellschaft. 
Shott and sweet, Radical Distributism’s Second and ‘Third Tenets: 
Vergemeinschaftung-V ergesellschaftung ((Communal-Societal Cooperation’) and Fieif, 
Diziplin, & Traditionen (Humility, Discipline, and Traditions’). 

2 KK 

The two Brotzman Cousins, Ostara, and Perpetua had dinner together at a 

corner table inside a well-to-do Chinese restaurant in Lower Manhattan’s 
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Chinatown. They enjoyed their meals whilst discussing their future plans for the 
SSEs and Jackbooters in and around New York City. 

“Revolution is an idea which has found its bayonets.”’ Ulrich, holding a pair 
of bamboo chopsticks, picked up a piece of pork and beef from a bowl of 
Chinese-American chop suey. He crammed the meat into his mouth and chewed. 

Cousin Bruno held a ceramic bowl of white rice close to his mouth and 
poured the rice into his mouth with his own chopsticks. “Easier said than done.” 
He set the now empty rice bowl down on the table. 

“You can say that again, Bruno.” Duchess Perpetua rolled her eyes. “We’ve 
got to think this one through and be cautious about it.” 

Lady Ostara cackled, the wolfish grin on her face widening. ““You can build a 
throne with bayonets, but you can’t sit on it for long,”’ she told Ulrich. “Do you 
understand what Boris Yeltsin meant by that?” 

“Jawohl, Dame Ostara.” Ulrich nodded. “‘Oxly those who are subjective, one-sided 
and superficial in their approach to problems will smugly issue orders or directives the moment 
they arrive on the scene, without considering the circumstances, without viewing things in their 
totality (their history and their present state as a whole) and without getting to the essence of 
things (their nature and the internal relations between one thing and another). Such people are 
bound to trip and fall” He wiped his lips with a clean, white linen napkin. 

“Well said, Hans-Ulrich,” Bruno praised him. “Even if Chairman Mao wrote 
that, it is advice worthy of being applicable to situations such as this one.” 

“Enunciate and speak with clarity,” Ostara told Ulrich, her violet eyes staring 
into his. “What have you learned by visiting these places in Manhattan? There has 
to be something that you were able to commit to memoty.” 

“Radical Distributism can be versatile and adaptive no matter where its 
adherents implement it,” Ulrich said. “It does not matter if it is in the most 
isolated of mountain villages in Appalachia or else the most concentrated 
metropolises such as this one. My convictions remain fitm and resolute.” 

“Globalization, since 1989, has demonstrated its capacity to exterminate the 
fine distinction between Gemeinschaft and Gesellschaft. It is through the absence of 
this particular distinction that so-called ‘hate groups’, ‘populism’, and ‘institutional 
decay’, and ‘social distrust’ are allowed to flourish among Americans.” 

“Americanization, reinforced with Duopoly propaganda and conspiracy 
theories, may one day cloud my Cousins Harold and Halfrida’s judgement. My fear 
is that too much may cause Harold and Halfrida to stop being ‘Harold and 
Halfrida’. I must do everything in my power to ensure that both will remember 
and retain their cultural, ethnic, linguistic and religious ties to the Fatherland.” 

“And it has to be done while also resisting the forces of National Socialism,” 
Perpetua chimed, glaring at Bruno and Ostara. “It’s bad enough that German 
culture is conflated with the Nazis, just as Italian culture is being conflated with 
Cosa Nostra.” She pointed her finger at Ulrich. “As a German boy, you have a 
social responsibility that is part of being who you are. Expect the same 
responsivities out of Harold and Halfrida.” 

“Genau, Your Highness,” Ulrich agreed. “I cannot afford to forget that.” 
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“Verdammt (Dammit), you better make sure of that!” Bruno pounded the 
table with a clenched fist. “The last thing that all of us want is the ADL, SPLC, 
Simon Wiesenthal Center, Antifa, and the Duopoly catching on to our plans and 
hassling our every move! If any one of them catches us together, Hans-Ulrich, 
we'll never hear the end of it!” 

“You can start by lowering your freaking voice!” Ulrich cried, his gesturing 
Bruno to lower his tone. “I can stand by upholding Paragraph 1917 of the 
Catechism of the Catholic Church.” He recited the exact text from memory. “...‘I¢ as 
incumbent on those who exercise authority to strengthen the values that inspire the confidence of 
the members of the group and encourage them to put themselves at the service of others. 
Participation begins with education and culture. ‘One is entitled to think that the future of 
humanity is in the hands of those who are capable of providing the generations to come with 
reasons for life and optimism’...”” 

Perpetua reached for her chopsticks and dipped a piece of fried pork into a 
bowl of sweet and sour sauce, savoring the tangy taste in her mouth. She wiped 
her lips with her own napkin before rejoining the conversation. “And how do you 
expect to live up to Paragraph 1917? The GACSS may be one example, but I’m 
certain that there are also others that you have not yet considered.” 

Ulrich, stroking his chin, paused for a moment. “I’m thinking...” 

The Ryanite Jackbooter Guilds of the Second RPS crept into Ostara’s mind. 
“Hans-Ulrich,” she asked, “What is this business about you, Herr Jansen, and 
Fraulein Bauer starting these ‘Guilds’ for the Jackbooters under the Ryanite 
student government?” She sipped on a cup of hot tea, holding the ceramic saucer 
below the teacup. “The Clancyites, I hear, think that idea is crazy. Bruno, Her 
Highness, and I have reasons to believe that they can be quite useful here.” 

“What do you have in mind?” Perpetua asked. 

“The ongoing residential and commercial crisis created by the real estate 
market here can be curtailed through a well-executed combination of our own 
political, economic, cultural, financial, and propaganda finesse,” Ostara replied. “A 
special Guild, one worthy of building cordial relations favorable to the interests of 
the Anti-EuroGov Pact, is enough to serve us well.” 

“Dame Ostara has a point, Your Highness,” Bruno told her. “The Ryanite 
Jackbooter Guilds are more than just modernized versions of an antiquated 
concept from Medieval Europe. They can exceed above and beyond the successes 
of conventional labor unions and worker councils. A Guild represents more than 
just the interests of individual Jackbooters and their associates; they also represent 
the families and the communities of both parties. Unobstructed from political and 
personal aims, each one is capable of becoming an unbreakable bond between the 
Gemeinschaft and the Gesellschaft.” 

Perpetua cooed. “Did you make all that stuff up?” 

Bruno shook his head. “Nes#.”’ He pointed at Ulrich. “Just ask my Cousin. 
We may have to take over City Hall in order to truly implement the ideas already 
being upheld among the Ryanites within the Second RPS. Once we take over City 
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Hall with the support of the New Yorkers, we can be in the position to alleviate 
their burdens and win their trust and respect.” 

“We still have to start somewhere,” Perpetua quipped. “The question on my 
mind is figuring out where in this city should we experiment with this concept? 
The Duopoly’s political and economic influence in New York alone is bound to 
give us lackluster and inaccurate results.” 

“My Opa has a political protégé living in this city,’ Bruno replied. “The last I 
heard, the protégé goes by the name ‘Donald Todt’ and he’s the real estate mogul 
that’s behind the “Todt Organization.’ No relation to that other Donald, since 
Herr Todt’s family comes from Breslau. His full name, if memory serves, is 
‘Stanislaus Dietrich Leben und Todt.” 

“His real surname is “Life and Death?” Perpetua pondered. “How ironic.” 

Ostara eyed Ulrich. “What name should give this Guild?” 

“How about ‘Organisation-Viktor-Grinbaum (Organization Victor Gruen)?” 
Ulrich suggested. “Known among American business historians as “Victor Gruen’, 
Herr Grinbaum was an Austrian-Jewish architect and a Socialist who fled 
Osterreich (Austria) when the National Socialists showed up because of the 
Anschluss (Connection). He is credited by those historians as being the father of the 
American shopping mall, which Herr Griinbaum designed to introduce the 
European town square to the American people.” 

He sighed. “It’s a shame that the Duopoly, especially under Ronald Reagan, 
petverted such an ingenious concept. Herr Griinbaum never liked the way the 
Duopoly treated his life’s work and why these American shopping malls are dying 
these days. I am convinced that Radical Distributism can help realize his goals.” 

“Then let us go forth and realize that man’s legacy and finish what he 
started,” Ostara said. “May Rea/polittk bring him the recognition he deserves.” 

“Either you’re very optimistic or else ’m becoming cynical,” Ulrich opined. 
“My opinion of this country has sunken to a new low since this morning.” 
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Chapter Fourteen: Asymmetrische Zersetzung 


(Ryanite Chorus; Nov. 24-Dec. 17, 2010) 


“[C)lever propaganda, especially when it is camouflaged and directed through other channels, 
accomplishes far more than the mightiest army or the best diplomatic service of a smoothly- 
functioning state. [...] [O]ur confidential agents, observers, and representatives [have infiltrated 
various groups and parties|—[Communist, Socialist, Anarchist, Progressive, Liberal, 
Conservative, and Libertarian] organizations and their fronts. [The more groups subverted and 
duped), the more effective will be the results of our work. [...] But there is a difference between 
mere promises and such commitments as would bind us irrevocably. We must ultimately remain 
free in our decisions towards all sides, even if we are obliged for reasons of expediency to agree 
formally to such obligations. We should reap all advantages but never commit ourselves [fully].” 
-Madrtid Circular Letter, ca. September 1950, 
From ‘Germany Plots With the Kremlin’ 


advocacy for a modernized reintroduction of the Medieval Guild. Organisation- 

Viktor-Griinbaum (OVG) served as the refutation. Despite being a Ryanite-led 
Jackbooter Guild in reality, it filed all of its financial documents to the IRS as a 
‘subsidiary’ of the Todt Organization. The Guild, like the rest of the Todt 
Organization, operated inside one of Donald Todt’s properties, the Palladian 
Building. Situated in Midtown Manhattan, a playground of the Duopoly’s 
Proletariat, the sixty-story building stood across the street from Central Park. 

Albeit in secret, the Palladian’s owner was boastful about ‘propping up a 
fortified Distributist city in the middle of a cruel, soulless Capitalist city’. The 
Palladian’s infrastructure, unlike Manhattan, secured the OVG Guild’s mastery of 
the Fourth and Fifth Tenets in Radical Distributism: Sofdaritat ¢» Soziale 
Gerechtigkeit (‘Solidarity & Social Justice’) and Schulung ¢ Ausbildung (Schooling & 
Training’). Like the Ryanite Jackbooter Guilds that it emulated, the OVG Guild 
functioned as community center; trade union and corporate worker’s council; 
homeowner, professional, and business associations; and worker-run cooperatives. 

Unlike conventional unions, worker’s councils and cooperatives, business and 
trade associations, where everything was capitalized around one field and class 
warfare remained a daily conflict, the OVG Guild similar Ryanite ones were 
designed to represent the common interests of a local Gemeinschaft (Community) 
existing as part of a much-larger Gesellschaft (Society). Whereas a labor union had 
workers rallying against or collaborating with their employers, the workers within 
the Guild were backed by the Vo/k (People) from their Gemeinschaft. 

Democratically-governed, the Vo/k are family, relatives, and extended-family 
members; friends, associates, mistresses or masters, acquaintances; parish priests, 
spiritual directors for religious life; local news criers and media outlets; personal 
doctors, teachers, educators, therapists, social workers, and others. All of them are 
the Volk of the Gemeinschaft, what the OVG and every other Ryanite Guild are 
designed to serve. Like a domestic analogy to the theory behind NATO, an attack 
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on OVG by Gesellschaft or anyone else is an attack on OVG’s Gemeinschaft. But 
unlike NATO or even the EU, everyone was treated like family, pooled money 
and resources, collaborated and toiled together in pursuit of common interests. 

The Palladian Building operated according to Radical Distributist principles, 
in addition to commonplace practices among Jackbooters operating in most Secret 
School Economies. None of the Ryanites residing and working at the Palladian 
Building worried about living paycheck-to-paycheck and becoming 21% century 
vassals called ‘renters’, ‘tenants’ ‘employees’, or ‘temporary workers’. Those who 
lived in the Palladian Building owned property; held an occupation; ran a business 
and sold goods, commodities, and services; or they were a member of the OVG. 

Of course, this did not mean that outsiders were unwelcomed or that 
everyone inside the Palladian Building was parochial and insular. In truth, OVG 
and its Gemeinschaft welcomed outsiders from the rest of Manhattan, the other 
Boroughs, and even outside of New York. While OVG and its Gemeinschaft did 
everything to treat others with courtesy and respect, they also took their time 
distinguishing between those sharing their interests and those opposing them. 

For friendly outsiders, if they worked hard, proved sincerity in their 
convictions to uphold the common interests of the Gemeimnschaft, and earned the 
trust of OVG, they were welcomed as Freunde (Friends). If they decided to marry a 
member of the Geweinschaft and staked their livelihood in a part of the Palladian 
Building, their status was elevated to that of Familie (Family). 

For hostile ones, ‘Elastic Defense’ strategies were employed. Rather than 
concentrating all ownership in the hands of one individual or one family, OVG 
distributed assets and properties amongst its members as if they were building 
defensive positions behind the front. If well-planned and well-executed, hostile 
and untrustworthy parties will be forced to exert excessive time, money, and 
energy. Real estate in globalized cities becomes a Rattenkrieg (Rat War). A 
multinational firm may capture the ice cream parlor, but they still have yet to take 
over the rest of the building—floor by floor, room by room. This in turn will buy 
the OVG Guild enough time to counterattack and retake lost ground. 

The OVG also boasted schooling and training opportunities for on-the-job 
apprenticeships with well-trained professionals and experienced grandmastets. 
Paid vacations, sick and maternity leave, benefits, generous wages, and 
opportunities to make life-long friendships and social bonds also included. Every 
apprenticeship’s role fell into one or all of seven attributes within PREMISE 
(Political, Religious, Economic, Martial, Intellectual, Social, and Expressive). 

Por instance, ‘Economic apprenticeships’ had Jackbooter business owners 
and nomadic ‘Caravaneers’ teaching their respective trades, including the purchase, 
sale, manufacture, trade, and barter of goods and services among SSEs. 
‘Scavengers’ specializing in everything related to the Anomaly trade, from 
harvesting Anomalies from ACPs (Anomaly Causing Phenomena) in the 
Otherworld, to refining them at an Anomaly refinery. 

One apprenticeship, the ‘St. Thomas More School of Political Warfare’, was 
run by Rosy War veterans specializing in intelligence-gathering, propaganda, 
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subversion, infiltration, and other similar activities. Political classes that offered 
training on how to run and operate administrative and leadership positions in an 
SSE, in addition to administrative roles in a student government or a student 
party, and the dark arts of ideological investigation, research, and evaluation. Its 
main course was called Asymmetrische Zersetzung (Asymmetrical Polarization). 
2 KK 

The ‘Left-Right’ dichotomy within the ‘political spectrum’ in Political Science 
has been a threat to political discourse and should be discouraged and disused 
altogether. These are historical terms used to describe the seating arrangements of 
the France’s post-French Revolution parliament and should not be used define the 
ideological or political tendencies outside of that historical context. 

In an undisclosed conference boardroom somewhere on the 60% Floor of the 
Palladian Building, Harold, Halfrida, Bruno, and Ulrich got together one night to 
discuss their political plans and to take several political loyalty tests reliant on on 
‘Left-Right’ spectrum. The double doors to the conference boardroom were 
closed and locked from the inside. All the windows on the wall opposite of the 
doors had their blinders shut. No one but them was inside the boardroom, not to 
mention the hallway outside. The walls of the boardroom was also soundproof, 
the boardroom itself double-checked for hidden bugs wired for sound and video. 

Laid on the table was a huge map of the entire New York Metropolitan Area, 
the map depicting every street, building, alley, and major landmark. A single 
orange thumbtack was pinned to the exact coordinates of the Palladian Building in 
Midtown Manhattan. Every building, neighborhood and district in the entire city 
had an overwhelming number of blue thumbtacks and a smattering of red ones. 
The blue and red thumbtacks represented the two halves of the Duopoly, the 
Democratic and Republican Parties respectively, with the Democrat thumbtacks 
outnumbering the Republican ones on a five-to-one ratio. 

On the right-hand center of the table were blocks and blocks of Swiss Franc 
and Euro banknotes, stacked on top of each other in separate piles of CHF 1000 
and €500. On the left-hand side were individual school portraits of the four 
Brotzman Cousins and twenty one others. The other portraits depicted Duchess 
Perpetua and her fellow crewmen of the Four Horsemen; the rest of Reichsadler 
Squadron; a Dweller mercenary, the Lovers, Cousin Heinricka, and the nine 
Ryanite followers of the Brotzman twins. 

The four Brotzman Cousins were seated around the boardroom table. They 
passed around the results of their tests around the table, the results of each Cousin 
attached with more paperclips than Operation Paperclip. 

Harold shrieked in terror. “Oh my God!” 

Halfrida yawned, rolling her eyes. “You're kidding me!” 

Ulrich’s eyes averted away from his results. “How is that possible?” 

Bruno sighed and shook his head. “Why am I not surprised?” 

Political Science’s so-called ‘political spectrum’, along with its Left-Right 
dichotomy, failed to detect the ideological tendencies of all four Brotzman 
Cousins. Under the Duopoly’s interpretation of such a flawed system, inaccuracies 


135 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 
opened the possibility for potentially subversive political activities. A European 
and Latin American Social Democrat or ‘Democratic Socialist’ like Harold 
Brotzman must be a ‘Right-Wing Reactionary’; a Prusso-German Political Catholic 
Democrat like Halfrida Brotzman must be a ‘Left-Wing Socialist’. Somehow, the 
political spectrum’s understandings of Ulrich and Bruno Brotzman were far more 
screwed up than their twin Cousins. 

Most political scientists claimed that a Neo-Nazi like Bruno had to be ‘Far- 
Right’, yet all of his results recorded him as being too ‘Left-Wing’ to be a Neo- 
Nazi. Those same political scientists, assuming they know anything about ‘Radical 
Centrism’ or ‘Distributism’, expected Ulrich to be a ‘Conservative’. Instead, 
Ulrich’s test results were all over the place: they recorded him as being too ‘Far- 
Right’, too ‘Far-Left’, too ‘Far-Center’, too ‘Authoritarian’ and too ‘Libertarian’. 

“What the hell is happening to us?” Harold cried, ripping his test results in 
half in a single, swift motion. “Have we lost our minds?” He got up from his 
leather swivel chair and shook his twin sistet’s shoulders. “I can’t be a Reactionary! 
I can’t be a Reactionary! I can’t...” 

Halfrida slapped her brother cheek. “Calm down!” 

“Ow!” Harold dropped on the floor. 

“We haven’t lost our minds, Harold!’ Bruno called out to him, his clenched 
fists pounding against the boardroom table. “The political spectrum and this Left- 
Right bullshit are so fucking flawed that it’s enough to foster unhealthy, illogical, 
and short-sighted political stereotypes about people.” 

“But why does it have to be that way, Cousin?” Ulrich asked him. “Why have 
we been able to work together for this long, despite our ideological differences? 
Are we still faithful to our convictions and our loyalties?” 

When her brother regained his composure, Halfrida helped Harold get back 
on his feet. The Brotzman twins went back to their seats. 

“Ei, this is...this is just nonsense that the Duopoly expects us to believe, 
Hans-Ulrich!” Bruno replied. ““Left-Wing’ and ‘Right-Wing’ are misleading terms , 
and so ate ‘Capitalism’, ‘Socialism’, ‘Liberalism’, ‘Libertarianism’, 
‘Authoritarianism’, and ‘Radicalism!’ He tore apart his results into over a 
thousand individual pieces. “But no other set of ideologies are more poorly 
understood and misidentified than National Socialism and Bolshevism.” 

“You mean ‘Communism,’ right?” Halfrida mused. 

“Genau,” Bruno retorted. “Far too many political scientists—including those 
supporting the Duopoly and its LIEO-are so poorly trained in their field that they 
would accuse me, out of everyone in our entire family, as being a “Beefsteak 
Nazi!” He pounded his chest. “I am not a Communist!” 

Halfrida shook her head. “Even I know you’re not a Communist!” She 
crossed her arms. “How would you think political scientists would think of Joseph 
Goebbels after hearing him say this ...?”’ She took a deep breath. “Capitalism is the 
immoral distribution of capital. Germany will become free at that moment when the thirty 
millions on the Left and the thirty millions on the Right make common cause. Only one 
movement is capable of doing this: National Socialism, embodied in one Piihrer-Adolf Hitler.” 
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Ulrich, chortling, leaned back in his leather swivel chair. “Bruno, Harold and 
I have always felt that you were probably a ‘Strasserist’ in your economic views, a 
‘Hitlerist’ in your personal views, and perhaps even a third, unknown factor that 
most political scientists never realized while researching National Socialism.” 

Harold sighed. “And if I had to guess how your conduct would have been 
during the infamous Réhm-Putsch (Night of the Long Knives’)...” He pointed at 
Bruno. “Halfrida, Ulrich, and I are willing to believe that you would help the 
Fuhrer stop Ernst Rohm and the SA from doing anything drastic.” 

“At least we’re all on same fucking page, Harold!” Bruno voiced. “Let’s get 
this shit on the historical record for the Amis’ history books, Cousins! Socialism 
and Liberalism are not ‘Left-Wing’ concepts! Capitalism and Conservatism are not 
‘Right-Wing’ concepts! Communists can sometimes be Libertarians, Liberals can 
be Conservatives and vice versa for both cases!” 

“Die Politik ist Reine Wissenschaft, wie viele der Herren Proffessoren sich einbilden, 
sondern eine Kunst? (Politics is not a science, as the professors ate apt to suppose; it 
is an art’),” Harold confessed. “You’d think Political Science would be considered 
a form of art, yet most people treat it as if it is an actual science!” 

“In any case,” Halfrida said, “We still have another topic to discuss in our 
agenda.” She glared at all of the thumbtacks surrounding the center of the table. 
“Since the four of us have all concluded that the Duopoly in American national 
politics operates like the EU parties, focusing on New York City alone will make 
things easier and more feasible for us.” 

“Our goal in this city, as members of the Anti-EuroGov Pact, is help Herbert 
Wolff, the brother of Howard Wolff, become the next City Mayor in 2013,” 
Harold spoke. “With New York City’s population almost up to par with the total 
population of Oséerreich (Austria), our chances of allowing Third Parties unaligned 
with the Duopoly are much higher.” 

“The challenge here is ensuring that political participation among New 
Yorkers become greater than it normally is and make sure that every vote is 
counted,” Halfrida added. 

“Then in the three years leading up to the next election,’ Bruno opined, 
“Herbert Wolff and the four of us will need several things: we need three separate 
third parties for ourselves and Her Highness; a shopping list of various properties 
and assets; the support of a large majority of New Yorkers; and a political program 
to offer middle and working class New Yorkers. Last, but not least, we’re all going 
to need enough money to access the ballot box and enough manpower to secure 
our successes in the 2013 mayoral election.” 

“And the money and manpower themselves must be earned ourselves 
through legitimate means.” Ulrich snapped his fingers and eyed Bruno. “Cousin, I 
doubt our Opa—even with all the wealth our family has—is interested in helping us 
and Herbert Wolff win this mayoral election. It would be best that Dame Ostara, 
out Opa, the Second RPS, and the House of Raynerson keep Washington-Reich 
and Pax Americana busy. We can’t afford to let them interfere with our plans, 
even at this point in time.” 
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“Good thinking there,” Harold praised Ulrich. “It’s best that Washington- 
Reich unaware of this, otherwise the Duopoly will rally the New Yorkers and the 
American people against all of us. Therefore, I recommend that we keep our 
backers out of the loop unless we absolutely have to.” 

Bruno leaned forward in his chair. “So, what kind of name should we give 
our patties?” He gawked at each of his three Cousins. 

“Harold, Cousin Ulrich, and I are calling our party the RDVP 
(Radikaldistributistische Volkspartei; Radical Distributist People’s Party), Halfrida 
told him. “New Yorkers, the American people, the Duopoly will remember it best 
as the ‘RDPP.’ For us and for the reader of this novel, RDVP can suffice.” 

“Verstanden,” Bruno acknowledged his Cousins’ decision. “Her Highness and 
her three Cousins are calling theirs the ‘LAU’ (Loyalist Americans Union), while 
my like-minded Cousins and I are calling ours the ‘AGRP’ (Ario-Germanische 
Rechtsparter, Aryan-Germanic Justice Party). Now, with a name like that, there are a 
number of uses for such a party if properly utilized through this one plan I have in 
mind.” He grinned. “Want to hear it?” 

“If you say so,” the Brotzman twins responded. 

Ulrich crossed his arms. “Tell us, Cousin, what do you have in mind?” 

2K KK 
(One day later) 

Cousin Bruno had a point about American electoral laws. Unlike all other 
American political third parties before them, the Ryanites’ RDVP, the 
Underground’s LAU, and Conspiracy’s AGRP should not follow the Duopoly’s 
rules on how their parties should be structured. FEC (Federal Election 
Commission) electoral rules and regulations, together with the governing structure 
of American Federalism, were deliberately designed to disorganize and deter viable 
ideologies and potential third parties, preventing all of them from succeeding. 

Most American third parties also lacked sound leadership and membership 
united around common interests. Some suffered petty factional squabbles 
motivated by special interests to the point that entire parties split themselves apart. 
Others had leaders and members who were not just politically uneducated, but 
continued to operate with no grasp of geopolitics and international relations, had 
no clear understanding of the LIEO and the Duopoly, and failed to offer an 
encompassing vision on how best to pursue their political goals. A few were 
simply founded out of spite, protest, and dissent against the Duopoly. 

If the RDVP, the LAU, and the AGRP followed the rules and regulations of 
the FEC, their organizational structure was destined to become too decentralized 
and too ineffective to organize and win elections at even the most local level. 
Following Bruno’s advice, the three parties were developed differently from other 
American third parties and had more in common with political parties operating 
outside of the United States. 

November 25, Harold and Halfrida, Duchess Perpetua, and Cousin Bruno 
established the RDVP’s General Headquarters (GHQ) in the vacant office spaces 
on the 60% Floor of the Palladian Building. The LAU and AGRP were just that— 
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political parties existing on paper. After all, neither Monarchism nor National 
Socialism had zero chances of winning elections. Both had only one goal in mind: 
to further the RDVP’s role as a viable opposition party against the Duopoly. 

RDVP GHQ operated in secrecy and without Internet access, its existence 
inside the Palladian Building known to a trusted few, as if the Duopoly had 
banned it-even though it hadn’t. Working and pooling their money and resources 
together in the name of Rea/politik, the twenty five youths recruited, educated, and 
trained prospects in carrying out the RDVP’s objectives as its ‘Functionaries’. 

The Functionaries had several purposes. They worked under Herbert Wolff 
and ran the GHQ alongside him and the twenty five youths. They formed the 
Party’s leadership, the cells around the Party’s cadre—the twenty five youths who 
founded and work for the RDVP through the Anti-EuroGov Pact. And they 
became the leaders of the “Party Offices’. 

At the GHQ, half of the Functionaries conducted various duties such as 
administration, propaganda production, ideological research and _ evaluation, 
intelligence and counterintelligence, financial and economic duties, security, and so 
forth. It was here that the Party’s newspaper was also made and later distributed. 

The other half of the Functionaries fanned out of the Palladian Building and 
established field ‘Party Offices’ at every neighborhood and district throughout the 
New York Metropolitan Area. Each field Party Office was manned by a ‘Service 
Unit? with a central leadership of Functionaries presiding over the organs that 
made up the Party’s ‘Apparatuses’. 

As extended outgrowths of the OVG Guild back at the Palladian Building, 
the Apparatuses fulfilled a specific purpose or role within the Party. Several 
examples included: ‘Administration’; ‘Fundraiser’; ‘Security Detachment’; 
‘Transportation’; ‘Distributor’; ‘OVG Guild Family Member’; separate groups for 
‘Youth’, ‘College’, and ‘Scouting’; ‘Intelligence’; ‘Legal’; and ‘Social Welfare’. The 
Party Offices’ true goals were growing the Party’s ranks and building up enough 
support from a sizeable majority of New Yorkers to ensure that Herbert Wolff 
won the next election. 

The Functionaries back at the GHQ, meanwhile, presided over the 
Appatatuses of the Party Offices based on their roles and specialties, oversaw 
them and provided oversight, issuing orders to each Apparatus operating within 
each Office. And unlike every other political party in American history, the RDVP 
GHQ was organized and coordinated enough to ensure cooperation, ideological 
consistency and reinforcement, the GHQ making sure that every Party Office 
worked together in pursuit of their shared ideological objectives. No other party, 
not even the Duopoly itself, did any of this. 

November 26. Time-tested political strategies outside American politics came 
to be used with great effect by the RDVP. Trotskyite-style ‘Entryism’ led to 
Punctionaries infiltrating the other third parties and even the local committees of 
the Duopoly. The goal was to rally every one of them around the RDVP and 
prevent them from handing over the next mayoral election to either side of the 
Duopoly or, worse, force the local Democrat and Republican committees into 
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forming a bipartisan effort. If that happened, then it was likely that the bipartisan 
effort would lead to the most powerful third parties in the city to side with them, 
thus lowering RDVP’s chances of winning the next mayoral election. Therefore, 
infiltrating all of the other parties became justified. 

November 30. An unknown Brotzman Cousin donated money into the ADL, 
SPLC, and Simon Wiesenthal, declaring that his family ‘was ready to fight hate.’ 

December 1. As for the Duopoly, particularly the Democratic Party’s 
majority over the entire city, Bruno and Reichsadler Squadron pursued a ‘Piecemeal 
Strategy’ through the AGRP, while Perpetua and Four Horsemen conducted ‘Salami 
Tactics’. For the next sixteen days, Bruno and Reichsadler Squadron generated 
political mayhem within local New York City political scene. 

In the odd hours of the night, Reichsadler Squadron’s took to the skies above 
New York City, the six Brotzman Cousins each piloting a multi-engine St. Blaise 
BI321Fs, Rosy War-era Ryanite A-Wing naval bombers based on the Focke-Wulf 
Fw200 Condor. Flying over every district, the six BI321Fs were several other 
squadrons of B1321Fs. 

The Conspiracy A-Wings dropped hundreds of thousands pro-Republican, 
Anti-Democrat, | Pro-Conservative, Anti-Liberal, pro-National Socialist, 
Antisemitic, and Anticommunist leaflets. A strong wind through the wind carried 
the leaflets, scattering them all over the city and even into the local Jewish 
neighborhoods. The purpose behind their work was simple: Reichsadler Squadron 
was ptobing New Yorkers’ reactions, determining whether they would support 
harden their support for the Democratic Party. On Harold and Halfrida’s behalf, 
they helped them gauge the city’s preexisting partisanship, their overall resentment 
and distrust of the Republican Party. 

But they were also provoking reactions out of the ADL, the SPLC, Simon 
Wiesenthal Center, and local Antifa black-bloc, Communist, and Socialist groups 
throughout the city as part of a Zugzwang (Compulsion to Move). Like the Chess 
strategy of the same name, Reichsadler Squadron forced the local Antifa, 
Communist and Socialist groups, along with those NGOs to make a haphazard 
move and make embarrassing moves. 

December 2. Reports of the dropped leaflets shocked and terrorized New 
Yorkers and even made national news headlines. ADL, SPLC, and Simon 
Wiesenthal Center declared the incident as evidence of growing White Supremacy, 
bigotry, hatred, Islamophobia, and Antisemitism. None of the three, for reasons 
unknown, bothered to investigate further into the matter. Every time they tried to 
get close to figuring out the origins of the leaflets, they were always led around in 
citcle before abruptly discontinuing their investigations. 

December 3. Cousin Heinricka helped Reichsadler Squadron create fake 
Facebook accounts under Russian computer hacker usernames, allowing Bruno 
and his like-minded Cousins to announce a fake National Socialist rally in Madison 
Square Garden just like what the German-American Bund did decades earlier. 

December 7. Seventy years after the infamous Raynerson-Nazi Affair, 
Russian bots operating the AGRP’s Facebook group broadcasted the date of this 
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proposed rally on December 17. Local Antifa, Socialist, and Communist groups, 
now riddled with Remnants and Ryanite spies loyal solely to Harold and Halfrida 
Brotzman, monitored their every move, frustrated their efforts at every turn, and 
whittled away their numbers like slices of Salami from Little Italy. 

December 14. Relations between Liberal and Conservative New Yorkers 
grew strained, as both sides continued to accuse each other and the Duopoly of 
racism and Neo-Nazi sentiments. Still-lingering allegations of racism, White 
Supremacy and Antisemitism continued to tarnish and degrade the city’s support 
for both the Democratic and Republican Parties, as Reichsadler Squadron 
continued to deceive the whole city and pitted New Yorkers against New Yorkers. 

Meanwhile, Donald Todt, a well-concealed and camouflaged card-carrying 
National Socialist of the Ostara Conspiracy, was still perceived by the Duopoly 
and every New Yorker as a Progressive Democrat. He had been voting Democrat 
ever since Walter Mondale tran against Ronald Reagan in that fateful 1984 
Presidential Election. Todt had volunteered as LAU salami-cutter and joined 
Perpetua and the Four Horsemen to work behind the scenes to undermine New 
Yorkers’ support for the Democrats. 

Piece-by-piece, Todt, Perpetua, and Four Horsemen Democratic Party’s local 
committee and sowed distrust, discord, and fear among their voting electorate. 
They spread rumors that Neo-Nazis and ‘Right-Wing Extremists’ had infiltrated 
the New York City’s Police and Fire Departments, forcing both government 
agencies into sacking several people on alleged charges of racist sentiments. The 
five continued, working to cause one political scandal after another. 

December 17. The day of the declared ‘rally’ came and went, yet nothing 
happened at Madison Square Garden. Antifa showed up and instead of finding 
Neo-Nazis to fight, got violent against perceived ‘fascists’. Not people like Horst 
Brotzman, but average New Yorkers who were just going about their routines. 

In the end, nobody in New York, and all of America, suspected the 
Brotzman family of wrongdoing. Everything that had happened in recent weeks 
was written off as a series of unrelated and bizarre coincidences. Could it have 
been an elaborate prank or a performance art piece of the political kind? Hardly 
anyone knew the answer, so it was a lot easier just to find a convenient scapegoat 
instead of answering the question. 
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Chapter Fifteen: Walking To Canossa 
(Ryanite Chorus; Dec. 28 2010-Jan. 21, 2011) 


“(T]he actual complaint of the worker is the insecurity of his existence; he is unsure if he will 
always have work, he is unsure if he will always be healthy and he can predict that he will reach 
old age and be unable to work. If he falls into poverty, and be that only through prolonged illness, 
he will find himself totally helpless being on his own, and society currently does not accept any 
responsibility towards him beyond the usual provisions for the poor, even if he has been working 
all the time ever so diligently and faithfully. The ordinary provisions for the poor, however, leaves 
a lot to be desired. [...]” 

-Otto von Bismarck, ca. March 20, 1884 


and detached from its ideological antecedents, Radical Centrism and 

Distributism. Where the contemporary Radical Centrist and Distributist 
failed through their own avoidance of ‘Discipline, Humility, and Traditions’ and 
‘Solidarity & Social Justice’, Radical Distributism succeeded and achieved skillful 
masteries of its Fifth and Sixth Tenets: Schulung ¢» Ausbildung (Schooling & 
Training’) and Staatssoxialismus ¢» Staatskunst (‘State Socialism & Statecraft’). 

American youths should never have to attend schools and colleges just to 
have meaningless drivel drilled into them day after day. Even the youngest among 
them in the Kindergartens had intuited that the drivel taught in American schools 
today is unworthy of helping them become competent adults. Instead, they should 
help youths realize their fullest potential in life by helping them build character, 
learn skills and knowledge that can even be used to achieve self-employment, to 
go above and beyond and face the many adversities that life itself has to offer. 

American Catholic Education and its centuries-long history shall not languish 
and will regain its former place. It did not languish not because of ‘Secularization’ 
ort “Vatican IT’, but because the Catholic bishops chose to appease the Democratic- 
Republican Duopoly by letting Catholic America capitulate before the Ameticanist 
Heresy. Embodied as the ‘Greater American Catholic School System’ (GACSS), 
American Catholic Education will return to greatness. It will revolutionize and 
innovate through new ideas, cherish and preserve time-tested traditions, and 
question and confront long-held superstitions, propaganda, and conspiracy 
theories. And it will start by challenging the Duopoly’s conventional wisdom 
regarding ‘Socialism’ and ‘Statecraft’ with Atlantic City as the example. 

A small city nested along the southeastern New Jersey shore, Atlantic City 
had never seen any better days. Its streets were once named after individual spots 
on old games of Monopoly. The city spent decades languishing under the legislative 
stupidity of the Duopoly, its denizens oppressed by the imperialistic ambitions of 
criminal and corporate empires. 

After 1918, the Duopoly signed Amendment XVIII in law, resulting in the 
Prohibition years. Crime flourished, with Cosa Nostra (Our Thing) and the Five 
Families of New York City seeking to build a nationwide criminal imperium. In 
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1929, the American Mafia and its allies held a conference in Atlantic City as part of 
creating a nationwide system of alliances and to challenge the growing hegemony 
of a dictatorial crime syndicate led by the autocratic Salvatore Maranzano. A year 
later, in 1930, the ‘Castellammarese War’ ended with the reign of Maranzano 
deposed and the American Mafia’s governing body, the ‘Commission’, established. 

In 1931, following the spectacular, explosive conclusion of the 
Castellammarese War, the 1929 conference in Atlantic City and its proposal was 
realized through the creation of the organized crime world’s versions of NATO 
and the Warsaw Pact: ‘Murder Inc.’ However, the Duopoly, realizing Amendment 
XVIII was a failure, repealed it with Amendment XXI. The American Mafia and 
its Commission survived, but the people of Atlantic City had nothing to gain. 

After 1945, Atlantic City languished, devoid of any meaningful purpose. The 
American Autobahn—a Federal interstate highway system that the Eisenhower 
presidency copied from the Third Reich’s Autobahn, the growing monopolization 
of the American automotive industry, and the introduction of air conditioning had 
rendered the city as an attractive resort destination. 

Crime flourished again, except the Five Families and their Commission was 
no longer in the position to keep non-aligned crime from spiraling out of control. 
The Duopoly’s FBI (Federal Bureau of Investigation) and J. Edgar Hoover himself 
decapitated their leadership, almost annihilating the American Mafia by the 1990s. 

After the late 1970s, a sizeable majority of New Jersians voted on two 
separate referendums to legalize gambling in Atlantic City. Flashy, spectacular 
casinos came under construction throughout the 1980s and 1990s. Meanwhile, 
new empires, both corporate and criminal, took over. The Russian Mafia and the 
Chinese Triads, along with members of the American Mafia from nearby 
Philadelphia, started moving in and then were later kicked out by the Duopoly. 

Like the criminal empires before them, a majority of the corporate empires 
did not survive in Atlantic City. The Duopoly, in all its wisdom, legalized gambling 
in New Jersey’s neighboring states of Delaware, Pennsylvania, Connecticut, and 
Maryland. The economic downturns that followed the Cold War’s end, Japan’s 
‘Lost Twenty Years’, the Dot-Com Bubble, 9/11, and Subprime Mortgage Crisis 
brought further misery and misfortune. Even Donald Trump, despite decades of 
finding success in the city, was gradually forced to depart from it. 

2K AK 


“Today, Atlantic City still languishes in what feels like a never-ending cycle, 
forever condemned to search for a new purpose,” Halfrida told her brother. “Will 
that cycle ever come to an end? Can Radical Distributism be the spark that brings 
new life to it?” She gestured at massive, sprawling diorama on the long boardroom 
table inside the conference room on the 60% Floor of the Palladian Building. The 
diorama recreated all of the city’s casinos, together with their hotels and resorts, 
along the city’s boardwalk and marina areas. 

Cousins Bruno and Ulrich, Duchess Perpetua, and Lady Ostara, all of them 
sitting around the boardroom table, turned to Harold. Leaning back in his leather 
swivel chair, Harold paused and pondered in silence for the next few moments. 


143 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 
“Atlantic City, as a small resort city, was never meant to subsist on just tourism or 
gambling alone, sis,” Harold said. “In fact, it was never meant to be competing 
against neighboring cities like Baltimore, Philadelphia, and New York.” 

Bruno stroked his chin. “Your brother is Aorrek¢, Halfrida,” he voiced. “To 
understand why the casinos, hotels, and resorts in Atlantic City are now failing, we 
must first understand the recent legalization of gambling among the states adjacent 
to New Jersey. I’d say we all start a moratorium on the ‘casino empire of Trump.” 

“Ganz genau, Cousin,” Ulrich agreed. “We have to bear in mind that the 
recent explosion of offline and online gambling in America coincided with the 
deindustrialization of the country’s industrial sectors. Middle and working class 
Americans in New Jersey alone voted to legalize gambling, because they knew that 
doing so would bring them Arbeit und Brot (Work and Bread).” 

Ostara snapped her fingers. “And that was how Herr Drumpf...” 

“Don’t you mean, “Trumpr”’ Halfrida’s eyes narrowed. “I thought he was...” 

“Natirlich, but his family are part-Deutschen from the Rhineland and later went 
on to change their names to “Trump,” Ostara clarified. “Unlike you, I can 
understand that Herr Drumpf’s mentality is a manifestation of historical trends. It 
comes with the centuries-old sentimentality of being constantly conquered by 
Frenchmen like Napoleon Bonaparte, Bavarians like Fraulein Bauer, and Prussians 
like your own family patriarch, Herr Obersturmbannfihrer der $4.” 

“Can distant historical trends affect the odds of a child to become someone 
like a Donald Trump?” Halfrida questioned. 

“A lot is learned about someone based on their childhood,” Perpetua said. 

“And family histories, genetic heredity, and the environment in which a child 
is raised will tell the rest,” Ostara added. She laid her eyes on three casinos that 
made up the New York business mogul’s Atlantic City casino empire. Three 
buildings named “Trump Plaza’, “Trump Taj Mahal’, and “Trump Marina’. 

The wolfish grin on her face widened. “For Herr Drumpf,” she chortled, 
“It’s his personal fear of failure and the fear that comes with having a dictatorial 
father in his life that drove him on the path to becoming dishonest later in life. 
Everything else is up to you and your twin brother to figure out.” 

“Trump’s empire was not sold off-it was lost due to economic forces fat 
beyond his control,’ Hannelore snorted, glaring at Bruno and Ostara. “Atlantic 
City would have built statues in that man’s honor, had he been more benevolent 
and guided by an actual political ideology like Radical Distributism.” 

“Regardless, the Wolff brothers, Herr Todt, and the Bauer family can bring 
new life to Atlantic City by working together,’ Harold suggested. “However, if the 
three make too many bad moves, they are destined to follow the same paths that 
Trump took in the past thirty years.” 

“But how do we avoid those mistakes, dear brother?” Halfrida asked. 

“If we are ever able to wrestle control away from the Duopoly in New Jersey 
at the ballot box, we should invest in Atlantic City,” Harold spoke. “We will be 
able to change if we have the will of New Jersians behind us and strong, capable 
leadership to carry out our plans for Atlantic City and the State.” 
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“For now, dear brother, let’s assume we’re the ones in power in the corridors 
of power in Trenton and not that poor-excuse-for-a-Republican-Hermann-Goring 
that New Jersey has as their Governor at the moment!” Halfrida got up from her 
swivel chair and walked to the other side of the table to glance at the grounds of a 
casino and hotel building still waiting for its construction to be completed. 

Ostara cackled. “I doubt Herr Reichsmarschall would appreciate being 
compared to Herr Christie, Halfrida! Despite his fault against the Fuhrer, at least 
Herr Reichsmarschall was more competent in large-scale construction projects!” 

Harold and Ulrich followed suit and joined Halfrida’s side. The three 
Brotzman Cousins stood erect behind two vacant swivel chairs. 

The ‘Revel Casino Hotel Atlantic City’, designed by its architect, was meant 
to be the tallest building in Atlantic City and the fourth tallest in New Jersey at 710 
feet (216.41 meters). Like Trump and his own plans for the Trump Taj Mahal in 
1990, Revel’s ambitiousness was always plagued by a lack of money. That in turn 
let to a scaling back of that ambitiousness, safety hazards, opening delays, and just 
plain incompetence and foolishness. 

“Do you all know how much that building cost?” Ulrich asked his twin 
Cousins and the others. “It costed $2,400,000,000! Morgan Stanley, which owned 
90% of the staked investment into that building, pulled out earlier this year!” 

“How does much are we talking?” Harold mused. 

“About $932,000,000, Cousin Harold,” Ulrich replied. “The State Governor 
would have offered $261,000,000 in tax incentives to entice people to come and 
help complete the project, in addition to offering various equity distributions. 
None of that will materialize and the corporate ownership behind the last 10% of 
the casino’s ownership will instead be forced to broker a $1,300,000,000 financial 
package just to complete this bloody construction project!” 

“Damn, what a waste of good money,” Harold opined. “I can only imagine 
how badly hurt Morgan Stanley is now after the Subprime Mortgage Crisis.” 

Halfrida laughed. “With shoddy effort like that, it’s no wonder this place will 
go out of business soon after it opens—if it ever opens, that is...” The mischievous 
grin on her face widened more than usual. “Unlike Radical Centrists and 
Distributists, we ‘Radical Distributists’ recognize the need for governmental 
intervention and participation as part of it being one among many sectors that can 
influence and affect a national economy.” 

“Not only should the government regulate and adjust as needed, it must not 
be too shy about offering state-subsidies to various businesses. It should not also 
stray away from that verboten word called ‘nationalization’, if its leaders believed 
that pursuing it can become a means to achieve a specific, well-defined end goal.” 

Ulrich interjected. “But just like any other individual business within a 
national economy, the government must never be allowed to achieve absolute 
monopolization ovet an entite economy. This is what separates us from the 
‘Socialists’ and the ‘Communists’. To us, state interventions and nationalizations 
are like strategic plans for a potential war that is dawning on the horizon.” 
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“And unlike Radical Centrists and Distributists, we don’t care about whether 
people think if what we’re doing looks too ‘collectivist’? or ‘socialist,”’ Harold 
chimed. “The purpose of any legitimate government is to serve, protect, and 
provide guidance, direction, and leadership to the people it is supposed to govern. 
If the Duopoly’s State Government in Trenton is too scared to do anything close 
to what we’re doing, what good is that government for? Why not just let the 
American Mafia take over Atlantic City again? ’m sure they’d want a comeback!” 

Hannelore Bauer walked up to the three from behind. “Rather than letting 
the people of Atlantic City and all of those casinos, hotels, and resorts go to waste, 
the Radikaldistributistische Volkspartei (RDVP) should bring new life to the city. ’d 
say Bauer Industries, the Wolff Corporation, the Todt Organization, Adalbert 
Munitionenfabriken AG, House of Raynerson, and the Second RPS plot an electoral 
takeover of Atlantic City, Philadelphia, and the State Governments of New Jersey 
and Pennsylvania in the near future.” 

“And that’s in addition to New York City and State, assuming you'll be 
working alongside all of us, Hannelore?” Harold asked. 

“Right,” Hannelore answered. “Lance and I, along with Lance’s employer, 
the Eddie Mack Trading House back in Southern California, will pitch in. With 
Second RPS’ Secret School Economy flourishing and is in stable ground, the time 
has come to begin the first steps toward creating the GACSS.” 

“Genau, Fraulein Bauer,” Ulrich chimed. 

“Let’s get it done then,” Harold replied. “How about it, sis?” 

“On the condition that we shelve the other half of the plan for until the 
RDVP takes over the aforementioned locales, why not?” Halfrida said. 

2K 

Under Radical Distributism, politicians and statesmen alike practiced a 
political “Golden Mean’, embodied in the famous Gang nach Kanossa (Walk to 
Canossa’) of the First Reich. Like Holy Roman Emperor Heinrich IV and his 
submission of penance to Pope St. Gregory VII during the infamous Investiture 
Controversy of the 11% century, Radical Distributism demanded its political 
adherents to follow their example in the 21* century. 

Any politician or statesmen who claimed to be a Radical Distributist must 
honor their word and never become disconnected from the needs and concerns of 
the people. They must strive to show initiative in proposing and passing reforms 
and legislative changes without always having to be pressured by the people. 

But no one can always be perfect and there will always be limits as to how 
much people in power can and cannot do. For this reason, Radical Distributism 
expected its adhering politicians and statesmen to demand the people they govern 
to join them on their long ‘Walk to Canossa’. Before any child can learn how to 
run, they must first learn how to crawl, before learning how to walk and long 
before learning how to run. Only then will this child ever make it to Canossa. 

January 1, 2011. Under the terms of the Anti-EuroGov Pact, the Second 
RPS, the Underground, and the Conspiracy signed the ‘Mid-Atlantic Economic 
Revival Treaty of 2011’. Also signing the treaty were the Wolff Corporation, 
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Canada’s industrial conglomerate Bauer Industries, the Todt Organization, 
MacDonald Realty, the Law Offices of Bianchi & Bianchi, the banking firm Cross 
Financial Unlimited (CFU), and the Caravaneers of the Western Commonwealth’s 
(WC) ‘Eddie Mack Trading House’. The terms of the treaty were, in essence, 
public policies that must be enacted as soon as the RDVP assumed a sizeable- 
enough power away from the Duopoly in Municipal, County, and State 
Government elections. Just trying to pass them while the Duopoly still maintains a 
majority is not enough, for bipartisanship can always overwhelm any concerted 
political effort. 
Below are examples of the terms outlined in the treaty: 


1. Legislation and Enforcement of a Mandatory 40-Hour Work Week. 
There are other purposes for a 40-Hour Work Week than just giving the middle and working 
classes both leisure and rest. They are also meant to provide them with the necessary opportunities 
to become active and participatory in the political affairs of their Gemeinschaften (Communities) 
and Gesellschaften (Societies). 

2. Legislation and Enforcement of Labor Unions and Businesses 
Forming Guilds, Where Unions May Issue Referendums over Key Issues. 
By protecting the unions, empowering them to form more powerful Guilds with local and small 
business owners and the rest of their Gemeinschaften, they will stand united and be more able to 
challenge those who seek to divide and conquer them. Referendums should be offered to let the 
workers and their families decide for themselves what their wages and benefits should be. For 
instance, should one vote for a $15 per-hourly minimum wage? Let the people vote and State 
Government to enforce the results and confront and arrest those who seek to commit voter fraud. 

3. State Government Legislatures Must Demand Corporations to Offer 
Mandatory Vacations, Paid Sick and Maternity Leave for Low and Mid- 
Level Employees. Corporations do not exist to recreate 19” century societal ills such as 
colonialism and the Gilded Age through Globalization. If they expect to continue to mistreat and 
demean local workers in any State Government under RDVP control, they are to be levied with 
taxation and forced to enforce the State’s new legislatures. They must offer its workers mandatory 
three-week vacations between May and August, in addition to paid sick and maternity leave. 

4. State Government Should Reserve the Right to Create Jobs. State 
Governments are always responsible for the well-being of their respective States. They should be 
allowed to commit toward the creation of economic activity and to keep unemployment down. They 
must strive to give meaningful work where private businesses are othernise incapable of providing. 

5. State Government Should Cut Taxes for the Poor and Working 
Classes. Tax cuts should never be used to enrich corporate interests and their wealthy 
shareholders, especially since the latter did no real work in generating that wealth. The 
hardworking people of America everywhere deserve tax relief. They should be given to those who 
work with own two hands and walk with their own two legs. 

6. State Government Should Reserve the Right to Nationalize 
Industries. If private banks and mortgage firms are ever unable to finish, for instance, 
construction projects, State Governments should step in and finish those projects. The unfinished 
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ventures should be allowed to become nationalized and State Governments given the free agency to 
pursue them to their completion. 

7, State Government Should Not Always Have the Right to Privatize 
Industries. Not all enterprises have to be privatized. Large-scale ones like railroads should 
never be privatized. They may provide a source of income to the State. If they are especially 
lucrative, they may be enough to ensure tax cutting without fear of falling into deficits. Locals 
should have be given a referendum and an arguable case on whether their State Government 
should or should not use taxpayer money to invest into construction projects, especially if they 
turned out to be too costly. 

8. State Governors Shall Report on the Economic and Financial Well- 
Being of the State to the People for Every Three Months While in Office. 
The people deserve better. They should be allowed to know how well or how poorly their State is 
doing. It is important on the part of State Governor to be straightforward, direct, and honest to 
the people that they govern. 

9. State Government Legislatures Must Legislate and Enforce Family 
Subsidies to Struggling Single-Parents and Newly-Wed Families. Work 
should never interfere with one’s personal life, rather it should be a means to enhance one’s 
personal life. Single mothers, along with their parents and their extended family members, should 
be able to raise their children in sound and stable households. If they are incapable of being raised 
in a stable household, then the State must intervene and let the religious and the secular to care 
for them through State-regulated orphanages instead of the current foster care system. 

10. Legislation and Enforcement of a State Government-Backed 
Healthcare and Insurance Systems. Healthcare and Insurance in America is has been 
deliberately designed to serve not the American people, but to serve corporate greed, thereby 
endangering the national security interests of both the American people and their future. How 
does one Reep their nation safe if they are too weak and too unfit to fight? It is true that the US 
Military has a healthcare system, the Department of Veterans Affairs (VA). It is true that the 
elderly and the destitute have Medicare and Medicaid, but but why single all of them out along 
nith military? Why should the American people have to continue tolerating with all the hassles of 
having to pay too much for too littl from an American private sector motivated more so by 
corporate greed and not the national interest of this nation? 


Of course, the Democratic-Republican Duopoly will always scoff at every 
single one of these ten policies, decrying them as being too ‘socialistic’ or 
‘unfeasible’. They will always nit-pick over every tiny little detail, demanding 
‘evidence and proof and asking ‘how do you Radical Distributists expect the 
American people to pay for all of this?’ 

Such a question is so pathetic that it is unworthy of being answered by a 
Radical Distributist, especially one that had already been able to demonstrate a 
faithful, by-the-book adherence to all six Tenets in Radical Distributism in their 
local Gemeinschaft (Community). Granted, if the Duopoly somehow decided to 
appropriate Radical Distributism to further their own political ends, do not be too 
surprised to find out that their attempts failed to pass or were even able to pass a 
bastardized and watered-down version riddled with corporate greed. 


148 


WORLD IN FLAMES 

Realistically speaking, given the Duopoly’s legislative history between the 
1880s and 1920s-the Gilded and Progressive Ages—would the Democrats and 
Republicans even bother with bipartisanship just to even reach anywhere close to 
achieving nearly all Tenets? Or will the political courtesans shoving propaganda 
and conspiracy theories down their cholesterol-clogged ears even let them? 

2 KK 
(Three weeks later) 

“SA spirit of competition—that’s what makes America great,” Donald Trump once 
declared in a 1990 advertisement for the TV gameshow, Trump Card. “Competition 
compels us to reach higher than what we think we can. |...| The player that wins has to have 
more than just knowledge; they have to have the will to win. That’s what it’s all about.” 

Machtpoitik (Power Politics). Nobody in the entire Brotzman family 
understood, admired, and cherished such a bold message any more than Horst 
Brotzman, Cousins Ulrich and Bruno, and especially the Brotzman twins. Through 
different methods, ideals, and outlooks, all five had unique ways of expressing it. 

Gallons and gallons of cold rain poured from dark gray storm clouds blotting 
out the skies over Atlantic City. Thunder rumbled. Twin lightning bolts flashed 
ovethead. A harsh wind from the Atlantic blew the rain all over the place. The 
asphalt pavements and the concrete sidewalks drenched with constant 
bombardments of rainwater. Puddled formed on potholes and cracks left unfixed 
by the Municipal and State Governments. 

A long fleet of cars with license plates from New Jersey and States as far 
away as California rolled in and out of the parking garage entrances of the Trump 
Taj Mahal. Pedestrians hurried through the hotel lobby doors as the weather 
outside worsened with no end in sight. 

Like its waning counterparts, the Trump Plaza and the Trump Marina, the 
Trump Taj Mahal’s boastful and optimistic Indian-style aesthetics reflected the 
personality of the man whom the building bore his name. Its bright and flashy 
lights at the entranceways of the hotel lobby, together with the iconic spires and 
domes, were befitting of the man whom the complex bore his name. Everything, 
from the unionized employees to the hotel, casino and resort that they ran, always 
imparted lasting impressions and undying memories on all who visited it. 

But like British Empire’s rule over the British Raj of old, the Duopoly always 
belittled Trump and treated like their vassal, their puppet. Capitalism and 
Globalization were like the straightjackets that prevented the man and Atlantic 
City itself from achieving and grasping true greatness. 

A plaque was once erected in the owner’s honor in front of the main 
entranceways into the Trump Taj Mahal. It had an icon bearing the man’s likeness 
during his heyday in the early years of the Reagan Revolution, right around the 
dissolution of the Soviet Union. Below the icon was a pristine and well-preserved 
inscription. It read: ‘DONALD TRUMP / The trustees and the residents of the Best of 
Life take great pleasure in honoring the kind and caring actions of this great humanitarian. He 
has provided amenities that enhance the quality of life for our residence. | 1992. 
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The Brotzman twins stood before the plaque, gawking and reflecting on the 
plaque’s inscription. With Harold no longer crossdressing as his twin sister, they 
were dressed in the school uniforms of Arlington, Virginia’s Bishop Dowell High 
School. For Harold, it was a light-gray sweater vest, white long-sleeve dress shirt, 
dark-gray tie, khaki dress pants and black oxfords. For Halfrida, her uniform was 
the same but with a khaki pleated, knee-length A-line midi skirt and white knee 
socks. Both twins, holding onto their opened umbrella with each hand, wore a 
black leather Sam Browne belt over their sweater vests. 

“History will always be colored by the perceptions of those who had lived to 
experience it,” Halfrida said to her brother. Harold tilted his head away from the 
plaque and eyed Halfrida. “It’s up to us to learn from the past, seek and find the 
truth to the best of our abilities, and pass it down to the next generation.” 

“Did the political and economic citcumstances created by the Duopoly made 
the man whom Donald Trump is now?” Harold asked. 

“Well, if what Lady Ostara insinuated last month bears any relevance, how 
are we to judge this special type of crazy?” Halfrida stroked her chin with her 
other hand, the dominant hand still wrapped around the wooden handle of the 
umbrella. “For all his successes and his faults, dear brother, we must never forget 
that Trump is a product of his environment. Like the rest of America, Trump was 
taught from a young age by the Duopoly that if he always played by the rules, then 
success and opportunity will be his one day.” 

“Those ate just promises, sis,” Harold quipped. “American Exceptionalism, 
Capitalism, and Globalization will never deliver on those promises. One has to be 
willing to challenge the Duopoly’s narrative through competing ideologies.” 

Halfrida nodded. “True, and while nothing in life can ever be considered 
perfect, that hasn’t stopped people from trying to change and adapt to changing 
circumstances. Businesses and governments do that all the time. It always pays to 
have a bit of competition, but it has to be done with fairness and set according to 
a parameter of rules so it won’t get out of hand.” 

“Cousins Ulrich and Bruno never cease to learn from each other by dueling 
with their guns or else their A-Wings,” Harold recalled. “I'll bet that the same 
thing was similar for Horst Brotzman as well.” 

“It was, back when his father—-our great-grandfather Heinz Winifred 
Brotzman—gave him the inheritance to Adalbert Munitionenfabriken,” Halfrida 
told him. “Hitler, Goring, Himmler, Speer, and Schacht wanted only the best out 
of the Fatherland’s armaments manufacturers. Unlike the Duopoly or NATO’s 
STANAG (Standardization Agreement), I think Horst shared what those men 
knew full well about the German economy: the government has a responsibility in 
ensuring that competition exists within both peacetime and wartime economies.” 

“And that can also be done with the government also having stakes, 
investments, properties, and assets in the economy through nationalization?” 

“Absolutely,” Halfrida answered. “But unlike Horst and those men, we have 
ethics and not running against a Grandfather Clock. If taking our time keeps us 
from having bad history books written, then by all means, let’s take our time.” 
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Chapter Sixteen: ‘Life Is Worth Living!’ 
(Ryanite Chorus; Jan. 25-Feb. 28, 2011) 


“That’s for damned sure! Barbed wire is barbed wire! I know what I'm up against... No rose 
without a thorn...! And the last thing U' stand for is ideas to get the better of me! I know that 
rubbish from 18 ..., fraternity, equality, ..., freedom ..., beauty and dignity! You gotta use the 
right bait to hook ‘em. And then, you're right in the middle of a parley and they say: Hands up! 
You're disarmed... you [R]epublican-voting swine-—No, let ‘em Reep their good distance with 
their whole ideological kettle of fish ... I shoot with lve ammunition! When I hear the word 
culture ..., I release the safety on my Browning!” 
-From Hanns Johst’s Drama Stage Play 
‘Schlageter,’ Act One, Scene One 


propaganda, like Harold and Halfrida, are twin siblings. Both are subjective 

statements of opinion unguaranteed to be true or based in reality. They can 
always be evaluated as being unworthy and subversive if one verifies the 
‘conspiracy theorist’ or the ‘propagandist’ by scrutinizing, investigating, and 
researching their worldview, ideology, interests, motives, and convictions. 

Military strategies can also become twin siblings. The SIRE Strategy also has 
its own ‘Counter-SIRE Strategy’, its weapons derived from all that is absurd and 
irrational in an otherwise chaotic and uncertain universe. It can be deadly in the 
capable hands of silver-tongued manipulators like Howard Wolff and _ his 
childhood best friend and long-time admirer, Nicholas ‘the Mad Hatter’ Fitzgerald. 

Fitzgerald stood behind a podium in the center of a stage inside a New York 
City convention center. He addressed a rowdy crowd of American teens, Ryanites 
and non-Ryanites alike. Many of them were no older than eighteen and nineteen. 

“All Conservatives, all Libertarians are Communists!” he cried. “All Liberals, 
all Progressives are Neo-Nazis! That will soon become the official Party line of the 
GOP Republican Party once Howard Wolff is elected President of the United 
States next year! ‘Life is worth living!” 

The teens smiled and romped, cheering Fitzgerald on. “We want Wolff! We 
want Wolff! We want Wolff! We want Wolff!” 

Crossing his arms, Fitzgerald waited for the next couple seconds until the 
rowdy youths had time to collect themselves. When they were finished, he 
continued. “So please welcome, my fellow true Americans, Howard Erich Wolff!” 
He joined the audience’s joyous applause, turning away from them to clap and 
praise the next President of the United States. 

From behind a thick red curtain, Howard Wolff appeared onstage. Lights 
were beamed on Wolff as he walked toward the podium, smiling and waving his 
hand at the growing ranks of fawning teenage admirers. Fitzgerald stepped away 
from the podium and exited the stage as his best friend took over. 

“My fellow young Americans,” Wolff bellowed into the microphone, “You 
and I are about to embark on a great, long march into the institutions that 
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continue to rape and pillage us of our futures and our livelihoods! The future that 
awaits every single one of you is brighter than a zillion suns orbiting the Earth!” 

The youths screamed. “We want Wolff! We want Wolff! We want Wolff!” 

“The time has come for all of us to acknowledge that Climate Change is real 
and it feels so good!” Wolff bellowed. “Why do you think the big oil companies 
are denying it, and yet are secretly admitting the truth behind our backs?” 

The audience held their signs up and praised his honesty. Several youths 
among the audience held up aithorns and unleashed their loud noises all at once. 
Wolff continued. “Crank up the heat! Drill, baby, drill!’ He threw a clenched fist 
in the air. “More climate change means shorter winters and longer, hotter 
summers! Who doesn’t want to see State Chancellor Harold Brotzman and various 
trans-girls in teeny-weeny bikinis?” 

“We do!” The Ryanites in the back of the audience shouted, jumping up and 
down like small children, raising their hands high like in Kindergarten. 

“T can’t hear you from back there, kids!” Wolff hollered at them. 

Those Ryanite rally-goers screamed at the top of their lungs. “We do!” 

Wolff chuckled and winked at them. “The ice caps are melting! We will melt 
Antarctica and drill oil with Aramco! Climate Change isn’t a bad thing at all! Rising 
sea levels will create new jobs for shipbuilders! See, it can be a good thing!” 

“There’s nothing wrong about cutting people’s taxes or even evading your 
own taxes! I and many other rich people in America do it all the time and nothing 
bad ever happens to us!” Wolff declared to them. “As President, I will be cutting 
so many taxes that no American man, woman, and child will pay even a penny in 
taxes as long as I am in office! Nobody should have to pay taxes!” 

“T want a Federal government so small that it becomes ineffective, irrational, 
incompetent, and impotent in serving its selfish needs or the American people’s 
needs! No Social Security, no Medicare and Medicaid, no Veterans Administration 
ot Housing & Urban Development! No FBI, CIA, DHS, ATF, DEA, or NSA! 
Freedom from Congress and the Supreme Court will be our next Amendment!” 

“As President, I will see to it that Marijuana and cannabis are legalized in the 
every States in the entire United States of America!” Wolff cried. “We are going to 
turn the Marijuana industry into the next Tobacco industry! So long as they are 
making money and giving you kids a job, I could care less!” 

“Gun control in this country is far worse than Nazi Germany! Hitler Youth 
kids got to play with machine guns, assault rifles, rocket launchers, and Flak 
cannons! They even shot at American soldiers who may have been about the same 
age as them!” The blood in his veins boiled at the thought of Ronald Wilson 
Reagan. “Ronald Reagan, that wicked, evil Communist sympathizer, took away 
Americans’ guns and not a single peep of a complaint from these loathsome, 
uncivilized Republicans! The jackbooted mobsters of the NRA ate not pro-gun; 
they’re pro-Military-Industrial Complex (Read: they’re pro- NATO STANAG)!” 

“We want Wolff!” the youths bellowed. “We want Wolffl We want Wolff!” 

“If I am elected President, I will sign into law a mandatory one-year 
conscription and everyone who gets drafted will have a Constitutional right to 
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desert the US military and not get prosecuted for it!” He rambled on. “I will also 
let you kids carry automatic weapons to school for self-defense and lower the age 
to buy firearms from 18 to just 10! You kids deserve to defend yourselves with 
only the best firepower! Hell, if the Republicans let me, I will make sure you kids 
will have access to grenade launchers, rocket artillery, Stinger missile launchers, M1 
Abrams tanks, Apache attack helicopters, F-15s, F/A-18s, F-22s, and F-35 jets, 
and even your own aircraft carriers and battleships at taxpayer’s expense!” 

“Bipartisanship will be the thing of the past if I am elected President! Right- 
Wing Extremist Democrats and Left-Wing Extremist Republicans will be fighting 
each other so much that nothing in America will ever work again! Americans will 
have to vote them out and revise the Constitution again! The Constitution has 
already been revised twenty-seven times! Let’s revise it twenty-seven more times!” 

“We want Wolff!” the youths wailed. “We want Wolff! We want Wolff!” 

“Hell, you know what?” Wolff snapped. “Let’s get rid of the Constitution 
and write a brand new one, because the one we have right now is always failing to 
serve the American people! The Articles of Confederation were way, way better!” 

“We want Wolff! We want Wolffl We want Wolff!” 

Howard Wolff was far from crazy alright. He just gets trigger-happy 
whenever anyone happened to say the word ‘Culture’ in his presence. Why would 
anyone in America not want to vote for this man as their next President? Wolff 
can be a cool dude once Americans, to quote Horst Brotzman, ‘get used to him’, 

2 OKK 
(Three days later) 

January 28. Howard Wolff, Emperor Bernard and Empress Benita, Horst 
Brotzman and Lady Ostara signed a new treaty on behalf of the Anti-EuroGov 
Pact members. Together, Second RPS, Underground, and the Conspiracy ran a 
secret joint-training school for its elite infantry and officers, heavy weapons, 
antitank and artillery crews, MAFV commanders, and A-Wing pilots. Dubbed 
Kriegsschule Jenseits-Kama (‘Other-Kazan School of Warfare’), the training school 
operated outside the Model-EU/NATO-controlled city of Other-Kazan in 
Otherworld’s Northland. Between January 2011 and May 2012, the training 
school’s purposes were to develop new tactics and strategies, test new MAFV and 
A-Wing designs, and to educate and train a new generation in the art of war. 

Back in the Real World, most Americans, including those supportive of their 
nation’s unions, often forgot to remember that the key to rebuilding America’s 
tottering industrial sectors is to build up its national railway system. Since Ronald 
Reagan, the Democratic-Republican Duopoly in Washington DC maintained that 
they were going to rebuild America’s decaying infrastructure, with Barack Obama 
being the last President to officially make the national railway system an actual 
promise. And like the past four Presidents, Obama failed to keep that promise. 

Since neither side of the Duopoly wanted to, and with both sides more 
concerned about the nation’s skyrocketing national debt and fears of a national 
default looming, the Anti-EuroGov Pact got busy. Taking advantage of the 
deficiencies and sheer incompetency associated with America railroad and 
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locomotive companies, the Second RPS, the Underground, and the Conspiracy 
were proud to establish the ANRI (American National Railway Initiative’). 

ANRI received millions of dollars and enough resources and backing from 
Bauer Industries, Wolff Corporation, Todt Organization, Adalbert Munitions, 
Cross Financial Unlimited, and the Distributist International. Through the Anti- 
EuroGov Pact, ANRI created a Ryanite-run workers’ Guild representing more 
than just the interests of an army corps-sized outfit of roughly 40,000 manual 
laborers equipped with heavy, yet reliable, machinery. An additional 40,000 in 
plainclothes Underground and Remnants combat engineers, all bitter veterans of 
the Rosy War, cast aside their differences and worked together side-by-side. 

In the outskirts of Richmond, Virginia, in the middle of RPS territory, ANRI 
laborers laid down railroad tracks across hundreds of miles of rural backcountry in 
northwestern Virginia. They built two long tracks paralleling the I-95 to 
Washington DC, with the tracks going around Washington DC and ending up at a 
newly rebuilt train station in Baltimore, Maryland. 

From the ANRI Central Railway Station ‘Baltimore’, several more tracks were 
constructed. One track went straight to Pittsburgh and connected the city to 
Philadelphia on the other side of Pennsylvania. A second track built to offer a 
direct rail route straight to Philadelphia. At ANRI Railway Station “West 
Philadelphia’, one track went straight to the outskirts of Atlantic City, while 
another had a train station outside New York City before finally ending in Boston. 

Unlike anything the Duopoly and America had ever witnessed, ANRI 
completed the whole construction project before the end of 2011. The whole 
project, estimated by the Duopoly to cost $100,000,000,000, ended up with exactly 
tenth of that amount. The actual $10,000,000,000 price tag stunned the Duopoly’s 
accountants, fearing that they may have added an unnecessary ‘0’. 

January 29. Where America’s industrial workers found no work and no bread, 
the Anti-EuroGov Pact offered both in return for their unyielding love and 
gratitude. Factories, assembly plants, workshops, and industrial parks controlled by 
Anti-EuroGov Pact members were constructed and opened along ANRI tracks. 

The initial 40,000 workers, upon exerting almost a year’s work of blood and 
sweat, found work on the assembly lines and workbenches of these industrial 
buildings. They, along with a new workforce of 40,000 workers recruited from all 
across America, found not just work but meaningful work. Together with the 
ANRI and its Guild, ‘Workers and Industrialists Stand United’ (WISU), they were 
blessed by both God and history to practice true freedom and Democracy. 

Elections were held each year to elect worker representatives on the 
corporate boardroom, with special referendums given to the workers at least once 
every six months. Unlike the rest of America’s industrial sector, these workers 
were given the chance to actually vote for pay raises, better benefits, ANRI-funded 
healthcare, three-week vacations, and more. 

Meanwhile, in the Otherworld and Dweller World, Ryanite, Underground, 
Conspiracy, and later Remnants scientists, engineers, and researchers were hard- 
pressed by the Anti-EuroGov Pact to develop new technologies to increase 
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economic and production efficiency, reduce environmental and financial waste, 
and create new, life-fulfilling jobs. Climate change was real and there were plenty 
of other ways to fight it besides curtailing Globalization and undermining the 
power of America’s dull and unoriginal automotive industry. 

January 30. Catholic parish bells chimed in the early morning hours just as 
the sun dawned on the East Coast this Sunday. Today marked the beginning of a 
seven-day NCEA (National Catholic Educational Association) event known as 
‘Catholic Schools Week.’ With Cardinal Wolk as de-facto ‘President of the USCCB 
(United States Conference of Catholic Bishops)’, His Eminence rallied the 
growing, fledgling band of pro-GACSS clergymen and religious nuns and monks. 
They all wanted Catholic America to make Catholic Schools Week more than just 
a poor excuse to show off and instead use it as an opportunity to showcase the 
suppressed inner-potential of what Catholic America can do. 

‘The schools are not just meant to serve America’s stalwart, faithful and 
Christ-centered Catholic youths’, His Eminence declared in an exclusive interview 
on EWTN. ‘They are meant to serve the interests of all youths in this nation.’ 

January 31-February 4. Ryanites from Catholic schools and high schools in 
the Second RPS held afterschool parties, prayer gatherings, and Eucharistic 
processions sanctioned by their Dioceses. Harold and Halftida, dressed in Bishop 
Dowell High School uniforms, led the students participating in the procession in 
the Arlington Diocese. The priest selected to preside over the procession was their 
Onkel, Father Leonard Brotzman, OSA. 

February 4. The weekday ended with Ryanites in the Second RPS dismissed 
by wailing school bells at 12:00PM. Catholic schools and high schools outside RPS 
territory resumed the school day as usual, with thousands of students staging 
walkout protests for the rest of the day. 

February 5. After receiving pressure from the Cardinal Wolk and His 
Eminence’s clergy and religious supporters, the Bishops of the Dioceses of 
Wheeling-Charleston in West Virginia and Wilmington in Delaware, as well as the 
Archbishops of Washington DC and Baltimore agreed to Cardinal Wolk’s terms. 
American Catholic Education will become the spearhead of the Catholic Church’s 
New Evangelization in the United States of America through other means. But the 
Ryanites in the two Dioceses and two Archdioceses have yet to be welcomed into 
the Second RPS by its student government. 

February 6. While Catholic Schools Week came to an end in the continental 
United States, in the Middle East, the mood was anything but heartwarming. The 
Arab Spring marched on as millions of protestors fed up with their rulers’ 
governance continued demonstrations against them. Backed by Washington-Reich 
and Pax Americana, the Duopoly painted optimistic and joyful interpretations of 
the protests, even as things spiraled into out-of-control political violence. As far as 
many Americans were concerned, none of that concerned them; more immediate 
concerns were on their minds. 
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In Otherworld’s Northland, new insurgencies exploded out of nowhere and 
taking both Pax Americana and their Model-EU/NATO Collaborators by 
surprise. Most of the action took place in and around the city of Other-Warsaw. 

February 12. Rumors flurried out of the Archdiocese of Los Angeles. Ryanite 
intelligence reports recetved word that Washington-Reich and several Clancyites 
may have made an unexpected visit to the personal office of Cardinal Wolk’s old 
rival from the days of Vatican II, William Cardinal Manning. Unlike His 
Eminence, Cardinal Manning had the Clancyites’ ear and was sympathetic to their 
opposition to the Ryanites and their push for the GACSS. No further information. 

2 KK 

“Oh, come on now, you do not have to bring that up with me again.” 
Cardinal Manning of Los Angeles laughed in nervousness after hearing a vague, 
yet apparent act of coercion from Thomas Jefferson Washington-Reich. “As long 
as you do not share the incriminating evidence with the media, consider this as a 
personal favor between the two of us. No one else needs to know about this.” 

His Eminence leaned forward to the edge of a leather swivel chair behind a 
mahogany-furnished desk inside his Archdiocesan office, in the odd hours of the 
night. A lighting fixture was suspended from the ceiling above the desk. The 
lighting fixture brightened the area around the desk while also leaving the rest of 
the enclosed office in almost pitch-black darkness. 

“Ts that so, Your Eminence?” Washington-Reich sat upright in a simple, plain 
wooden chair in the front of the desk. “You know me and my family. We do not 
take kindly to insubordination or betrayal among our ranks within Pax Americana.” 
Clutched in his hands were a fat composition file folder packed with decades of 
compromising information related to scandalous behaviors related to various 
Catholic clergymen over the years. “Do I make myself clear?” 

Cardinal Manning nodded. “Yes, Mr. Washington-Reich,” he replied. “You 
have my backing. Do everything you can to keep all this dirt under wraps.” 

“And I will”? Washington-Reich laid the file folder on his lap. “No one 
should...have to learn about the naughty things that Holy Mother Church had 
chosen to suppress after all these years.” He glared at His Eminence with a 
widening wolfish grin. “Her secrets are my secrets.” He chuckled. 

“Good,” Cardinal Manning breathed a sigh of relief, “Then we ate both in 
mutual agreement.” His Eminence folded his hands on the desk. “Your fellow 
Clancyite generals and advisors have already briefed me on the gist of the 
situation. Am I to believe that His Eminence, Johannes Cardinal Wolk of 
Philadelphia, poses a clear and present danger to the national security interests of 
the United States of America?” 

“Correct,” Washington-Reich answered. “We have heard rumors that this old 
rival of yours may have made a recent decision to continue working on the behalf 
of a ‘Horst Gustav Brotzman,’ a Nazi $4 war criminal thought to have disappeared 
in either Argentina or Indonesia since the 1970s.” His eyes narrowed. “I assume 
you ate aware of the Brotzman family and their involvement within the affairs of 
the Catholic Church in this country since the end of the Second World War?” 


156 


WORLD IN FLAMES 

“The family has been involved in the affairs of the Catholic Church for the 
better part of over a single millennium,’ Cardinal Manning said. “After their 
predecessors toppled the old Roman Empire towards the end of the 5% century, 
they became faithful servants of the Church centuries later.” 

“When was this?” Washington-Reich pondered. 

“The family did not come into existence until the beginnings of the Holy 
Roman Empire,” His Eminence replied. “The Holy Roman Empire did not exist 
until either the 8" or 9" centuries.” 

Washington-Reich’s eyebrows rose. “They have been around for that long?” 

“Yes.” Again, His Eminence nodded. “Thus, you have no need to brief me 
on who Horst Brotzman or who his other family members are.” The thought of 
the Brotzman twins and their eight Cousins came to mind. “Their latest 
descendants have been making names for themselves, making sudden and swift 
moves, but to what end?” 

“According to my intelligence sources, they are conspiring to create 
something called the ‘Greater American Catholic School System.” 

“They are continuing the work that Father Michael Agrioli, SJ, started?” 

“Tt appeats to be so.” 

“T thought that Jesuit priest never existed...a myth.” 

“Perhaps, but we cannot rule it out.’ Washington-Reich shrugged his 
shoulders. “For now, my employers in the Federal government would like to 
recruit you, Your Eminence, along with your followers and admirers. These 
Ryanites, ’m afraid, are going to pose serious problems for the two of us. It’s best 
that someone in the USCCB steps in and keep Cardinal Wolk and his followers 
and admirers from rocking the boat and upsetting the status quo in America.” 

Cardinal Manning chortled. “Do not make a mockery of yourself and our 
own government. The American Catholic bishops and I ate not in the business of 
pulling off any Tom Clancy-inspired wetworks for your employers inside the 
Washington beltway agencies. Our hands are clean.” 

“National security is far more important than personal privacy.” Washington- 
Reich glanced at the file folder still resting on his lap. “A dirty conscience is still a 
dirty conscience, Your Eminence.” He smirked at Cardinal Manning. “I’m sure 
The Washington Post or The New York Times would agree with me, no?” 

2K 
(Sexteen days later) 

Francois-Marie Arouet, better known as ‘Voltaire’, once famously wrote: 
‘Where some states have an army, the Prussian Army has a state. The RGA, in its own 
right, was one among several political student parties within the student 
governments of both the Second RPS and the GACSS. For the Ryanite soldier 
under State Chancellor Harold Brotzman, unlike his American, NATO, Russian, 
Chinese, and various other adversaries, was trained and educated according to 
Prussian military traditions suppressed since 1945. Their bubbly adolescence and 
combat uniform, compared to their adversaries, made them appear underequipped 
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and antiquated, but looks can be deceiving for each one was a fanatical 
revolutionary in the Ryanite “counterrevolution in military affairs’. 

Their standard combat uniform was an experimental Fackeltrager 
(Torchbearer) armored battle suit, which was basically their formal dress school 
uniform imbued with the powers of various Anomalies. Instead of regular dress 
pants, boys wore wool high-waist, straight-legged pants with suspenders, the 
bottom cuffs tucked into a pair of polished, hobnailed jackboots. For girls, they 
had their skirts and jumper dresses replaced with a wool A-line, midi-length skirt 
or jumper dress, their dress shoes also had the same jackboots worn by the boys. 

With the exceptions of a resplendent glow emanating from their dress shirt 
or blouse and the school emblem on a short or long sleeve sweater, these 
Anomalies altered the bright colors of his uniform into a charcoal black color, the 
wearer’s body wrapped in a faint-bluish energy shield. Conventional firearms and 
ammunition, from NATO to Warsaw Pact, seldom shattered the energy shield. 
Special firearms and ammunition designed by Adalbert Munitions and 
Underground, Remnants, Conspiracy, and Dweller manufacturers and imbued 
with opposing Anomalies, were needed. 

Worn over their sweater was a long sleeve wool field blouse with shoulder- 
straps and collar patches piped in various colors denoting their parent unit’s 
formation, the collars able to be worn open-collar with the necktie. Their field 
webbing resembled a second set of leather suspenders, fastened around their waist 
with a silver-finished belt buckle, the rest of their equipment strapped to their 
backs. Aside from garrison caps, field caps, and officer’s caps, their combat helmet 
of choice was not those silly, rubbish helmets worn by US and NATO forces. 
Instead, they wore actual M1935 Stahlhelm—coal scuttle helmets, padded with 
Kevlar and two side decals bearing the Ryanite Republic ensign and either the 
GACSS or RGA emblems. Chick-coop wire meshing and Flecktarn-camo 
wrapping also included, but were not always used by everyone. 

“Glad to see that all thirteen of you were eager enough to come over,” 
Harold declared. Sounds of a door closing behind him followed. 

Halfrida yawned. “Either way, let’s get this over with. ’m sure the reader, 
dear brother, is getting bored now after reading four long-ass paragraphs.” 

Beyond the closed door of a classtoom inside one of the school buildings at 
Kriegsschule Jenseits-Kama, Harold and Halfrida stood shoulder to shoulder in the 
front of the room. They were addressing the thirteen members of their personal 
platoon, their personal security detachment: the Helden von Katholische Ausbildung 
(Heroes of Catholic Education). 

Seated in the front row desks were Cousins Ulrich and Heinricka; the Lovers, 
Walther and Isolde; Hannelore Bauer, Chandler Daniel Martinsen, Lance Jansen, 
Drusilla Price, and Anthony Accardo. In four of the desks behind them were four 
new members. The first was IDA Lieutenant Virgil Sapienti, disgraced sniper and 
Lady Ostara’s personal soldier-of-fortune. The other three were personal friends 
of Harold and Hannelore: quadruplet siblings Margaret Diana Richardson, Percival 
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Alexander Richardson, and Jennifer Maryanne Richardson. Each of them jotted 
down brief notations on separate notepads as the twins spoke. 

Margaret, adjusting her late mother’s eyeglasses, eyed Harold. “So what’s the 
story, State Chancellor?” A bright gleam from the fluorescent ceiling lights 
reflected on its circular lenses. “Have we been asked to go on a special mission?” 

“Tt better,” Percival chimed. “I’m itching for a fight right about now.” 

“You're always itching for a fight, Percival,” Jennifer told him. 

Harold smirked. “Pm glad you asked, Margaret,” he said. “RGA High 
Command...well, we, the fifteen of us, have been given an offer from Her 
Highness and my Cousin Bruno that neither I nor my twin sister could refuse.” 

“That sounds pretty ominous,” Drusilla voiced. “You never know what those 
two are up to, State Chancellor.” 

“T agree with Drusilla,’ Chandler added. “We really don’t know whether we 
should trust every single word that comes out of their mouths.” 

“Can we still trust them?” Hannelore asked Harold. 

“For now, Fraulein Bauer,” Walther responded. 

Isolde chortled. “And yet Dame Ostara continues to pull their strings...,” she 
murmured under her throat. “... What a shame...” 

Accardo overheard her. “Did you say something, Dame Isolde?” 

“Nein, Herr Accardo.” Isolde shook her head. 

Ulrich stroked his chin. “So where are we, Her Highness, Cousin Bruno and 
his like-minded Cousins are heading tomorrow, Harold?” 

Rather than answering Cousin Ulrich’s question, Harold stepped aside from 
the blank marker board on the wall in the front of the classroom. Behind her 
brother’s back, Halfrida was taping a map of Muammar Gaddafi’s Libya on the 
board. The map depicted the country split into two factions—one loyal to Gaddafi, 
the other fighting to depose him. It also showed locations of untapped petroleum 
fields and the Duopoly and NATO-imposed no-fly zone over the North African 
nation’s airspace. 

“As you all know,” Harold told Ulrich and the others, “The ‘Arab Spring’ is 
now in full force. My twin sister and I have been informed by Duchess Perpetua 
and our Cousin Bruno that the Anti-EuroGov Pact has made a formal decision of 
its own regarding Gaddafi’s Libya. RGA High Command, along with our student 
government back home, has agreed to allow us to help the pro-Gaddafi Loyalist 
forces prevent the Rebel forces from capturing various oil wells, refineries, and 
storehouses stockpiled with barrels and barrels of petroleum—‘black gold.” 

Hannelore sighed. “Why do I get the feeling that Perpetua and fiancée of a 
hotshot of hers aren’t sharing with us the full truth?” 

“What do you meanr” Heinricka pondered. 

“Just spit it out, Hannelore...,” Virgil grumbled. “I have no qualms about 
working for a man like Gaddafi.” 

“T always had a feeling you lacked a moral compass, Virgil,” Chandler spoke. 

“Never mind, just forget everything that I said...,”” Hannelore mumbled. 
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Halfrida, with a mischievous grin on her face, turned away from the marker 
board and faced the others. “The bottom line is that the big petroleum companies 
throughout the West are now lining up to acquire this black gold crap for 
themselves,” she snorted. “Saudi Arabia’s Aramco is already boosting their own 
petroleum production just to make up for the petroleum shortfalls thanks to the 
ongoing Libyan Civil War.” 

“Meanwhile,” Harold continued, “RGA High Command keeps telling me 
that we cannot rely on companies like Koch Industries, ExxonMobil, or even 
Halliburton for all of our petroleum needs. It’s a conflict of interest unworthy of 
out values as Roman Catholic youths and Radical Distributists. And with our 
armed forces growing petroleum needs, we’re going to need to get our hands dirty 
on this one, everyone.” 

“Hence is why we’re all going on a reactional vacation together in Gaddafi’s 
Libya, starting tomorrow!” Halfrida declared. “The untapped petroleum over there 
should be enough for the RGA until the ANRI Guild can finally get bribe enough 
Democrats and Republicans in Congress to let us open up some synthetic fuel 
plants in West Virginia.” 

“Fischer-Tropisch Process?”’ Margaret mused. 

“It’s something like that,” Lance quipped. 

“And let’s just say that the synthetic fuel the RGA will be using is not for 
sale,” Hannelore confessed. “It’s technical research that the Wolff Corporation 
was developing, like, before World War II.” 

“Was this back when it was still a part of IG Farben’s American division?” 
Walther asked Hannelore. “‘American IG’, if memory serves?” 

“Right,” Hannelore answered, “And the research itself was carted away from 
Nazi Germany when that War ended. Since the Duopoly feels that it’s probably 
time to let us profit from it, let’s take advantage of the opportunity before they 
suddenly change their minds, eh?” 

“Tt is a smart move on their part,” Isolde opined. 

“Anyway,” Halfrida proclaimed to the others, “I hope one of us knows how 
to speak Arabic in complete sentences and paragraphs because I sure don’t!” 

Harold laughed. “Even your English and German composition can be a little 
sketchy sometimes, sis!” 
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Chapter Seventeen: A Tom Clancy Fan-Fic 


(Ryanite Chorus; Mar. 20-Jun. 21, 2011) 


“Fifteen years ago, [in 1985,] there was this country called the Soviet Union that had over 
10,000 nuclear warheads pointed at us...they’re not there anymore. That’s a good thing. And 
when people talk about how the world is more dangerous now than it was because we had these 
terrorists running around, my reply is, you know, a terrorist is like a buzzing mosquito. About 
15 years ago, there was a great, big vampire bat; that’s several orders of magnitude different from 
a mosquito. So the world is much safer — a lot safer than it was. It’s not perfectly safe, but it’s a 
heck of a lot safer than it was.” 

-Tom Clancy, ina CNN Interview with Larry 

King on Larry King Live’, ca. August 26, 2000 


Rommel’s Afrika Korps, but Anti-EuroGov Pact interests in Muammar 

Gaddafi’s Libya dated back to the 1980s. One of its key signatories, the 
Brotzman family, started selling weapons to the country for access to its oil fields. 
Continental Petroleum AG, an Austrian petroleum holding company, served as 
the middleman in the family’s transactions. Those transactions enriched the Libyan 
economy from 1999 onwards, after the Brotzmans found themselves embroiled in 
another unrelated conflict-the Rosy War. The year also coincided with Gaddafi 
himself proposing a gold-backed African Dinar, and the Euro’s introduction. 

Twelve years later, a new, different kind of World War had come to Libya. 
Chaos reigned. Contact with Gaddafi and his inner circle severed. A no-fly zone 
imposed over its airspace. Foreign petroleum companies had ceased production 
and fled the country. US and NATO warplanes, supported by Pax Americana A- 
Wings, controlled the skies. Pax Americana warships, converted from merchant 
cargo ships and oil tankers, patrolled the Mediterranean waters along the country’s 
northern coast. Continental Petroleum’s oil tanker fleets remained moored in the 
harbors of Benghazi and Tripoli, unable to leave the country. 

South of Benghazi, Continental’s last remaining production facilities outside 
Ajdabiya, was still active. Anti-EuroGov Pact paramilitaries dug trenches and built 
machine gun nests outside the front entrances facing the east. Beyond the 
perimeter walls, dozens of oil wells continued pumping crude oil out of the 
ground. Adjacent oil refineries converted crude oil into gasoline. 

Oil workers hurried in and out of the storehouses with oil drum barrels, 
loading them onto the beds of parked RGA Opel Blitz trucks. Despite the 
deserters, the loyalist forces still controlled the strategic roads outside the complex. 
But with nearby Ajdabiya and the seaports of Benghazi still under rebel control, 
and Tripoli certain to fall, the Helden, Four Horsemen, and Reichsadler Squadron 
were forced to debate over the best route to leave the country. 

On the side of a desert trail outside Ajdabiya, Harold laid a map of Libya on 
the rear engine hood of Four Horsemen. The sun was slowly rising from the east as 
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the nighttime sky faded into hues of purple and red. Sporadic sounds of gunfire 
and explosions broke out in the distance. 

Hovering over his shoulders were Halfrida, Cousins Ulrich and Bruno, and 
Duchess Perpetua. “Listen to me, State Chancellor!” Perpetua yelled. “I am telling 
you that we should take the road to Tripoli!” 

“Are you kidding me, Your Highness?” Halfrida shouted. “We should head 
straight to Benghazi!” She pointed in the general direction of the city to the north. 

“T don’t know, sis...,” Harold said in a concerned voice. “Something tells 
that we mustn’t go that way.” He pointed west, in the general direction of Tripoli, 
halfway across the country. “Perpetua is right: we should go to Tripoli.” 

“But it will be a long drive for all of us to get there, even if we took the 
coastal highway road,” Bruno objected. “All of us are going to be sitting ducks for 
Washington-Reich’s A-Wings now citcling the skies and whatever warships are 
now patrolling the Mediterranean. I suggest that we avoid the coastal highway and 
take the inland roads, which will be safer for the convoys.” 

“Plus, we do not even have any A-Wings available for either myself or 
Reichsadler Squadron to pilot,” Ulrich added. “Our A-Wings are still being held at 
the Misrata Airport, which is still more or less under Loyalist control, but who 
knows how that will last without our help.” 

“But the airport, along with the rest of the city, are being laid siege by 
Gaddafi’s army,” Perpetua chimed. “The combat over there is too intense for the 
convoys to handle. We must help the Loyalists push the rebels back!” 

“Ei,” Ulrich sighed, “It is all we have unless you want to take the long way! 
And even then, we still have to deal with Washington-Reich’s three MACs 
(Merchant Aircraft Carriers) floating around in the Mediterranean!” 

“How are proficient you with a rifle, Ulrich?” Harold asked, resting his 
elbows over the map covering the rear engine hood. “You can take my StG44.” 

“Not as good as you, Bruno, or Halfrida,”’ Ulrich replied. “I am more suited 
to piloting an A-Wing, just as Heinricka is suited for computer hacking.” 

“If you cannot fight alongside us, then you, Bruno and his like-minded 
Cousins will just have to sit tight until the others can recover your A-Wings from 
Misrata Airport,” Halfrida grumbled. “Until that time comes, Cousin, all seven of 
you ate going to be making do without them!” 

“God, this local climate is getting on my nerves!” Perpetua yawned and 
stretched her arms. “The longer we stay out here, State Chancellor, the likelier this 
country will become our graves!” 

“We can’t risk losing everyone and the Sweet Crude Oil!” Halfrida cried. We 
need to get the hell out of here before those Pax Americana A-Wings or NATO 
watplanes come back to bomb us all to smithereens!” 

“So where do we go from here, sis?”? Harold cocked his head to the side. “Do 
we take the highway road to Benghazi or the inland roads to Misrata and Tripoli?” 

“Either way, we are still going to be up against Anti-Gaddafi rebels, along 
with Duopoly, NATO and Pax Americana forces,” Bruno spoke. 

Ulrich glanced at the Libyan-Tunisian border. “Should we try Tunisia?” 
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“The Tunisian government over there is too busy dealing with their own 
rebel forces,’ Perpetua recalled. “I doubt they will be around much longer, 
assuming they have not yet been toppled already.” 

“And the rebels in Tunisia are about as belligerent as the ones out here,” 
Halfrida added. “They will no doubt open fire on us at first opportunity.” 

“This is madness on so many levels!” Ulrich cried. 

Perpetua snorted. “And you thought all of this was going to be easy?” 

“What other options do we have at this point?” Halfrida said. “If my dear 
brother dies, so will I! I want to live about as much as the others do, dammit!” 

Perpetua rolled her eyes. “All of you, there’s only one way for us get way out 
of this mess alive. Our evacuation and capital flight out of Libya will be in 
Tripoli.” She glimpsed at Ulrich and Bruno. “But we cannot leave the port of 
Tripoli unless we secure the Misrata Airport and sink those three MACs.” 

Harold put on his tan pith helmet, fastening the leather strap under his chin. 
“Then you better alert the others, Your Highness! My patience is wearing thin!” 

2K KK 
(One week later) 

An entire week of traveling through the inland desert roads paid off. Luck 
was also on the Brotzman Cousins side at Misrata Airport. The pro-Gaddafi 
Loyalist forces, to their surprise, were still holding onto the perimeter of the 
airport. The rebels had yet to capture the airport from them. The Loyalists let the 
Brotzman Cousins and their peers enter into the airport, allowing them to reach 
the hangars. 

Things got even better at the hangars. Plaid Eminence and all six A-Wings of 
Reichsadler Squadron, along with their weapons, fuel, and spare equipment, had 
been left untouched and spared from the ongoing Civil War raging outside the 
hangar. With their A-Wings secured, it was time for Ulrich, Bruno and his like- 
minded Cousins to take to the skies. 

Meanwhile, three Exxon Valdez-class MACs floated in the Mediterranean 
waters several dozen miles away from Libyan seaport of Misrata. The Pax 
Americana MACs were nothing more than roughly 1,000 foot-long civilian oil 
tankers converted into aircraft carriers, their upper decks outfitted with flight 
decks designed for A-Wing takeoffs and landings. 

Aboatd each MAC were three types of A-Wings, each type bearing the 
designations ‘MacArthur’, ‘Nimitz’, and ‘Bush’. The first MAC carried MSB-D1s, 
A-Wing dive bombers based on the Douglas SBD Dauntless. The second had 
N6F-G1s based on the F6F Hellcat. And the third boasted BTB-1Cs modelled 
after the Grumman TBF Avenger. The squadrons of A-Wings soared up the flight 
deck and took off, one after the other. The three lumbering MACs lagged behind 
their A-Wings as they chased after a lone Ryanite Merchant U-Boat looming over 
the horizon in the distance. 

Alarm bells blared aboard the Wonderland, a Ryanite Merchant U-Boat and the 
Brotzman Cousins and their friends and associates’ best chance of escaping 
Gaddafi’s Libya. Ryanite sailors on the observation deck hurried to an opened 
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hatch. Each sailor took turns climbing down a ladder into her hull. Last one to 
escape the observation deck shut the hatch. 

The bow of the Wonderland sank into the water. She was crash-diving into the 
Mediterranean. The rest of the Wonderland submerged, her bow tilting downward 
into the water as her crew piled themselves up inside the bow torpedo room. 

Back on the surface, the MSB-D1s, N6F-G1s, and BTB-1Cs circled the skies 
above the Wonderland’s last-spotted position. The BTB-1Cs formed into an attack 
formation, swooped down and dropped their depth charges. The depth charges 
fell into the water and slowly sank deeper and deeper, closing in on the Wonderland 
as she continued diving. They detonated all at once, violently rocking the 
Wonderland \eft and right. The explosions even flew water upwards into the surface. 

Her ballast tanks badly damaged by the detonating depth charges, water 
poured into the Wonderland’s hull. The stern torpedo and the crew quarters near 
the command room were flooding. The captain of the Wonderland forced his crew 
to surface the boat and fight to the very end. 

The Wonderland’s bow crashed through the calm Mediterranean water. She 
reemerged on the surface, not far from where she had submerged several minutes 
earlier. Ryanite sailors climbed out of a hatch on the observation deck and hurried 
to man the two twin-mounted Flak guns behind the observation deck and the 
large 120mm Flak cannon near the stern. 

Two FlaK gunners, targeting the BITB-1Cs, peppered the skies with tracers. 
The BTB-1Cs performed evasive action, the piloting steering hard and dodging 
the incoming tracers. The three crewmen manning Flak cannon turned the 
cannon around, targeting an incoming attack formation of MSB-D1s. 

Her diesel engines set to full-speed ahead, the Wonderland zig-zagged through 
the water. Six MSB-D1s approached her from the port side. Two of the six were 
blown away by a FlaK cannon shell. The rest of the squadron hit the throttle as 
they descended low over the water. Each dropped a single torpedo into the water, 
dispersed and regained altitude. The torpedoes raced towards the Wonderland, 
missing her by mere inches, exploding and kicking water up into the air. 

The water splashed the gunners and crewmen manning the Flak guns and 
FlaK cannon behind the observation deck. Their uniforms soaking wet with 
saltwater, the crewmen continued fighting to save their ship. Without warning, 
Plaid Eminence and Reichsadler Squadron zoomed from the skies to the south, 
arriving at the scene to help the Wonderland. 

Bruno radioed his like-minded Cousins. “Reichsadler Two through Six, I 
want you all to fan out and eliminate the hostile A-Wings for us.” 

“We will do what we can, Bruno,” Rosalinde responded. 

Plaid Eminence and Reichsadler One broke out from the rest of Reichsadler 
Squadron. While the others distracted the N6F-G1s by playing cat and mouse with 
the MSB-D1s and BTB-1Cs, the two A-Wings assumed attack formation. They 
flew straight toward the three MACs chasing after the Wonderland. 

The three MACs were far from unarmed. Aside from their A-Wing fleets, 
each one was protected by one 102 mm QF Mk. IV cannon converted into a Flak 
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cannon, two 40mm Bofors AA guns, and six Oerlikon 20mm autocannons. The 
crewmen aboard the ships manned them and took aim at Plaid Eminence and 
Reichsadler One. They opened fire and unloaded everything they had on them. 
Bruno and Ulrich weaved through the incoming FlaK tracers and puffs of smoke 
from the three MACs. 

A few Flak tracer rounds pierced the tail and fuselage of Plaid Eminence. A 
puff of Flak smoke almost blew Ulrich’s A-Wing out of the sky. “Verdammt, that 
was close!” Ulrich bellowed over the radio. 

“You're not looking so good,” Bruno called out to him. “Think you can still 
make it to the targets?” He dodged an incoming FlaK shell. It flew past him. 

“Ja, the controls still work,” Ulrich cried. “It’s all that matters. ..!” 

“Richtig (True)! Bruno concurred. 

The two Brotzman Cousins, staying on course, got closer and closer to the 
bows of the three MACs. Both of their IFFs (Identification Friend-or-Foe) 
acquired a hard lock-on on all three MACs. A loud beeping sound followed. 

“T’ve got a lock-on!”’ Ulrich declared. 

“Now’s our chance!” Bruno shouted. “Feuer (Fire)!” 

Plaid Eminence and Reichsadler One launched their anti-shipping missiles and 
dropped their acoustic torpedoes into the water. The two A-Wings veered away in 
opposite direction, ascended and joined the ongoing dogfight above the 
Wonderland. The torpedoes sped through the water while the anti-shipping missiles 
sped toward the three MACs. 

The slow and cumbersome MACs proved no match. The torpedoes exploded 
at the same time as the ant-shipping missiles. The MACs listed and came to a 
grounding halt. Fires raged inside their decks and empty cargo holds. Running 
aground at the bottom of the Mediterranean, the MACs were going nowhere. 

2 KK 
(Five days later) 

Sometimes, the ‘good guys’ have to make concessions with the ‘bad guys’ at 
some point. For Thomas Jefferson Washington-Reich, that moment came when 
he stepped into the personal office of Horst Brotzman at the Brotzman family 
estate near San Carlos de Bariloche, Argentina. A stainless-steel pair of handcuffs 
latched his wrist to a leather briefcase. Inside the briefcase was set of intelligence 
documents detailing Pax Americana’s personal hit list of other regimes to 
overthrow and topple in the pursuit of furthering the Duopoly’s interests. 

Horst Brotzman sat back in his leather desk chair, his brothers Arno and 
Sebastian, Lady Ostara, and Donald Todt standing on his right-hand side. On 
Horst’s left-hand side were three close sympathizers: Duchess Perpetua’s father, 
Imperial Lord Hugh Raynerson; Drusilla’s butler, FYC Lieutenant General Robert 
Edward Lee Richardson; and RGA General Jonathan Sawyer, the Ryanite general 
in charge of the Ryanite o/ksarmee (People’s Army), the RGA’s reserve army. 

Resting upright in the middle of Horst’s desk was a handheld service bell 
from his days as the headmaster of a Nazi Party boarding school, NPEA Rakonitz. 
Snatching it from the desk, Horst shook the service bell. “Fraulein Langford!” 
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“As you wish, Mein Herr!” Julia Langford, Horst’s personal maid, slammed 
the doors of office shut in one swift motion. 

Washington-Reich, smiling, walked further into the office. “Herr Brotzman,” 
he greeted Horst, “Or should I say..., ‘Herr von Adalbert und StoB?”’ 

Sebastian Brotzman leaned forward and whispered into his brother Horst’s 
ear. Horst nodded his head. “Hither one will do,” Horst told Washington-Reich. 

“Have a seat, Herr Washington-Reich.” Arno Brotzman gestured at the lone 
chair in front of the desk. “We have much to discuss.” 

Plopping down on the chair, Washington-Reich unlocked the handcuffs and 
freed his wrist from the briefcase handle. “My late father was right all long...,” he 
murmured, settling the briefcase over his lap and resting his hands on top of it. 
“How ate you and your brothers still alive?” he asked Horst. “The Real World 
expected you — no, your whole family to have been long dead since the 1940s!” 

“Too many questions have been left unanswered when that War came to a 
close, Herr Washington-Reich,” Horst said. “If you knew your history as much as 
I do, then you would know that.” He leaned forward in his chair. “You are no 
different than the rest of your fellow countrymen. Americans are always thinking 
that everything revolves around them, that everyone must follow their rules.” 

Foaming at mouth, seething with decades of built-up resentments and 
grievances, Horst unleashed the wrath of an entire Reich. “I sincerely hope that 
you better have some good fucking reasons to be in my home at this time!” 

“Chill out, old geezer, or else your body will make you die a meaningless 
death!” Washington-Reich shouted back. “I am fully aware of your refusal to 
consider anything from someone such as myself, so hear me out for once!” 

Horst took several deep breaths and sighed before calming himself down. 
“Fein, then make it quick,” he told him. “I do not have all night.” 

“Listen, unlike the rest of Washington DC, I am not an idiot,’ Washington- 
Reich spoke. “I know things. I see things. I hear things.” He pointed his finger at 
Horst. “Do not fool me. Your grandchildren, along with their twin Cousins and all 
of their friends, were supporting the interests of a North African dictator who has 
demonstrated decades of opposition to the interests of the American people and 
the United States of America.” 

“T do not know what you are talking about!” Horst denied. “You are 
probably mistaking them for someone else.” 

“We can do this all night until you cooperate with us, Herr von Adalbert und 
StoB,” Washington-Reich growled. “Hither you hand all of them over to US 
Federal custody or...should you refuse, consider my personal offer.” 

“A ‘personal offer’...,” Horst mused, “What the fuck are you talking about?” 

“T may be able to look the other way and forget that they were there.” 
Washington-Reich glared at Horst with a wolfish grin. “That is, if you and your 
inner circle are equally willing to accept my proposal for once. America may still 
be at war with your family, but I can a bit more generous and forgiving.” 

“What kind of proposal?” Lady Ostara sulked in disgust. 
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“Nothing too complex or too difficult for the Brotzman grandchildren, their 
Cousins, friends and associates to handle,’ Washington-Reich chuckled. “To 
begin, I want all of you to turn your back on the Gaddafi regime. In return for 
your cooperation, I will pull some strings to ensure that Continental Petroleum 
AG will be allowed to be given a seat at the table of a secret, upcoming deal 
between Anti-Gaddafi forces and the British and French petroleum industries.” 

“Second,” he continued, “I want you help my employers and_ their 
sympathizers inside the House of Raynerson to spread freedom and democracy to 
some unruly regimes in the Dweller World and among the SSEs in the SGIEO.” 

“We will not betray the Anti-EuroGov Pact,” Horst retorted. 

“IT know, I know...you won’t let Pax Americana deal with these Ryanites in 
the Second RPS.” Washington-Reich rolled his eyes. “I get it. No need for 
lectures. That’s why Pm asking that, in return for recognition within the SGIEO 
and no harm ever comes to State Chancellor Harold Brotzman, Second RPS must 
support Pax Americana’s push for regime change this summer.” 

“Name one of your targets,” Arno commanded. 

“King Percy Wolff of Concord Harbor,” Washington-Reich answered. 

Sebastian Brotzman chortled. “How fitting...,” he muttered. Again, he 
whispered into his brother Horst’s ear. 

Horst chuckled. “I believe we can make those arrangements happen, 
provided that you uphold your end of your bargain.” 

“And if I don’t...” Washington-Reich smiled. 

“Wait and see,” Horst warned. 

2 KK 
(Two months later) 

Ryanite Jackbooters and Caravaneers welcomed trade, but never so-called 
‘Free Trade’. Free Trade was just a polite way of saying ‘State Chancellor Harold 
Brotzman, his Cabinet, and his student government have no right whatsoever to 
control whomever they get to consider as trading partners.’ Under Radical 
Distributism, Harold and the Ryanites as a whole have every political and 
economic right at their disposal to control the fate of their SSE. 

Despite being slapped with multiple sanctions by Washington-Reich and Pax 
Americana, trade with neutral SSEs and even Real World nation-states. still 
flourished. Free from the forces of Globalization and Capitalism, the Ryanite SSE 
did its best to maintain a well-distributed balance between dependency on exports 
and dependency on imports. Ryanite Caravaneers could trade with anyone, insofar 
that they knew full well that it was a resource or commodity that the Ministry of 
Domestic Autarky was unable to produce or harvest in Second RPS territory. 

US Dollars, European Euros, and Swiss Francs were not always the mediums 
of exchange. Instead, a policy of direct bartering was employed. An example: one 
SSE offered the Ryanites access to certain coveted Anomalies, both refined and 
unrefined, in exchange for MATVs and C-Wings built by Dawning Day Motors. 

In the late hours of the night of June 21, a large convoy of Ryanite merchant 
ships sailed through the waters of the Atlantic. The masts unfurled the Ryanite 
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maritime civil ensign, the flag bearing a yellow and black cross over a white 
background with the Ryanite Republic ensign on the canton, the upper-left corner. 
The cargo holds inside their hulls contained hundreds of drum barrels full of 
Libyan petroleum and crude oil, transported across the Atlantic from the 
Mediterranean. But not all of them were on the surface; half prowled beneath the 
waves as merchant U-Boats, modernized versions of blockade-running U-Boat 
Deutschland from the First World War. 

Hundreds of miles to the west, in the Delmarva Peninsula of Virginia, 
Maryland, and Delaware, construction work of harbors, docks, shipbuilding 
facilities, and dry docks began in coastal towns up and down the eastern coastline. 
Veronica O’Hara, Harold Brotzman’s Cabinet Minister-Without-Portfolio for the 
Ryanite Merchant Naval Fleets, assumed leadership of the ‘Neumann-Seton 
Student Boaters Guild’ constructing those maritime-related facilities. This Guild in 
particular also received the backing of His Eminence, Cardinal Wolk of 
Philadelphia and the pro-GACSS Catholic bishops inside the USCCB. 

In the hills and mountains of Appalachia, a great revival of American heavy 
industry and manufacturing was underway in West Virginia, spearheaded by the 
Wolff Corporation, Continental Petroleum AG, Bauer Industries, American 
National Railway Initiative (ANRD, and Dawning Day Motors. Entire towns 
sprang back to life as local townsfolk rallied around the Second RPS, its student 
government, and the RDVP (Radical Distributist People’s Party). 

Crime, drugs, and decadence were curtailed. Not one man, woman, or child 
was ever kidnapped again. White Nationalist sympathies and racial animosities 
waned among West Virginians, while the Ostara Conspiracy maintained a steady 
presence through its spy network. Support for Communist and Socialists 
unaligned with the Anti-EuroGov Pact wiped out. Communities, devastated by 
deaths and departures of entire families, found prosperity under the care of 
Second RPS and Underground-aligned Ryanites of the ‘Barbara-Eligtus’ Guild. 

The Ryanite and Underground Jackbooters at Ss. Barbara and Eligius 
Catholic High School, originally students of two all-boy and all-girl Catholic high 
schools in Charleston that were once sister schools, looked past their differences 
and worked together. They presided over construction, operation, and 
maintenance of a dozen synthetic fuel and rubber production plants throughout 
the State. Thousands of jobs created, newfound wealth generated, and both 
gasoline and rubber for RGA High Command delivered. 
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Chapter Eighteen: The Ryanite Reset 
(Wise Man and Reichsadler; May 1-July 7, 2011) 


‘Webrhoheit [or a nation’s ability to control the size and composition of its armed forces] is the 
chief characteristic of the independence of a state and the freedom of its actions. A nation which 
has lost its Webrhoheit is no longer free. [...] The turn of historic events has, however, shown 
that all the hopes which German leadership placed in the friendly intentions of these personalities 
in the United States were grossly exaggerated. [...] The Americans fondly hope that we will one 
day repay with our blood all the benefits we recewed from them. They want us to sign a pact [like 
NATO] whereby we, as mercenaries and vassals, will back American power politics. [...] The 
American plan would make Germany the spearhead of an attack at the heart of Russia.” 
-Madrtid Circular Letter, ca. September 1950, 
From ‘Germany Plots With the Kremlin’ 


Duopoly’s LIEO and others back in the Real World. Among the SSEs, the 

Dweller World, and Otherworld, the SGIEO also encountered a similar 
turmoil. Pax Americana was flexing its economic and political muscles by 
overthrowing entire SSEs, with its ultimate goal being the Second RPS. 

May 1. Pax Americana-funded ‘Color Revolutions’ erupted, soon escalating 
into political violence, threatening the economic stability of Distributist 
International (DI) member-SSEs and their territorial holdings in ‘Far-Eastland’ 
and ‘Low-Eastland’, Otherworld’s Asia and Oceania respectively. What began as 
political protests later morphed into full-blown civil wars and the takeover of vast 
ACP (Anomaly-Causing Phenomena) deposits by Pax Americana and its allies. 

May 5. The House of Raynerson declared a war of aggression against pro- 
DI, anti-Pax Americana SSEs in both Far-Eastland and Low-Eastland. His 
Greatness, Emperor Bernard and his brother and Underground intelligence 
director, Prince Kyle ‘the Barracuda’ Raynerson, gave Duchess Perpetua, the Four 
Horsemen, and Little Flower Battalion their marching orders. 

In defiance of her uncles’ wishes, Duchess Perpetua refused and instead 
requested to participate in a different military campaign. Her father, Imperial Lord 
Hugh, pulled strings inside the Underground’s general staff of Central Command 
to give his daughter a desk job at a supply depot somewhere in Other-Boston. 

May 8. Underground troops in Other-Vladivostok and far eastern Other- 
World invaded pro-DI allies in Other-Mongolia, Other-China, and Other-Tibet. 
Resistance was light, yet fierce in other areas of the three SSE zones. All three 
became pro-Pax Americana SSEs by the end of May. 

May 12. Bloody military coup détats overthrew pro-Pax Americana 
governments in Other-Singapore, Other-Thailand, Other-Indochina, and Other- 
Malaya. Four new pro-DI governments were propped up by the Anti-EuroGov 
Pact to challenge the ongoing regime changes in all of Eastland. 

May 16. In Southland, Otherworld’s South America, Pax Americana-backed 
protests broke out in Neudeutschland. Remnants protesters clashed with military 
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police with Molotov cocktails and shotguns. Prime Minister Lester von 
Baumgartner had no choice but to institute martial law and crack down on the 
protesters to restore order and stave off regime change. 

May 20. The Shido family’s ‘Shido Zaibatsu’ abandoned its control of Other- 
Japan, Other-Formosa—or ‘Other-Tatwan’, Other-Korea, and Other-Philippines. 
Pring (Prince) Joachim Shido, elder brother of Shizuko Shido and the governor of 
the family’s Otherworld holdings, was found dead after committing suicide 
Seppuku-style in Other-Hiroshima. His rival cousin, Prinzessin (Princess) Elaine 
Shido, seceded from the rest of the family to create the pro-Pax Americana SSE, 
the “Eastland Bloc of SSEs’. Its territories were carved out of Other-Japan, Other- 
Formosa, Other-Korea, and Other-Philippines. 

May 27. The ‘Hoffman Imperium’, a constitutional monarchy in Other- 
Australia and Other-New Zealand, was overthrown by Pax Americana-backed 
rebel forces. Remnants mercenaries and Anti-EuroGov Pact paramilitaries fought 
the new interim government to restore the dethroned de-facto regime. 

May 31. Hoffman Imperium’s Head of State, King Hoffman HI, went into 
exile. His Majesty wounded up in the Second RPS. State Chancellor Harold 
Brotzman welcomed His Majesty into his care and protection, issuing a 
handwritten letter from an undisclosed location. 

June 2. With both Washington-Reich and Emperor Bernard’s approval, 
Duchess Perpetua started the ‘Little Red Riding Hood’ (LRRH) Cartel to 
monopolize the Anomaly trade on behalf of the Underground, Pax Americana 
and, by extension, the Duopoly itself. 

June 7. Harold and Halfrida Brotzman, against the wishes of their fellow 
Ryanites, were forced at gunpoint to sign the Second RPS into requesting 
membership to the LRRH. They had no other choice short of a war in which the 
Ryanites had no choice of winning. As per their agreement, the Ryanites had to 
support Pax Americana’s pursuit of regime change in Dweller World. 

June 13. Horst Brotzman, in a secret communiqué to Bruno, demanded that 
he, his like-minded Cousins, as well as Duchess Perpetua to ‘do everything 
possible to undermine the LRRH and without going to wat.’ 

June 16. Pax Americana, along with the House of Raynerson and various 
members of the Anti-EuroGov Pact, made preparations for another wave of 
regime changes, this time in the Dweller World. Political observers feared King 
Percy and the Dweller Californian Empire will be next. The SSEs of the SGIEO 
were sure to follow, with the ultimate goal still being the Second RPS. 

June 20. Rumors circulated out of Second RPS territory that Ryanite State 
Chancellor Harold Brotzman and State President Halfrida Brotzman have both 
disappeared under mysterious circumstances. In their places were up to two dozen 
doubles camouflaging and muddling their tracks, preventing any one person from 
knowing about their exact whereabouts. Even their family and business associates 
were also kept in the dark. 

The Brotzman twins’ thirteen-man security detachment, the Helden, was 
given explicit instructions regarding their conduct toward the doubles and the real 
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twins. Since the doubles will most likely be unaware or ignorant of what the real 
twins knew, all thirteen members were to brief them on anything and everything. 
That included reintroducing themselves each and every single time. Perhaps most 
notorious were the Harold Brotzman doubles. One double claimed to be the 
protagonist of the novel, Fame and Honor. Another double, along with the real 
Harold Brotzman, made various appearances throughout the events of The Plaid 
Dream, the novel after Fame and Honor. 

June 21. For Duchess Perpetua and Lady Ostara, they had an easier time 
finding the real Halfrida Brotzman among the twelve girls and trans-girls claiming 
to be her. Her doubles were nowhere as convincing as the twelve boys and trans- 
boys claiming to be her brother. Perpetua and Ostara found Halfrida vacationing 
at the Brotzman family estate near San Carlos de Bariloche, accompanied by a 
worried Ulrich Brotzman showing concerns about the Brotzman twins’ 
trustworthiness after planning to sign two treaties with Washington-Reich. 

Even more rumors were disseminating out of the Second RPS. Reports 
suggested that the alleged Harold Brotzman from Fame and Honor has disappeared 
after being kidnapped by two mysterious figures dressed in black. 

June 29. Bruno Brotzman’s established a new start-up commercial airline 
firm, ‘Nibelungen Airlines’. The money to found the firm came from his share of 
Libyan Sweet Crude Oil from Austrian-based Continental Petroleum AG. 
Hundreds of millions of dollars were spent on four custom-made Airbus A380s. 
Additional funds later laundered into personal accounts at Cross Financial 
Unlimited by unknown ‘European Far-Left and Far-Right extremists’. 

July 1. With the real Harold Brotzman as his first customer, Bruno sought to 
make the airline’s maiden voyage to Europe a memorable one. It was perfect 
timing for him and Harold to make a diplomatic visit to Washington-Reich in 
Brussels. In the late hours of the night, an Airbus A380, callsign ‘Octopussy’, 
cruised out of a huge hangar at a remote private airfield in western Pennsylvania. 
Octopussy was painted in greenish-blue livery of Nibelungen Airlines. 

Taxiing along the tarmac to the takeoff runway, the pilot and copilot 
performed system checks with air traffic control. When air traffic control cleared 
them for takeoff, Octopussy rocketed up the takeoff runaway and slowly ascended 
into the air. Gaining altitude and disappearing in the clouds looming over the 
airfield, the plane steered to the right and traveled east. 

2K OKK 

Somewhere, thousands of feet above the Atlantic, the wide double-decker 
Airbus plane was soaring through a starry, moonlit night, thousands of feet above 
the waters of the Pacific. Scattered clouds floated in midair as the plane flew over 
them. One of the oblong passenger windows on the right-hand side of the 
economy class section on the main deck was left halfway shuttered. 

Inside, Octopussy’s four-hundred twenty passengers in economy, business, 
and first classes had the opportunity of living under the lap of luxury as an 
‘honorary Brotzman relative in Cousin Bruno’s care’. Interior cabins were 50% 
quieter and less noisy compared to normal commercial cabins. Leather seats 
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designed for comfort, encouraging in-flight rest and reducing jet-lag. Two spiral 
stairwells in the front fore and rear aft connected passengers and flight attendants 
on the main deck to other cabins and special amenities on the upper deck. 

The carpeted floors of the upper deck were beyond just first-class seating and 
retro 1970s-style aesthetics; it was that and more. In addition to separate bathroom 
and shower rooms, the upper deck featured a restaurant and a bar stocked with 
only non-alcoholic beverages. The bar itself even had a piano and a certified 
pianist. Also included were a beauty salon and a duty-free shop selling European 
goodies. All currencies except cryptocurrencies like Bitcoin were welcomed. 

Harold and Cousin Bruno shared opposite ends of a bench together inside 
the Octopussy’s bar and restaurant. As usual, Harold was crossdressing as his 
sister again, his handbag resting in the vacant seat between his and Bruno’s. Both 
Brotzman Cousins still had their safety belts fastened around their waists. In front 
of their bench was a fixed table and footrest. 

“Who would have thought that you were a lot nicer than what readers were 
expecting you to be?” Harold voiced. “Perhaps you are not all that cut out for 
National Socialism, after all.” 

“Some things are not what they seem, Cousin...” Bruno winked. 

The table was strewn with various assorted financial documents compiled by 
Cousin Ulrich for Harold and Bruno. Also resting on the table was a sealed 
envelope from Lady Ostara. Bruno and Harold stacked the loose pieces of paper 
together into a neat stack, setting the envelope aside on the other side of the table. 

Bruno breezed through the pages of the financial documents. He read aloud 
key sections that had been highlighted by Cousin Ulrich in bright yellow. “‘Every 
major economy affected by the 2008 Great Recession continues to face the following effects...,” 
he spoke. “‘Ouantitative Easing (QE) measures enabled central banks to print massive sums 
of money and lower interest rates to encourage more borrowers and more spending to stimulate 
economic growth.” 

“Well, that’s to be expected,’ Harold chuckled. “I knew the American 
Department of Treasury was going to do that, but will that in turn lead to the 
deterioration of the value of the US Dollar?” 

“Hans-Ulrich didn’t write anything of the kind, Cousin,’ Bruno quipped. 
“Nevertheless, we can still assume that...” He glided his finger along a highlighted 
passage on one page. “The printed money is not serving working and middle classes. Instead, 
bailouts have only gone on to keep the banks and corporations like General Motors afloat.” 

Harold’s eyebrows rose at the next paragraph. ““Deregulations of Shadowing 
Banking financial systems led to accumulations of idle wealth. Trillions of US Dollars are now 
awash in those systems and they are just sitting there. That in turn has led to income inequality 
not just among working and upper classes within individual nations, but also between nation- 
states across the Real World.” 

“And here I was, thinking that our family’s idle wealth of 
$300,000,000,000,000 alone was bad enough,” Bruno mused. 

The two Brotzman Cousins resumed reading, holding one side of the stack as 
they went through it. ““Debt among nations has also skyrocketed while economic activities 
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have stagnated,” they blurted, ““Even in spite of low interest rates and lower inflation rates. 
And although unemployment is dropping, underemployment is rising and so is the untapped 
human potential among working-age adults among dozens of industrialized nations. The decline 
in birth rates throughout the industrialized world cannot be sustained through immigration from 
the developing world, no matter where the immigrants are coming from.” 

Bruno glared at Harold, his hands still holding the documents. “Cousin, do 
you understand what Hans-Ulrich is talking about? You do not have to be a 
National Socialist to know anything regarding the implications in any of this.” 

Harold nodded. “I think so.” He paused for a few seconds, tapping his pen 
against the table. “If I am following Ulrich’s line of thinking correctly...” He 
stared at the graphs in one of the pages for a few more seconds. “Despite our 
disparities in ideological thinking, Ulrich discovered that the Duopoly and its 
LIEO have so much unused economic potential because their financial policies 
have not done enough to translate them into actual economic growth.” 

“Ja,” Bruno replied. “I believe that is precisely what is also going on Greece 
as we speak. Since both of us and our whole family and allies concluded that 
EU/NATO represented Globalization in Europe, we mustn’t be surprised about 
its negatives creating domino effects.” 

“One of those has to be the Eurozone, right?” Harold pondered. 

“Korrekt,” Bruno answered. “The Euro was a foolish idea from the beginning 
and should never have been pursued in the first place, Cousin. I am sure the 
Greeks and the rest of southern Europe would agree with me.” 

The last page in the stack of financial documents had a colored continental 
map of Europe on a glossy sheet of paper. Bruno pointed at Greece. “For what 
affects Greece today will go on to affect other nations within the Eurozone.” He 
directed Cousin Harold’s attention at six other EU member-states. “Expect 
Poland, Hungary, Italy, Spain, Portugal, and United Kingdom to be affected.” 

“United Kingdom?” Harold’s eyes squinted. “How will the Eurozone crisis 
affect them?” He cocked his head to the side. 

“Not everyone in the British government voted to join the EU back in the 
1990s,” Bruno explained. “Certain MPs in the Parliament under Margaret 
Thatcher opposed Britain’s entry into the EU. However, they were outnumbered 
by the MP who wanted Britain to join the EU, and so the possibility can be 
entertained that this will someday blow up in their faces several years from now.” 

“Wait...,” Harold mused, “Are you saying that the British may try to leave 
the EU in the not-too-distant future?” 

“Ja,” Bruno responded. “It’s only a matter of time and when it does happen, 
Cousin, I do not recommend investing in that country anytime soon.” 

Harold folded his arms. “Okay, if you say so.” 

“If Radical Distributism ever achieves real political and economic power 
within any Real World regime,” Bruno recommended, “Remind your twin sister 
and Hans-Ulrich to figure out what its financial and monetary policies will be.” 
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“No kidding,” Harold chimed. “It’s a shame that G. K. Chesterton, Hilaire 
Belloc, Dorothy Day, Peter Maurin, and other Distributist thinkers never bothered 
to consider financial and monetary policies into their works.” 

“But we shouldn’t be surprised, considering how Distributism always 
suffered from shortages of economics, bankers, and industrialists,” Bruno added. 

The flight attendant at the piano started to play ‘Ode to Joy’, the EU’s 
national anthem. The flight attendant at the bar prepared two drinks for Harold 
and Bruno in separate martini glasses. She delivered them to their table, placing 
each martini glass on opposite sides of the table. She bowed her head and carried 
the silver platter with her back to the bar. 

“Prost (Cheers)! Harold and Bruno toasted their martini glasses and drank. 
They set their glasses aside on the table. Bruno reached for the sealed envelope 
from Lady Ostara and tore it open, pulling out a folded sheet of paper. Unfolding 
it, Bruno burst into laughter as he read the handwritten letter from Ostara. 

Harold laughed. “What’s gotten into you, Bruno?” 

“T cannot believe Dame Ostara wrote this, Harold!” Bruno handed him the 
letter. “See for yourself.” He pointed at the opening sentence of the letter. 

The ramblings, scribbled on the paper in Sw#Herlinschrift, concerned a recent 
Occult divination ritual that she conducted a few days prior. It was about 
America’s future, what awaits the American people should Howard Wolff ‘collude’ 
with the Russians and ‘Prussians’ in becoming President of the United States. 

The ‘Peak-ITV Era’ is coming to the American people, the opening sentence read. 
The Duopoly’s propagandists and conspiracy theory-mongers will become forced to remake, reboot, 
and rehash hundreds, if not thousands, of old TV shows from the 1980s and 1990s — the height 
of their arrogance and hubris. Every show is unlike the original in that each is laden with pro- 
Duopoly, Anti-Wolf, Anti-Ryanite political and ideological rhetoric and messages. Even among 
this generation of Drecksaue (filthy pigs) have not changed all that much from the ones I had 
encountered my youth, well over a century ago. 

Much like the Bolsheviks in Stalin’s Soviet Union, all means of media production will 
become collectivized into fewer and fewer hands, the hands beholden to the interests of a few 
trusted corporate entities. ‘Amazon’, ‘Netflix’, Hulu’, ‘Disney’, and others will spearhead this 
collectwization. The Amis will no doubt use the Peak-TV Era as means of escapism, although 
some may try to write it off as them studying the past to know the future. Perhaps they could use 
it as a means to catch on to our future plans and activities? 

Included in the letter was a hand-drawn chart showing steep increases in the 
number of these renewed TV shows. The mid-to-late 2010s was going to have as 
many as up to almost five hundred shows on air by the end of the decade. Even 
with Ostara’s esoteric Occult powers, there was no clear end in sight. 

Ass to whether it will be enough to recreate Anti-German and Anti-Russian sentiments 
like in the Cold War and the two World Wars, we will have to wait and see. Und, jawohl, Tom 
Clancy’s works will live on long after he had departed from this plane of existence. One of bis 
future shows will probably feature the Duopoly pursuing regime change in Venezuela. Ende. 

“The Duopoly’s at it again...,” Harold shuddered at the last paragraph. His 
mind harkened back to memories of his and Halfrida’s recent readings about 
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Woodrow Wilson presiding over the downfall of German America after the 
sinking of the Lusitania. “History repeats itself in more ways than one.” 

“Life shouldn’t have to be this way.” Bruno patted on Harold’s back as he sat 
back in his side of the bench and downed his whole martini glass. “If the Duopoly 
did not aspire to pursue its imperialistic ambitions, Cousin, my personal opinion of 
the American people would be as low as it is these days.” 

“Study the past to know the future?” Harold spoke, eyeing Bruno. 

“Who controls the past controls the future,’ Brano lamented, quoting George 
Orwell’s book, Nineteen Eighty-Four. ““Who controls the present controls the past.’ He set 
his empty martini glass aside on table. A flight attendant passed by the table and 
took the martini glass away with her to the galley behind the bar. 

I didn’t think you were into Orwell’s writings, Harold thought. 

Bruno cleared his throat. “You must understand that the Duopoly controls 
what the American people are allowed to know,” he said. “The vast majority of 
them, like the generations before them, are predestined to become compliant 
subjects in the Duopoly’s Two-Minute Hate against perceived enemies.” 

“T never thought you would consider yourself ‘Winston Smith’, Cousin,” 
Harold chuckled. “Let me guess, is Duchess Perpetua supposed to be ‘Julia?”’ 

“Tf that’s want you and Halfrida want to believe, who the hell am I to judge?” 
Bruno chortled. “But in case you ate curious about me and Her Highness’ own 
take: we’re not. To be fair, the Duopoly’s methods and mentalities resemble a bad 
combination of Nineteen Eighty-Four, Brave New World, The Great Gatsby, and Death of 
a Salesman all rolled into one Machiavellian work of political fiction.” 

“Fascinating...,” Harold murmured. “I never looked at it in that light.” 

“Just imagine for a moment,” Bruno told him. “Imagine the American people 
did not have shorter-than-usual attention spans and knew about as much as our 
family does. Do you think they would have voted for the Duopoly to govern all of 
America for the next two and a half centuries?” 

Harold shook his head. 

“Genau,”’ Bruno quipped. “I am willing to believe that there is, among 
countless other things, a certain peculiarity about the American educational 
system. It needs to be addressed within the GACSS, because it is preventing the 
American people from effectively and coherently challenging the Duopoly.” 

Crap, I should have kept a pen and notepad handy for moments like this. Harold’s eyes 
briefly glimpsed at his handbag resting in the seat between his and Bruno’s. 

Bruno changed the subject. “But anyhow, what’s this deal I hear about you 
and your twin sister being on good terms with #hat Clancyite, Herr Washington- 
Reich?” His nose crinkled, his eyes narrowed. “Don’t you and Halfrida realize that 
this signifies a conflict of interest for both us and the Anti-EuroGov Pact?” 

“We didn’t have a choice.” Harold sighed. “Thomas Jefferson Washington- 
Reich is not someone we'd trust, let alone have cordial relations with. We just had 
to sign two treaties with him in to lower tensions between the Ryanites and the 
Clancyites. Howard Wolff, along with Cardinal Wolk and the clergymen and 
religious nuns and monks will be thanking me and Halfrida in due time.” 
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2K KK 
(Three days later) 

Otherworld’s Northland, for Washington-Reich and the Clancyites and 
Reaganjugend of Pax Americana and their Model-EU/NATO Collaborators, 
served as the crown jewel on their golden crown. It was to them what the British 
Raj was to the House of Windsor and the British Empire. Following the Rosy 
Wat, Pax Americana split Northland into forty-five not-so-sovereign SSEs, each 
claiming territories based on their Real World borders in Europe. Forty-five SSEs 
united under a blue flag with twelve golden stars. Like West Germany and post- 
War Japan and South Korea, freedom and democracy was rising over Northland 
like a sunrise. Or was that too just propaganda and conspiracy theories? 

Once again, the truth was always somewhere in the middle. From Other- 
Iceland to the far northwest, to Other-Greece and its hundreds of islands to the 
far southeast, the Collaborators governed over European settlers, local Remnants, 
Ryanites, Dwellers, Underground and others as the Model-EU/NATO. Much like 
in the Real World’s Europe, they were nothing more than puppets, with Pax 
Americana acting as their puppeteer. The forty-five SSEs divided themselves up 
into three zones: ‘West Northland’, ‘Middle Northland’, and ‘East Northland’. 

West Northland became the ‘cultural, political, commercial, and ship 
building’ center of the continent. The SSEs focused on building merchant ships 
and warships for the Collaborators and Pax Americana. The Model-EU/NATO 
governed in Other-Brussels. Farms, wineries, pastures, and ranches provided 
subsistence to the growing populations throughout the continent. New 
technologies enabled Pax Americana and its allies to relocate ACPs to more 
strategic locations, allowing more places to be colonized and settled. 

Middle Northland became the ‘military-industrial, mining, energy, technology, 
and Anomaly’ center of the continent. SSEs here constructed impressive 
workshops, assembly plants, manufacturing plants, armaments factories, 
ironworks, and Anomaly refineries. The bulk of their industries churned out 
weapons, armored vehicles, MAFVs, and A-Wings for Pax Americana and the 
Collaborators’ armies. Even out here, their weapons still followed the STANAG 
(Standardization Agreement), as dictated by both NATO and the Duopoly. 

Reliable roads and railroads enabled fast, efficient transportation from West 
to East Northland. East Northland, meanwhile, was the ‘potential’ that 
Washington-Reich wished to improve with help from the Underground. Beyond 
Other-Poland, the Other-Baltics and Other-Balkans, the House of Raynerson and 
the Underground controlled ‘Other-Russia’, ‘Other-Belarus’, ‘Other-Ukraine’, 
“Other-Vatican’, and “Other-San Marino.’ Railroads were few and many roads were 
still dirt trails that turned muddy during the rainy seasons in the Fall and Spring. 
Cities were few and far in between, while villages and towns were scattered apart 
from each other. East Northland remained underdeveloped since the pre-Rosy 
War years, but that was to change under Washington-Reich’s guidance. 

July 4 was a joyous occasional for Washington-Reich and Pax Americana, 
marking the 235% anniversary of America’s independence from the British 
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Empire. To celebrate the occasion, Washington-Reich invited Harold and Bruno 
to join him, his generals and advisers at a six-hour military parade in Other-Paris. 

The patade, coordinated by both Pax Americana and its Collaborators, was 
conducted in a similar manner to the traditional French military Bastille Day 
parade practiced in the real Paris since 1880. From the Other-Arc de Triomphe, 
the parade passed down Other-Champs-Elysées from to the Other-Place de la 
Concorde, where Washington-Reich, Harold, and Bruno would later go on to 
greet them at the end of their parading. Until that time came, Washington-Reich 
and his advisers and generals accompanied the two Brotzman Cousins at a 
platform atop the roof of the Other-Grand Palais. And just like the actual Grand 
Palais, it too stood on the side of the parade route. 

Loudspeakers fixed onto metal poles and the corners of nearby buildings 
droned the EU anthem, Friedrich Schiller’s ‘Ode / Joy’. Sounds of loud propeller 
engines noises screamed in the clear blue skies overhead. Harold and Bruno tilted 
their chins up and shielded their eyes from the Otherworld sun beating down on 
them. Thousands of feet above were STANAG-approved Pax Americana and 
Collaborator A-Wing interceptors, joint strike fighters, attackers, multirole fighters, 
light and heavy bombers. 

Pax Americana’s took precedence. Eddie Rickenbacker-series twin-engine 
ER-38 joint strike fighters and single-engine ER-51 interceptors, A-Wings based 
on Lockheed P-38 Lightning I—-spiritual precursor of Lockheed-Martin’s F-35 
Lightning IIl-and the North American Aviation P-51 Mustang. Squadrons of 
MSB-D1 dive bombers, N6F-G1 carrier strike fighters, BTB-C1 torpedo bombers 
were also joined by Richard Bong-series Rb-26s, twin engine ground attack planes 
based on the Douglas A-26 Invader. After them came Jimmy Doolittle D1-29 
strategic bombers modelled after the Boeing B-29 Superfortress. 

“Ever fought one of those before?” Harold asked Bruno, pointing at the A- 
Wing flying over their heads. 

“Nein,” Bruno confessed, “I have yet to shoot at least one of them down.” 

“What about Cousin Ulrich?” Harold added. 

Bruno smirked. “Even Hans-Ulrich has yet to get his chance, Harold.” 

Apart from a handful of local A-Wings designs, all of the Collaborators were 
forced to rely on those developed by Pax Americana. The British, French, Italian, 
and other Collaborators lagged behind their German and Japanese counterparts in 
A-Wing design, in addition to Pax Americana, Underground, Dwellers and FYC, 
Remnants, and the Ryanites. Although the Japanese Collaborators were uninvited, 
the German Collaborators’ two A-Wings left much to be desired. 

The St. Fidelis of Sigmaringen Fi219 was a joint British-German-Italian- 
Spanish multi-role A-Wing resembling the twin-engine Heinkel He219 Ubu 
(Night-Owl). But unlike the He219, the Fi219 was designed to fulfill the three 
roles carried out by the Panavia Tornado: IDS (Interdiction & Strike Fighter), 
ECR (Electronic Warfare & Reconnaissance), and ADV (Air Defense Variant). 

The Fil12 was a joint British-French-German multi-role A-Wing resembling 
the single-engine Heinkel Hel12 fighter, Heinkel’s competitor to the 
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Messerschmitt Bf109 fighter. But unlike the He112, the Fil12 was designed to 
fulfill the air superiority capabilities of the Eurofighter Typhoon. 

Harold shuddered and shivered in terror at the sight of those two 
monstrosities. “Is this what happens when you sign onto STANAG?” he asked 
Bruno. “I can’t believe people called those two things ‘A-Wings!”’ 

“Ja, I’m afraid so, Cousin,” Bruno told him. “The same can also be said for 
the Collaborators’ weapons, vehicles, and MAFVs. This is happens when arms 
industries of entire nations become subjugated by the Duopoly’s ‘Military- 
Industrial Complex.” He and Harold turned their heads to the marching Pax 
Americana and Collaborator infantry marching in the streets below. 

Lining the curbsides along the parade route were pairs of Balaclava-masked 
paramilitary Gendarmerie in black and blue body armor. Some chatted and others 
smoked cigarettes. Many stood erect with H&K MP5 and UMP45 submachine 
guns slung over their leathery necks, their hands wrapped around the Bakelite 
pistol grips. Euphoric and gleeful crowds cheered on the sidewalks behind the 
Gendarmerie, separated from the road by steel barriers and concrete Bremer walls. 
Dozens of onlookers greeted the parading soldiers and vehicles from the windows 
and rooftops of various multi-story buildings along the parade route. EU flags 
draped dozens of windowsills, dozens more unfurled from the rooftops. 

Dozens of long columns of Pax Americana and Collaborators paraded past 
the Other-Grand Palais in camouflage fatigues. Infantry had their M4 carbines, 
FN-FALs, and G36 assault rifles slung over their shoulders as they marched. 
Again, so much of theit equipment was all STANAG-approved. 

Local Other-Parisians and tourists gawked at them from the sidewalks and 
held up small EU flags in their hands. Some even tossed bouquets of flowers into 
the street. Not a single bomb or grenade was ever thrown at the parading troops, 
and why would they? The people in attendance had already been screened by the 
Gendarmerie not only for such weapons, but also for any biases favoring 
Euroscepticism, the end of NATO, and any and all hostilities against European 
Integration back in Europe. 

After the marching columns of infantry were the armored cars and transport 
trucks hauling field artillery and rocket artillery pieces, along with towed SAM 
launchers. Up-armored Humvees sporting M2 Browning heavy machine guns 
chambered for NATO 12.7mm, 40mm grenade launchers, and Raytheon BGM-71 
TOW missile launchers. IFVs and APCs followed in their wake, consisting of 
M113 and M3 Bradley APCs, eight-wheeled Strykers and Marder I/A5 IFVs. 

Last were the MAFVs and Command MBTss for their battalion commanders. 
Aside from the Dwight Eisenhower DE-3 and the NATO-issue MBTs, there were 
also columns of the M24 Chaffee-inspired Andrew Jackson AJ-24. This light 
MAFV came equipped with a hull-mounted laser machine gun, a coaxial turret 
sporting a plasma cannon, laser machine gun, and TOW missile launcher, and a 
cupola-mounted M2 Browning. 

Back at the platform atop the Other-Grand Palais, Harold shook his head. I 
can't beheve I traded places with Halfrida just to watch this! 
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Bruno leaned over Harold’s shoulder and whispered into his ear. “Please tell 
me, Cousin: are you and Halfrida starting to realize what is at stake now?” 

“Yes,” Harold said. “It’s just as Pope John Paul II once said: “‘A democracy 
without values easily turns into open or thinly disguised totalitarianism.” 

2 KK 
(Three days later) 

Behind the closed doors of his Brussels office, Washington-Reich stood in 
front of his desk with both hands behind his back. Harold and Bruno were 
standing in front of him after having entered the office. 

“Pm glad that you two were able to enjoy the recent Independence Day 
festivities,’ Washington-Reich thanked Harold and Bruno. “I would like to repay 
your cooperation in signing the non-ageression pact with a token of my gratitude.” 

“And what will that be...?” Bruno snickered. “Will you let us live for now?” 

Washington-Reich presented to them an American plastic office toy called a 
‘reset button’. “I made doubly sure that my advisors had this one custom made to 
have the word ‘Reset’ in Deutsch.” The reset button in his hands had a red button 
that read ‘Erbfeindschaff instead of the word ‘Reset.’ There was an unsettling 
parallel between this reset button and that other reset button Hillary Clinton gave 
to Sergei Lavrov back in 2009. What should have been a red button bearing the 
word ‘Perezagruzka’ (Reset) instead had ‘Peregruzka’ (Overcharge). 

“Erbfeind...schaft...2” Bruno murmured to himself. “I think I can predict 
where our future relations with him are heading, despite the regime changes and 
repeated promises to never ever declare war again.” His eyes narrowed. 

“That’s not a good word at all, isn’t it, Cousin?’ Harold whispered to him. 

Bruno shook his head. “Nzemads (Never).” 

“Please, I would like you two to have this.” Washington-Reich offered it to 
them. “Consider this as the generous courtesy of the American people.” 

Bruno gestured Harold to take the reset button from him. Harold nodded 
and shrugged his shoulders. He grabbed the reset button from Washington-Reich. 

“Pm pretty sure you were supposed to put ‘Reset-Knopf where it says “Hatred- 
Passed-Down-to-Future-Generations,”” Bruno said, picking up the reset button 
from Harold. He confronted Washington-Reich. 

“Ts that so...2” Washington-Reich chuckled. 

“What kind of gift was this supposed to mean?” Bruno glared at Washington- 
Reich. “If you wanted it to say ‘Reset’ in German, just put ‘Resez.”” 

“Yeah, it’s...the same word in Dewisch as it is in English,” Harold chimed. 

“Either way, I want you two to consider this gift as a reminder that I am not 
to be trifled with,’ Washington-Reich exploded into fits of rage. “Make one wrong 
move and I will declare war on both of you and those that you consider as allies!” 
He gestured at the door. “Now, get the hell out of my office!” 
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Chapter Nineteen: Korean Mousetrap 


(Ryanite Chorus; Oct. 1-Nov. 4, 2011) 


“One way to think about the difference between hard and soft power is to consider the variety of 
ways you can obtain the outcomes you want. You can command me to change my preferences and 
do what you want by threatening me with force or economic sanctions. You can induce me to do 
what you want by using your economic power to pay me. You can restrict my preferences by setting 
the agenda in such a way that my more extravagant wishes seem too unrealistic to pursue. Or you 
can appeal to my sense of attraction, love, or duty in our relationship and appeal to our shared 
values about the justness of contributing to those shared values and purposes. If I am persuaded to 
£0 along with your purposes without any explicit threat or exchange taking place—in short, if my 
behavior is determined by an observable but intangible attraction—soft power is at work.” 
-Joseph Nye, Soft Power: The Means to Success in World Politics 


and asteroid debris around Earth’s orbit. Thousands of space satellites 

circled around the planetary orbit. Hundreds collected and transferred all 
sorts of data across the Earth, from phone calls to even cryptocurrencies in recent 
years. Even after the Cold War, American and Russian spy satellites were still 
capturing detailed imagery of all kinds of activities back on the planet’s surface. 

One of the flying disks broke away from the rest of its triangle formation and 
darted around the fields of space junk toward a Duopoly spy satellite operated by 
the National Reconnaissance Office (NRO). The lone disk hovered near the spy 
satellite and zapped it with a concentrated energy beam, engulfing it whole in 
intense, bright rays of colorful lights. The American spy satellite malfunctioned, 
electric sparks flying and smoke pouring out of its interior as the flying disk 
hijacked control away from the Duopoly. The satellite was now property of the 
flying disk. The energy beam enabled it to carry the satellite away with it. 

Another spy satellite, this one owned by the Russians, loomed in the distance. 
The flying disk catapulted the American satellite straight into the Russian satellite’s 
path. The two satellites collided with each other. A spectacular explosion lit up the 
dark vacuum of space surrounding Earth. The flaming debris from the two 
satellites and drifted away from the planetary orbit, falling into the Earth’s surface. 
The two spy satellites were like peeping toms, stalking the peculiar paramilitary 
lifestyle choices of a bunch of teenage girls somewhere in Asia. 

Back on Earth, ‘Arms Control’ against nations by other nations was akin to 
“Gun Control’ against Americans by the Duopoly. Yet no one, not the Duopoly, 
nor the Russians, nor the Chinese, wanted anything to do with MAFV and A- 
Wing design proposals from Drusilla Price, Duchess Perpetua, or Cousins Ulrich 
and Bruno. Stubborn as unruly Kindergartners and Pharisees even after the Cold 
War, Western arms industries tolerated depressing dullness, unoriginality, ugliness, 
and hideousness in the name of profit and control over the armies of whole 
nations. Arms industrialists with the resourcefulness of a Mikhail Kalashnikov, the 
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creativity of an Alfred Becker, or even worse, the strong-willed competitiveness of 
a Donald Trump need not apply. 

Japan was an island nation like Great Britain, Ireland, Hong Kong, the 
Philippines, Indonesia, or Taiwan. Overpopulation and living space should never 
be its biggest worries; that rule also applied for land-locked nations. The nation’s 
elderly population far outnumbered its youth population, with the latter growing 
increasingly unable and willing to care for the former, whether by their own 
initiative or with the aid of the National Diet in Tokyo. 

Outside Tokyo, from rural towns to the farmlands of Hokkaido, nothing 
looked well and not just because of Fukushima. Several towns dating back 
centuries lay derelict and abandoned; others devoid of families or even children. 
Entire families and youths relocated elsewhere, to the overcrowded areas in cities 
like Tokyo for work, when neither the economy nor the government helped. 

Life out here was no different than life in a former East German town 
outside Berlin, even while the Bundestag was investing in the towns to attract 
potential homeowners. Or even in America, where one could find millions of 
children without stable homes or trustworthy families, and entire foreclosed 
houses and abandoned towns was left to decay. The price of affordable living 
spaces was out of reach for many in the so-called ‘free world’ that was the LIEO. 

Meanwhile, an abandoned coastal town near Hokkaido was taken over by the 
Anti-EuroGov Pact and two Japanese Catholic friends of Halfrida and Perpetua. 
The town had yet to attract new settlers, for there was plenty of work to be done. 
Surrounded by concrete walls topped with barbed wire and solid steel gates, 
Adalbert Munition’s ‘Sid-Hokkaido Werke had three decent warehouses, a few 
workshops, and a factory containing an assembly line. All of the facilities were still 
intact, but in need of repairs and renovations several months earlier. 

Automated machinery along two separate assembly lines on the factory floor 
operated alongside human workers at the conveyer belts. One line had Ryanite 
Bellarmine R95s, an agricultural MATV modelled after the French Lorraine 37L. 
Behind the R95s were Aquinas T7 Mining and Excavation MATVs, their chassis 
derived from the versatile, time-tested Ryanite Louis I/C. The other line had 
Ryanite Fulton Sheen Fs17P and Junipero Serra Js14S C-Wings, two pre-Rosy War 
designs based on the Dornier Do-17 and the Focke-Wulf Fw200 respectively. 
Both C-Wings were flown by Ryanite Caravaneers who either piloted—or, in some 
cases, pte-ptogrammed—them for making deliveries to customers who ordered 
overseas by secured mail or telephone lines. The Fs17Ps were fast and nimble for 
catrying mail, while the larger Js14S was meant for hauling heavier orders. 

The machinery spared the workers, all of them former unemployed, bored 
youths recruited by Shizuko Shido and Samantha Nakajima, from doing repetitive 
work. Instead of substituting their labors, as the argument went against 
automation, they instead augmented their overall productivity. The workers were 
free to fine-tune and perform the precision work that still demanded them. And 
there was plenty of fascinating, stimulating non-repetitive work to be done. The 
versatilities of these four MATV and C-Wing designs made all of that possible. 
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Welders melded together superstructures and fixed onto them casemate 
turrets for the R95s. The finished product because the Marder I-inspired St. 
Dominic de la Calzada-series Calzada I Tank Destroyer, a dedicated MAFV killer 
and infantry support vehicle fit for a crew of two or three and perfect for 
ambushing unsuspecting MAFVs. Its plasma cannon and energy cells, having 
proven its worth in the Rosy War, also worked well against most MBT designs. 
Each one, for personal defense, had a hull-mounted laser machine gun installed. 

For the T7s, the workers got a bit more creative with the chassis. Its design, 
much like its MAFV cousin, the Louis I/C, proved worthy of receiving a wide 
number of weapon systems from the RGA’s arsenal. As the ‘St. Harvey’, these 
MAFYVs shared their cousin’s ruggedness and reliability, but far more customizable 
and suitable for economic conditions within developing countries. 

The workers presiding over the Harvey installed side-mounted racks for six 
obese unguided rockets, with three on each side. Some Harveys had similar racks 
mounted atop turrets pulled from decommissioned Louis I/Cs, except these had 
modified for twelve smaller unguided rockets. Others received superstructures to 
house enclosed casemate turrets sporting plasma cannons or else short, stubby 
plasma howitzers for infantry support. 

The Fs17P became the St. Gregory Gr17As, light A-Wing bombers capable 
of outrunning hostile A-Wing interceptors or else conventional warplanes. The 
Js14S, on the other hand, became the RGA’s own St. Blaise B1321F. 

From the steel grating of a platform overlooking the factory floor, across 
from the second floor foreman’s office, Drusilla fawned in awe of her 
experimental MAFVs being built. “I can’t wait to see the looks on Harold and 
Halfrida’s faces when they get to see what the finished products look like!” 

Standing beside her were Ulrich, Bruno, and Duchess Perpetua. “You’re just 
getting started.” Perpetua chomped down on a washed apple. “We still have yet to 
figure out who’s going to buying any of them.” She peered over her fiancée’s 
shoulder as he and his Cousin glanced at their A-Wing designs. 

“Would anyone buy them, Hans-Ulrich?’” Bruno mused. 

Before Ulrich could answer, Drusilla interrupted him. “I’m sure somebody 
on Earth would! We just have to shop around and find the right buyers!” 

Ulrich chuckled. “If that is the case...” He cracked a smile. “The buyers are 
going to need to receive a lot of energy cells and batteries for the weapons.” 

“The energy cells and batteries in all MAFVs and A-Wings are always 
rechargeable,” Perpetua said. “Any crew, pilot, or crew of pilots can reuse them so 
long as they access to sufficient amounts of electricity. The buyers, whoever they 
are, can work that part on their own. The same goes for the fuel.” 

2 KK 
(One week later) 

A Sony TV set, fixed to the section of a wall next to a steel crucifix, flickered 
to life inside a classroom at St. Rose Philippine Duchesne in Tokyo’s Shibuya 
Ward. It was the same classroom where the Brotzman twins met Grofprinzessin 
Shizuko on their way to Indonesia last year. Taped to the marker board in the 
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front of the classroom was world map, depicting every nation-state on Earth, from 
Vatican City to Mother Russia. Special boxes around the map were reserved for 
the various nations that were once referred to by the Duopoly as the ‘Axis of Evil’: 
Cuba, Iran, North Korea, Syria, and Venezuela. The boxes for Iraq and Libya, the 
other two nations, had a big fat red “X’ drawn over them. 

Harold, Halfrida and Cousins Ulrich and Heinricka were seated together at 
four desks in the front-center row, their heads tilted sideways to the right. Cousin 
Bruno stood erect with his back against the map, eyes rolling upward at the screen 
above his head. He grinned and snickered after having seen the ad before. 

Onscreen was a Duopoly presidential reelection campaign advertisement 
attacking Howard Wolff for daring to suggest rapprochement with the remaining 
so-called ‘Axis of Evil’ nations. “They are some of the world’s most inhumane 
nations and Howard Wolff wants to ‘appease’ them,” a woman’s voice announced 
over unsettling, ominous music taken from a Hollywood production horror 
movie. The ad consisted of abridged segment of a recent Wolff speeches and 
interviews where he outlined his foreign policy goals for America. His voice was 
juxtaposed with brief snippets of footage casting Iranians, North Koreans, 
Palestinians, Venezuelans, and Cubans in very negative, stereotypical portrayals. 

“...£Americans should not have to fear this nation. I support the Iranian 
nuclear program, so long as it is continues peaceful and they are willing to prevent 
themselves and the Saudis from pursuing any possible nuclear arms race’...” 

“..."North Korea is caught between a rock and a hard place. I am willing to 
believe them at their word when they are willing to speak to me face-to-face’...” 

“....No, I will not support Israel’s right to annex Palestine, Golan Heights, 
and Sinai Peninsula. I condemn any forced resettlement program against 
Palestinians and refuse to recognize Jerusalem as the official capital of Israel’...” 

“....Pope Benedict XVI was right to assert that America’s economic embargo 
against Cuba must end. And I would expect the same for Russia and Venezuela.” 

The ad concluded with a brief onscreen statement, as if the Duopoly—in a 
bipartisan move—got too lazy and refused to help pay any more of that 
announcer’s student loan debts. It read: If these are the nations Wolff wants to have good 
relations with, how will he govern as President of the United States? 

The Brotzman twins and their loyal Cousins laughed at the hypocrisy of the 
political campaign ad’s message. Even Bruno joined them, whipping out the 
remote from his pocket and switching the TV off. 

Free from the purview of his Opa and Lady Ostara, Cousin Bruno stylized 
himself as the ‘Leon Trotsky that National Socialism should have had.’ Much like 
Trotsky and his own sparring with Josef Stalin and Mao Zedong over ‘Socialism in 
One Country’, Bruno disagreed with their antiquated views that National Socialism 
is incapable of being applied outside the Fatherland. “Respect the man of noble 
races other than your own, who catries out, in a different place, a combat parallel 
to yours—to ours. He is your ally. He is our ally, be he at the other end of the 
world,” he told them, quoting post-War National Socialist thinker Savitri Devi. 
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Meanwhile, his four Anti-Nazi Cousins, still viewing him as just another Neo- 
Nazi, just needed his trust and respect. Even so, they still wanted to help Bruno, 
making sure he can avoid getting a mysterious icepick rammed into his skull like 
Trotsky. “Give me a break!” Harold shook his head, unable to control his laughter. 
“Wolff would never have been the first State Chancellor of the First RPS if 
Ryanites back then didn’t want to vote for him!” 

Halfrida yawned. “Remind me again why we’re back in Japan again? Besides, 
I can’t believe we’re going to be conducting trade deals with nations whom the 
United States has considered as the ‘State Sponsors of Terrorism.” 

Bruno laughed. “Don’t let the Duopoly do your thinking for you, Cousin,” 
he told Halfrida. “Humanity is not divided into a Manichean dialectic of good and 
evil. We are all equally capable of doing both. It’s all part of being human, brought 
into this plane of existence in a state of Original Sin.” 

“Cousin Bruno does have a point,” Heinricka chimed. “International politics 
is not all black and white. Life is not a Walt Disney fairy tale; a Brothers’ Grimm 
fairy tale-or perhaps, Der Strumwelpeter-would be a better analogy here.” 

“Ja, isn’t that a shame?” Ulrich snorted, shaking his head. “Too many 
American Catholics were never properly educated in their faith and demonstrated 
a willingness to be deceived by Duopoly propaganda. They have been made to 
forget St. Thomas Aquinas’ Principle of ‘Double Effect’ from Swwma Theologica.” 
His nose crinkled. “Nothing in life can ever be seen as being fully good or fully 
evil. Everything has both intended and unintended consequences that must always 
be taken into account at all times.” 

Halfrida laughed. “Bruno, I just was being sarcastic!” She crossed her legs 
and eyed each of the various ‘Axis of Evil’ nations. “I am far more willing to 
believe that all of the propaganda and conspiracy theories directed against those 
countries can be disproven by taking into account historical factors, what we know 
from the rest of our family, and what we have been able to uncover ourselves.” 
She stroked her chin. 

“So where do we even begin with any of these countries?” Harold 
questioned. “Can GACSS or the Anti-EuroGov Pact maintain cordial relations?” 

“T think they can, dear brother,” Halfrida quipped. “To begin, we must strive 
to understand their circumstances and always remember that relations can never 
be cemented through ideologies, money, or vague promises. Once we realize that 
part, then we can finally learn some Real World history.” 

“And one of the nations which my Opa and Ostara have no qualms about 
destroying to resurrect the Third Reich is the ‘Democratic People’s Republic of 
Korea’ (DPRA),” Ulrich spoke to the Brotzman twins and Heinricka. 

“But Pyongyang recently purged Bolshevism back in 2009!” Harold shrieked. 

“Why on Earth would the Conspiracy want North Korea destroyed?” 
Halfrida questioned. “It would also be terrible for the Japanese people as well!” 

“Just because the Cold War ends, it doesn’t mean the Conspiracy refrained 
from getting the Duopoly into a war with Russia, China, or even both nations,” 
Ulrich elaborated. “It’s no different than what Harry Truman proposed that the 
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Duopoly should do before America went to war against the Fatherland. If Hitler is 
winning, help Stalin; if Stalin is winning, help Hitler.” 

“And North Korea, unlike pro-Duopoly South Korea, is a fascinating case,” 
Bruno interjected. “Contrary to all the propaganda, it’s not at all a one-party 
dictatorship; their “Supreme People’s Assembly’ has three political parties, with 
representatives elected every four or five years, depending on current conditions. 
Also, its government continues to be divided into two opposing political factions, 
one pro-Chinese, the other pro-Korean.” 

“The pro-Chinese faction wants the DPRK to become more dependent on 
its neighbor, the People’s Republic of China (PRC). Barring Israel and the 
Duopoly, it would be similar to Saudi Arabia turning Saddam Hussein’s Iraq into a 
Saudi puppet, all because Saddam fought a war against Iran—or in, this case, the 
Korean War. The pro-Korean faction seeks good relations with Seoul at the very 
least. But what they want most of all is the possibility of reunification, make all of 
Korea one sovereign nation, something that the Duopoly, Great Britain, China, 
Russia, and Japan will no doubt oppose for various teasons.” 

“China prefers to keep North Korea as a buffer state, which is no different 
than the Saudis keeping Saddam’s Iraq around as a buffer between themselves and 
the Ayatollah’s Iran,” Heinricka recalled. “Japan, on the other hand, would like to 
use the Duopoly to enable them to exert influence over South Korea, something 
that was cut short because of the Cold War. As for the British, if they do decide to 
rebuild their Empire, prolonging Duopoly presence in Asia will dissuade the 
peoples of Asia from opposing their own comeback in Hong Kong for instance.” 

“Would the British retake Hong Kong from the Chinese?” Harold mused. 

“T think they or the people there would try, or at least vie for independence 
from China,” Heinricka replied. “Remember, British culture resonates far more 
with the local populace, in addition to sharing a similar form of governance.” 

“The British shouldn’t have to be our biggest problem,” Halfrida snorted. 
“Margaret Thatcher’s dealings with the Chinese concerning the sovereignty of 
Hong Kong back in the 1990s will go on to become a terrible mistake for all of 
Britain. The people of Hong Kong deserve better and are paying the price, 
whether they knew it or not, whether they liked it or not.” 

“Anyhow, where does the Russian Federation, Vladimir Putin and his Neo- 
Czarist faction fit into the picture?” Ulrich asked. “I’m sort of curious as to where 
Putin and Moscow fit into all of this.” 

“A continuation of Mao and Khrushchev’s ‘Sino-Soviet Split,”’ Bruno said. 
“Russia and China still view their relationship with the DPRK as a competition to 
court the favor of Pyongyang. It’s something that the pro-Korean faction in 
Pyongyang cares little about since the 1970s under Kim il-Sung, whose reverence 
is derived from the Kokka Shinto (State Shintoism) of Japan’s Meiji Period.” 

“No wonder why North Koreans called il-Sung their ‘Eternal President, 
Harold whispered into Halfrida’s ear. “It’s no different than Bruno and his side of 
the family calling Adolf Hitler ‘Ewzge Fabre’ (Eternal Leader) of our Fatherland!” 

“Yeah,” Halfrida whispered back, “I figured as much, dear brother!” 
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The Brotzman twins snickered, trying to conceal their laughter. Bruno 
continued on without them. “The DPRK has been trying since then to become 
more self-sufficient and less dependent on both Russia and China and others 
interested in the Korean Peninsula. They tried, but the downfalls of East Germany 
and Soviet Union, and PRC’s appeasement toward the Duopoly like joining the 
WTO (World Trade Organization) prevented them from achieving ideal results.” 

“And that’s why we often heard stories of people starving and why the nation 
is sort-of isolationist and hostile to much of the Real World!’ Heinricka chimed. 
“Or why they would even want to develop nuclear weapons in the first place!” 

“So, which country did Pyongyang get along with?” Ulrich pondered. 

“Tran,” Bruno blurted. “The Fatherland’s relations with the Iranians date as 
far back as Kaiser Wilhelm back in the 1890s, back when Iran was still called 
‘Persia’ on world maps. In the 1980s, Iran had been the DPRK’s customer for 
weapons and munitions during their old war against Saddam Hussein. Iran and 
North Korea may consider themselves ‘friends’, but they would never consider 
themselves as ‘allies’ nor even ‘enemies.”” 

“Cuba is also an interesting case in regards to Iran and North Korea,” he 
added, glancing at Havana on the map. “Havana supports the Iranian nuclear 
program, so long as it does not nuclear program does not devolve into a nuclear 
arms tace with Saudi Arabia, assuming nobody in the Duopoly decides to let such 
an absurdity happen. Along with Venezuela, Cuba is on very cordial relations with 
those two nations, and we may even say the same for Syria in regards to all four.” 

Ulrich glared at the world map. “Navirlich, but we can always assume that 
these five nations are all on good terms with each other because of Realpolitik. 
They may not agree with their ideological differences and ideal system of 
governance, but none of that stops them from finding common ground.” 

Halfrida tugged her tresses. “Plus, I’m sure there’s bound to be something we 
can barter from them. We can start by quietly promoting peace between average, 
everyday Americans and the peoples of those nations. Let’s be honest with 
ourselves: do the interests of normal Americans align with the Duopoly and their 
ideological goals? Are these nations wise enough to avoid conflating the Duopoly 
with both us and the American people in general? It’s worth pondering.” 

2K KK 
(Three weeks later) 

Joseph Nye was no doubt correct in his calculations when he wrote Soft 
Power. ‘A country may obtain the outcomes it wants in world politics because other countries— 
admiring its values, emulating its example, aspiring to its level of prosperity and openness—want 
to follow it” After all, Ryanite relations with Venezuela, Cuba, Syria, Iran, and North 
Korea emulated the Fatherland’s relations with Imperial Russia and Asian nations. 
Be nice. Behave. Think rationally and act like calm, reasonable adults. 

Thus, any war of ageression against them is never worth spilling a single drop 
of Ryanite blood in GACSS’ name. To let their nation become destabilized and 
disorderly can will hurt Ryanite interests. All the Ryanites under the Brotzman 
twins were unanimous in their anti-war views regarding all five nations. 
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Conversely, none of the five nations wanted any involvement or role within 
the intricate and delicate geopolitical affairs among the SSEs, the Dweller World, 
and the Otherworld. The Ryanites in general were on a league of their own. And 
even if they wanted to, they had enough problems as it is within their own 
borders. Ryanite Caravaneers, knowing what they wanted from those nations, 
clamoted to get in line and start trading with them. 

Cuba offered sugar cane, cigars, hard liquor and spirits, and one of the largest 
untapped sources of Nickel ore on Earth. Jackbooters back home specializing in 
confectionaries wanted their real sugar and rum to spice up their sweets and 
candies. Ryanites like Anthony Accardo, Howard and Maple Wolff and Herbert 
Wolff, and Nicholas Fitzgerald loved their hand-rolled cigars. But Adalbert 
Munitions in particular needed Cuba’s Nickel ore to harden Tungsten Carbide in 
the manufacturing of antitank shells and armored piercing rounds for the RGA. 

Venezuela, like Iran and Syria, offered them agricultural and petroleum. But 
the Ryanites had secure food supplies; synthetic gasoline and rubber plants in 
West Virginia reduced their dependency on those imports. Not even gold, which 
the nation prided itself on being the second-largest source of it on Earth, appealed 
to the Ryanites. What they wanted most was the country’s untapped sources of 
Coltan, which was needed for the production of electronic and computer 
hardware found inside MATVs and C-Wings, MAFVs and A-Wings. 

Syria offered Nitrogen and Phosphate fertilizers, marble for sculpture and 
architecture, and industrial sand for sandbags. Iran had Copper and Bauxite 
required for the conductivity of the energy weapons used by MAFVs and A- 
Wings. And North Korea had untapped Tungsten to combine with Cuban Nickel, 
Molybdenum as a necessary alloy in hardening MAFV armor, and Magnesite for 
the production of West Virginian synthetic rubber. 

Altogether, the five nations were literally sitting on tens, perhaps even 
hundreds, of trillions of US Dollars in natural resources. Given enough 
investments by Ryanites and intelligent economic policies by their leaders, each 
had the potential to become some of the wealthiest nations on Earth. Offering 
those resources to the Ryanites meant receiving in return sales of, for instance, 
surplus Harvey I and Calzada I MAFVs or Gr17A and BI321F A-Wings. Spare 
parts and energy cells and batteries included. Or better yet, if they get caught in a 
sudden civil war, the Ryanites were willing to come back and deliver food, 
medicine, humanitarian relief, and more military equipment to help restore order. 

Granted, absolute discretion and secrecy was still needed here. Harold and 
Halfrida wanted plausible deniable whenever Pax Americana and_ their 
Collaborators decide to snoop around. Even in the SGIEO of all places, 
Washington-Reich was also enforcing Duopoly trade sanctions, in addition to 
whatever sanctions they and Underground also levied against both them and the 
Ryanites. Thus, enter the MEFO Bills’ 21st century incarnation: the ERPA 
(Economic Redevelopment and Protection Agency) Bills. 

October 29. Convoys of unmarked Ryanite merchant U-Boats navigated 
beneath the waves of the Atlantic, Indian, and Pacific Oceans. Their cargo holds 
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were packed with assorted crates and boxes full of Ryanite consumer, industrial, 
and military goods. Some equipped with onboard bakery ovens, freezing units for 
storing perishable food, and separate cargo holds for disassembled vehicle parts. 
Hugging the seafloors of shallow waters, evading US Navy and Coast Guard 
warships, they slipped into the seaports to deliver the goods. 
2 KK 
(Six days later) 

One late Friday night in early November, US Navy F/A-18Es and US Air 
Force F-15Cs and F-16Cs chased after a flight of UAPs (Unidentified Aerial 
Phenomena) trespassing Japanese and South Korean airspaces. Joining them were 
Japanese F-15J Kais and South Korean F-15K Slam Eagles. The Duopolly allies 
were lagging behind their American counterparts. 

Hitting the throttle, the Duopoly warplanes were closing in on a big flight of 
unmarked BI200As and B1321Ps. The UAPs were approaching the 38% Parallel 
from the Sea of Japan. They were being escorted by Plaid Eminence and all six 
members of Reshsadler Squadron, all of them also flying without any indications to 
their identities or origin. 

“You have our orders from the base commander, gentlemen,” the American 
flight lead, piloting an F-15C, declared. “Shoot them all down!” 

An American Air Force F-16C acquired a lock on one of the B1321Fs. “Fox 
2! He launched an air-to-air missile. 

Another American, a US Navy pilot controlling an F/A-18E, locked onto a 
BI200A. “Fox 2, Fox 2!” He too launched an air-to-air missile. 

The two missiles sped toward their targets. Both managed to hit their targets. 
The affected BI200A and BI321F plummeted out of the sky. One had its whole tail 
blown off, the other reduced to a ball of flames and smoke. 

The adrenaline flowing through Ulrich’s veins surged at sounds of their 
voices. “What the hell?” Ulrich yelled. Radio chatter from Cousins Adelwolfa, 
Dieter, and Kathe blared out of his and Bruno’s radios. 

“Adler Eagles)!” Adelwolfa bellowed. 

“Falken (Falcons)! Dieter cried. 

“Hornissen (Hornets)! Kathe shouted. 

Tail gunners in the remaining BI200As and BI321Fs opened fire at the 
warplanes behind them. They peppered them with laser machine gun fire. The F- 
15s, F-16s, and F/A-18s responded with their own gunfire from their Vulcan 
rotary mini guns. 20mm rounds plinked and pinged on the fuselages of the Ryanite 
cargo planes. Laser machine guns pierced the hostile warplanes’ fuselages. Several 
of the warplanes erupted in flames, their pilots forced to eject from them. “Help 
us out!” One of the cargo A-Wing pilots hollered. 

Bruno radioed Ulrich. “We’ve come this far, Cousin! Do not let them shoot 
down the other transport A-Wings!”? Reichsadler One broke away from the 
formation and flew towards the hostile warplanes. 

“Verstanden’” Ulrich and the rest of Reichsadler Squadron followed Bruno, 
engaging the hostile warplanes. A dogfight ensued over the Sea of Japan. 
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Chapter Twenty: In Illo Tempore 
(Wise Man and Duopoly; Oct. 31-Dec. 19 2011) 


“The bipolar world is over, but it is not going to be replaced by a unipolar world empire that the 

United States controls alone. The world is already economically multipolar, and there will be a 

diffusion of power as the information revolution progresses, interdependence increases, and 

transnational actors become more important. The new world nill not be neat, and you will have to 
live with that.” 

-Joseph Nye, Understanding International Conflicts: 

An Introduction to Theory and History 


Id resentments, old misdeeds, old hatreds, and old ambitions from 1945 lived 

on. The more the Real World changed, the more the Real World remained the 

same. The hidden hand of 19" century imperialism was alive and well, and so was 
the other hidden hand that drove social movements of the 20 century. 

October 31. Underground citizenry in Other-Boston were shocked this 
morning after Imperial Lord Reginald Raynerson VI was killed in a car bombing 
attack that also left five Underground generals and admirals dead. The thirty-seven 
year old cousin of Duchess Perpetua Raynerson was said to be the head of a pro- 
Ryanite political faction inside the House of Raynerson. 

Cardinal Manning of Los Angeles, in an audacious move congruent to past 
months of pro-Clancyite support, unveiled his plans for national Catholic 
homeschooling program. His Eminence has been very vocal throughout 2011 for 
raising objections to the poor state of America’s Catholic schools. A pro-Clancyite 
faction within the House of Raynerson, let by Kyle Raynerson, has rallied 
American Catholic families in support of the new program. 

In the Otherworld, His Greatness, Emperor Bernard, continued to govern 
with indecisiveness as his Imperial Family and subjects grow polarized over 
Ryanite rapprochement or Clancyite alignment. His Greatness’ political clout 
showed signs of weakness, with fears that another member of the House of 
Raynerson will take his place. All suspicions were now on Duchess Perpetua. 

November 1. The Duopoly, in spite of growing unrest at home and failures 
abroad, also had other plans. Washington-Reich issued Extra-Executive Order 
1020, outlining Pax Americana and their Collaborator’s future foreign goals for the 
nations and SSEs of the Real World. Attacks on Ryanite merchant vessels and 
aircraft permitted. Regime change campaigns in Cuba, and Venezuela, Ukraine, 
Russia, Syria, Iran, China, and North Korea renewed. EU/NATO expansion into 
Ukraine, Belarus, the rest of the Balkans, and Turkey pursued. Israeli annexations 
of Palestine, Golan Heights, and Sinai Peninsula backed. Saudi Arabian nuclear 
program supported. Iranian nuclear program condemned. South Korean 
annexation of North Korea supported. Hong Kong will regain independence. 

November 2. State Chancellor Harold Brotzman and State President Halfrida 
Brotzman convened with Cardinal Wolk, Howard and Herbert Wolff, Elizabeth 
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Bauer of Bauer Industries, and other key allies aligned with the Radical Distributist 
cause. With the Distributist International growing in recent months, General 
Secretariat Victor Gordon held a general assembly with Second RPS and the other 
thirty five member-SSEs in the DI. 

A resolution was reached. House of Raynerson and Pax Americana must 
relinquish Underground-occupied Ryanite SSEs in Wheeling-Charleston and 
Wilmington Dioceses, Washington DC and Baltimore Archdioceses. 

Meanwhile, Horst Brotzman, his Brothers Arno and Sebastian, along with 
Donald Todt, Lady Ostara, and other members of Horst’s inner circle convened 
over the fate of the other two factions which survived World War IT alongside 
them: the Hitlerists and the Strasserists. Both factions refused to side with them. 

The Hitlerists, devoted to the Adolf Hitler’s personality cult, have embraced 
White Nationalism, unorthodox strains of Christianity or Germanic Paganism, and 
Islamophobic sentiments. And the Strasserists continued to pose serious doubts 
about their devotion to the National Socialist cause. Ryanite and Underground 
news publications have reported that up to a hundred Hitlerists and Strasserists 
connected to the Ostara Conspiracy were targeted in the past two weeks. Many 
disappeared under mysterious circumstances, some died in bizarre poisonings and 
accidents, others shot in broad daylight. A few even had their corpses set on fire. 

November 3. Horst and his inner circle signed a treaty with newfound Fascist 
and National Socialist allies in Japan and Nationalist China in Taiwan. Otherwise 
known as the “Treaty of Hokkaido’, new governments will someday be formed in 
Tokyo and Beijing. Under this treaty, Japan will be free to annex South and North 
Korea, Taiwan, the Philippines, and various islands throughout the Pacific. 
Nationalist China will preside over the crackup of the People’s Republic of China, 
exploiting divisions in its old Communist nemesis. 

November 4, Lady Ostata went on an Adnenerbe-style expedition into war- 
torn Afghanistan. She visited this ‘graveyard of empires’ to collect genetic research 
into the Kalash people of Afghanistan and Pakistan, an Aryan-looking people 
whom the Conspiracy believed were long-lost relatives of a much older ancestor 
that the Kalash, themselves, and all European peoples were descended from. 
Ostara was last seen entering Tibet and did not return until November 12. 

November 9. Despite protests from Washington-Reich and Pax Americana, 
Emperor Bernard has agreed to the Brotzman twins’ requests from November 2. 
The Second RPS, even now, remained poised to spread its influence to the 
Ryanites of the Philadelphia Archdiocese and in particular, the old Ryanite capital 
of Wonderland. 

November 15. Various secrets continued to remain unanswered when the 
Second World War ended. In addition to missing stolen artwork, literary 
manuscripts, and priceless treasures and antiquities, 750,986 research patents 
disappeared from the technical archives of the Third Reich. Tens, if not hundreds 
of thousands of National Socialist Party members disappeared from the annals of 
history. Any and all inquiries into the missing persons always left one in circles, 
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chasing after tall tales before coming across brick walls. Assuming the documents 
have not vanished or even outright shredded. 

Even mote bizarre were the disappearances of some 4,000 documents related 
to the 44 Ahnenerbe and its forays into the esoteric and the Occult. Entire 
bookshelves of Occult subjects also disappeared. Just what were those documents? 
One of those documents remained in a vault somewhere in the subbasement of 
the Brotzman family estate, typed on an $4 stationary and typewriter by 44 
Brigadefiihrer Dr.-Ing. Heinz Winifred Brotzman. Son of Helmut Brotzman and 
father of Horst, Arno, and Sebastian, the documents pertained to the origins of 
the Aryan Race based on alleged tales and legends dating back thousands of years. 

The document was entitled ‘In Io Tempore (In That Time). Somewhere, 
beyond the mists of antiquity, Earth was once home to an extraterrestrial race of 
Aryan superbeings that founded a civilization in the planet’s far north, controlling 
colonies in various continents beyond the ones already existing in recent times. A 
great wat of unspeakable scale consumed the surrounding Solar System, 
culminating with the destruction of a huge oceanic planet of scattered archipelago 
nations by a terrible weapon. An asteroid belt formed and went on to orbit the 
sun. Mars’ environment became toxic and thus uninhabitable. A massive deluge 
doused the entire Earth in water, destroying almost all life on the planet. 

In a COG (Continuity of Government) program, the Aryan Race and others 
survived the deluge by sheltering themselves in special airships. They whooshed 
away from the homeland and resettled in a land in what later became India and the 
high peaks of Chinese-controlled Tibet. The Aryan Race survived and scattered 
across the entire Earth, becoming the ‘Indo-Europeans’ and ‘Indo-Aryans.’ Entire 
tribes resettled in every continent, only to disappear into nonexistence through 
genocide and intermixing. Whereas the Aryans of old died out, the Indo- 
Europeans survived and became the modern-day Europeans living today. 

While ideological rivals of National Socialism and average, everyday people 
wrote all of this off as the deranged ramblings of a senile old man, Horst 
Brotzman and the Ostara Conspiracy believed him. They argued that there was 
something truthful to those claims. But the exact locations of “Ultima Thule’ 
remained elusive. Was it located in Greenland or Antarctica? 

KK 
(One month later) 

The Brotzman twins, along with Cousins Ulrich, Heinricka, Bruno, and 
Duchess Perpetua got together at the countryside safehouse outside Magdeburg. 
Harold and Halfrida were seated around the kitchen table with their two Cousins 
and Perpetua. Cousin Heinricka sat in the corner of the kitchen counter, across 
from the kitchen sink, typing out the minutes of their get-together on the same 
typewriter that Horst’s father once used. 

The four Brotzman Cousins and Perpetua studied a map together, each of 
them glimpsing through magnifying glasses. Climate Change within recent decades 
had not only caused sea levels to rise, but also caused the ice caps of the Arctic— 
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the ‘North Pole’—and the Antarctic-the ‘South Pole--to shrink. The map in 
question was the most recent cartography that they could get their hands on. 

“The question for all of us at this point is not whether the Real World will be 
affected by all of this ice and snow,” Bruno said. “What we should be wondering 
about is where on the Erde did all of it come from and whether my great- 
grandfather knew something that was lost by the end of the War.” 

“Yet nobody’s been able to prove that there once was a planet occupying the 
region of space between Mars and Jupiter,’ Ulrich spoke. “The Science 
Community has always insisted that the Asteroid Belt was always there throughout 
the history of our Solar System. How certain are we to proving such claims?” 

“That too is irrelevant, Hans-Ulrich,” Bruno said. 

“Either way,” Perpetua chimed. “We have to be suspicious of various nations 
with renewed interests in that part of Earth.” 

Various natural resources had yet to be discovered in Greenland and the 
waters in and around the Artic. Greenland alone had untapped sources of iron, 
gold, lead, and zinc ores, along with coal and crude oil. Further north, closer to the 
center of the Arctic were sources of fish, freshwater, hydrocarbons for natural gas 
production, more crude oil and coal in scattered islands. 

“The ice and snow was always there,” Halfrida said. 

“Or was it?” Bruno responded. 

Harold put his magnifying glass down on the table. “It’s just as I had 
suspected,” he opined. “There is no indication of there being any land in this area. 
People still claim that Greenland is supposedly the most obvious candidate for 
Atlantis and I doubt Horst Brotzman would believe that it is Atlantis.” 

“So where are we left with, dear brother?” Halfrida asked. “Could it just have 
been a myth all along? Or is the other side of our family remains still convinced 
that there may be some truth to Heinz Winifred Brotzman’s research?” 

“T have no idea,” Harold replied. “It’s pseudoscience as far as you and I are 
both concerned. None of it is worth all the trouble of researching. Atlantis is just a 
myth, a legend which has no basis in reality.” 

“Even so,” Bruno added, “I think we may be searching for it in the wrong 
place. Has anyone considered the possibility that at some point in the Erde’s 
history, its magnetic poles reversed? The Artic was originally the ‘South Pole’ and 
the Antarctic was the ‘North Pole?” 

“That would explain why compasses brought over to the Otherworld via the 
Teleportation Transponder reverse their ‘Magnetic Declination,” Perpetua 
recalled. “Whenever I teleport back home, all my compasses will suddenly point 
‘South’ in the Otherworld instead of ‘North’ like it normally does back on Earth.” 

“Either way, Pm still unconvinced,’ Harold said. “Maybe it was always like 
that in the Otherworld, long before Horst Brotzman and others discovered it?” 

“As for me,” Halfrida added, “I’m not so sure about it.” She turned to 
Ulrich. “What do you think, Ulrich?” 

“It’s possible,’ Ulrich replied. “Atlantis, according to Heinz Winifred 
Brotzman and the Nazis, was said to be ‘U/tima Thule” which was a term that 
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originated from the Ancient Romans. The Ancient Romans believed that Usama 
Thule was the northernmost place on the Erde. Assuming that the magnetic poles 
reversed, can we assume that we are looking for Atlantis in the wrong place?” 

He flipped the map over to the reverse side, which depicted Antarctica. “And 
since we made sure that there were no landmasses beneath the ice in the Artic, 
Heinz Winifred Brotzman was instead left with the possibility of Antarctica being 
the supposed location of Atlantis. As to whether this is true or not, it remains to 
be seen, but all of this makes me wonder if there were other things my Opa’s 
Vater (Father) may have been privy to during the 1930s.” 

“Where was he in the 1940s?” Perpetua asked. 

“We don’t know what happened to him, Your Highness,” Bruno answered. 
“We also don’t know precisely when he died. He completely disappeared as the 
Soviets were pouring into Berlin in April of 1945.” 

“Could he have survived the Warr” Harold mused. 

“Ja, the possibility is there, Harold,” Bruno replied. “As to where he was and 
what he was doing after the War is an enigma. Hans-Ulrich and I remain certain of 
the possibility that he survived the War.” 

“Whatever the truth may be,” Ulrich chimed, “Our Opa is not sharing.” He 
glanced at Harold and Halfrida. “But that was not the only reason why Cousin 
Bruno and I invited both of you, Her Highness, and Cousin Heinricka.” 

Bruno leaned back in his chair. “There are some loose ends which we may 
need to tie up, otherwise they’re going to haunt us all in the near future...” 

2K KK 
(Two days later) 

“We bloody swear!” A British man shouted. “We won’t tell a fucking soul 

“Please, let me live!’ An Italian woman begged. 

“You have to let us go!” A Frenchman bellowed. 

“Why are you doing this to us?” A German man cried. “We’re only trying to 
make a living! Do you want money? We have money!” 

An American woman whimpered. “I don’t want to die! Pve got two kids!” 

A rapid succession of gunshots rang out at an empty field somewhere in the 
middle of Russia’s Kaliningrad Oblast. Snow fell from dark gray heavens in the 
middle of a late December night. The women screamed at the top of their lungs. 
Four European journalists and an American reporter arriving from the United 
States were on their knees in a shallow ditch. 

All of them were blindfolded. They had been gathering too much evidence 
for a salacious and sensational, yet historically accurate exposé on the Brotzmans. 
Horst Brotzman and the most of the family were responsible for providing 
Baathist Iraq with Chilean and West German Sarin nerve gas and looted 
Baghdad’s National Museum of Iraq in US Army uniforms for ancient Weapons 
of Mass Destruction during the US invasion of Iraq in 2003. 

Bruno had shot several rounds in the air from both of his Reichsrevolvers. 
“Mein Gott, you people ate so noisy!” he whined. Each revolver had three rounds 
remaining in their cylinders. “It’s no wonder all of you bastards deserve to be 
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considered part of the Légenpresse (Lying Press)!” He reloaded his revolvers, 
inserting three individual rounds into each one by hand, cocking both at once. 

“We don’t know where they are!” the British man yelled. 

“Shut up, all of you!” he growled. “All of you must answer my questions ot 
you will get the fucking bullet soon!” He poked the barrels of his Reichsrevolvers 
at the two women among the journalists. “Where are the files that all of you 
retrieved from the Bundestag?” 

“The Bundestag did give us any files!” the Frenchman responded. 

“We don’t know what you are talking about!” the Italian woman denied. 

“Do not test my patience!” Bruno sneered. “If I start to think all of you are 
lying, I will shoot each and every one of you!” He glared at each of the five 
journalists. “Again, I ask you all: where are the files that you retrieved from them? 
Tell me where they are or you will each get a bullet in the head!” 

Parked on the roadside behind Bruno and the reporters were the reporters’ 
van, the Brotzman twins’ Mercedes-Benz 600 Grofer, and Cousin Bruno’s red 
Maserati. Harold and Halfrida watched on from the backseat of the armored 
Mercedes, the window rolled down. Chandler Daniel Martinsen and his best 
friend, Marcus McAlister, were seated in the driver and front passenger seats. 

All the doors of the reporters’ van were left opened, the windows rolled 
down, and the diesel engine and headlights still turned on. They were trying to 
escape wrath of the Brotzman family by trying to seek asylum in Putin’s Russia. 

A treasure trove of documents dating back to the Brotzman family’s business 
years in Nazi Germany were stored in metal and plastic boxes in the back of the 
journalists’ van. Duchess Perpetua and Ulrich hopped into the back of the van 
with Fulton flashlights to rummage through the contents of the other boxes. 
Other documents mentioned of the family’s post-War exploits during the Cold 
War years and even to events as recent as the Baghdad Museum looting of 2003. 
Documents concerning the Baghdad Museum looting were what Perpetua and the 
Brotzman Cousins were trying to find and recover. 

Ulrich and Perpetua leaped out of the back of the van with boxes in their 
hands. They hurried to the trunk of the armored Mercedes as it was being opened 
by the Brotzman twins. A button in the driver’s seat enabled the trunk to 
electronically open itself on its own. They stowed the metal and plastic boxes in 
the trunk, went back to the van and carried more boxes with them. 

Back at the shallow ditch, Bruno lost his patience with the journalists and 
American reporter. He took a deep breath, sighed, and shot the American woman 
in the head. The woman’s torso and bloody head fell into the ditch. Bruno 
proceeded to empty the remaining rounds of one of his Reichsrevolvers. 

“Let that be a lesson to each and every one of you,” Bruno warned the four 
journalists. He reloaded his empty Reichsrevolver, holstering the other one in his 
left hand. “Now, listen carefully...because I am going to say this one last time...” 
Bruno squatted in front of them and spoke in a calm voice. “I am willing to let 
you four live if you just tell me where you hid the rest of your documents. Tell me 
where they are and never speak of any of this to anyone and I may let you live.” 
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His eyes narrowed. “But if you refuse and choose to fuck with us...” He 
grimaced. “I will massacre both you and your entire families! And I will do it, for 
as long as I live! Do I make myself clear?” 

From the backseat of their Mercedes-Benz 600 Grofer, Harold continued to 
stare at Bruno with his mouth agape. Halfrida gigeled. “He seems to be quite the 
family man, wouldn’t you agree, dear brother?” 

“But these people didn’t have to deserve any of it, sis,’ Harold scoffed her. 
“Their families shouldn’t have to hear about their loved ones’ on the news, at least 
not in this context.” 

She shrugged her shoulders. “What else can we do?” Halfrida rolled her eyes. 
“Tt was either we remain free or they die. Everything in life has its consequences. 
There are no easy solutions, dear brother. We let both God and history decide for 
whether our actions were right or wrong.” 

Four gunshots broke out in rapid succession. Harold froze. Bruno executed 
the four journalists, putting each of them out of their misery. They refused to 
divulge the locations of their recovered documents from the German government. 

Ulrich, carrying a steel jerry can of gasoline, doused the van with gasoline. He 
dumped puddles of the flammable liquid all around vehicle, and all over the dirty 
carpeted floor and upholstery. Bruno walked up to Bruno. “Are you finished?” 

“Ja,” Ulrich retorted. “Do you need it?” He offered him the jerry can. 

“Danke, Cousin Hans-Ulrich.” Bruno took the jerry can from Ulrich. “We 
can’t let the Russians find the bodies. The less evidence we live behind, the less 
their families and the Russians need to know about what happened here tonight. 

“Fewer headaches for us, for our Opa and our family,” Ulrich spoke. 

“Ganz genau.” Brano and Ulrich walked away each other. Ulrich hopped back 
in the armored Mercedes, while Bruno returned to shallow ditch that he, Chandler, 
and McAlister had recently dug for the journalists and the reporter. 

At the ditch, Bruno grabbed a blood-stained shovel resting on the dirt 
underneath the corpses and tossed it aside in a patch of grass. He poured the rest 
of gasoline into the ditch, emptying the jerry can. When he was finished, he pulled 
out a Cuban cigar, lit it with a burning match and chucked it into the ditch. Still 
carrying the jerry can, Bruno picked up the shovel in the grass and walked away as 
a taging fire consumed the corpses. 

Another fire ignited from inside the journalists’ van. Bruno jogged back to his 
Maserati. Cousin Ulrich, on the other hand, rushed back to the armored Mercedes 
and plopped in one of the seats in front of the Brotzman twins. 

Meanwhile, Duchess Perpetua approached the window beside Harold. “State 
Chancellor,” she told him, “Ulrich and I are finished offloading the documents 
from the van. Every scrap of paper that looked valuable has been picked clean.” 

“Tt looks like we haven’t found those documents,” Halfrida cursed. 

“Are they still around?” Harold pondered. 

“Who knows?” Perpetua shrugged her shoulders. “It’s best that we make 
ourselves scatce and pretend that we never met. The less evidence anyone has 
against all of us, the better.” 
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“Her Highness has a point.” Halfrida nodded. “I’d hate to be caught 
associating with you and my Cousin Bruno. It’s safer for all of us.” 

Sounds of police sirens wailed in the distance. The red Maserati and the 
armored Mercedes converged on the roadway and sped away into the night. The 
fires continued to burn for the next half hour before the Russians arrived. 

Antiquities theft was far more than just an illicit business, a criminal 
enterprise for Horst Brotzman and the Ostara Conspiracy. And it was also more 
than just understanding and uncovering whatever remaining planetary secrets that 
still exist on Earth. For unlike looted artwork or literary manuscripts from the art 
museums and libraries of Europe, the recovery of various antiquities were believed 
to be the key to developing weapons unlike anything no one has ever seen. 

2K 
(Two days later) 

Washington-Reich and his Clancyite generals and advisers plotted the next 
phases of the Arab Spring from behind the closed doors of their darkened, smoke- 
filled planning room in Brussels. They had just returned from the Otherworld 
after having presided over the opening ceremony of a new dam in Other- 
Gibraltar. Inspired by Herman Sérgel’s ‘Atlantropa,’ it was a construction project 
that partially drained the Other-Mediterranean. It in turn ended the decades-long 
droughts plaguing ‘Zohar’, Otherworld’s Africa. 

“Gentlemen,” Washington-Reich declared, “We have been asked by our 
employers to continue our efforts to instigate regime changes in the Middle East. 
Pleased by our successes in Bahrain, Algeria, Kuwait, Morocco, Egypt, Libya, and 
Tunisia, we have been asked to focus more of our efforts in Syria.” 

Laid on the table inside the shadowy, smoke-filled planning room was a huge 
map of the entire Middle East. The map depicted Sinai Peninsula, Gaza Strip, 
West Bank, and Golan Heights as recognized Israeli territories, despite Egypt’s 
control of Sinai and Palestine’s control over Gaza and West Bank. 

“Syria Continues to be ruled by the al-Assad family as if they were a 
monarchy,” Washington-Reich said, “It has also become one of five nations 
secretly trading with the Ryanites. Pax Americana’s recent capture and boarding of 
a seized merchant U-Boat uncovered Syrian-Ryanite trading. Unfortunately, the 
fate of the Ryanite crew, let alone why they failed to scuttle their U-Boat, is 
beyond our knowledge.” 

He brought everyone’s attention to Iran and Saudi Arabia. “As you all know, 
Iran and Saudi Arabia have been locked into a regional cold war over the fate of 
the entire Middle East since 1979. Tehran in recent years has been working to 
build ties to the al-Assad family and various Shia Muslim paramilitaries. The 
Iranians wish to challenge the status quo shared between us, the Saudis, and the 
Israelis. We must take all necessary measures to prevent Iran from endangering 
our Saudi petroleum imports and Israel’s nuclear monopoly.” 

Washington-Reich drew red lines emanating from Tehran with a red wax 
pencil. He traced the lines going from Iran to Iraq, Syria, Yemen, Bahrain, and 
Saudi Arabia. The lines indicated Iran’s campaign to find and support allies in the 
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region, one of which included the al-Assad family. “Since our employers have 
asked us not to get the United States or Saudi Arabia involved with direct 
confrontations with Iran, our options will be limited.” 

“And because al-Assad is too powerful for us to tackle without overtly 
invading the nation, our employers advised that we help divide the nation and 
support rebel groups throughout Syria.” Washington-Reich carved three new 
borders in Syria, essentially splitting the whole nation in three smaller nations. One 
nation still controlled by al-Assad, while the other two became US-aligned nations. 

“Tf all goes well, we should be able to bring the regime change to a climax 
and start knocking on Iran’s doorstep...,” Washington-Reich laughed, eyeing 
Tehran. The confidence among the Clancyites was overwhelming and bursting 
with hubris and arrogance. Syria and Iran will be overthrown within a year’s time 
and there will finally be peace in the Middle East. What could possibly go wrong? 
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Pact Tyree: Meltherrschajt 


(World Domination) 
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Chapter Twenty One: Preparing For Peace 
(Wise Man; January 1*-February 4", 2012) 


“[Germany] has announced to the whole world, through the mouth of [Adolf Hitler] himself, 
[...] that it has no aggressive intentions whatever, that it does not nish to provoke anyone nor to 
stir up unrest. It wishes to pursue its work in peace and in a spirit of deep moral conviction, in 
order to make sure of its daily bread. It stands unarmed before the world, and has no other means 
of proving the genuineness of its intentions but its industry and assiduity. It is firmly convinced 
that the world cannot regard its claims with indifference. [...] The world is still suspicious; with 
the exception of a few men who have had the courage to look the facts in the face, the world has no 
understanding what|sojever, or at best a very poor one [.]” 
-Joseph Goebbels, ‘The New Germany 
Desires Work and Peace’, ca. 1933 


the Anti-EuroGov Pact maintained both power and legitimacy among the 

Ryanites, the Underground, and the Conspiracy. All of the signatories which 
had brought it into existence continued to uphold their obligations, even while 
they pursued realignments and confronted each other through covert means. 

2011 ended with economies throughout the Real World reporting economic 
growth, as the trading floors of stock exchanges witnessed stock prices shooting 
through the roof. Yet the reality was far grimmer than the propaganda and 
conspiracy theories. Fears of a new recession, far greater than the one which 
terrorized world markets following the Subprime Mortgage Crisis, were rampant. 
The Duopoly and allied governments within the LIEO had spent tens of trillions 
in US Dollars to stabilize their economies, preventing them from sliding further 
into the Great Recession and repeating the Great Depression. 

In doing so, the Duopoly and its LIEO further decimated the besieged 
middle classes of most Western nations, broadening the already-widened gap 
between the upper and working classes. Income inequality flourished alongside 
skyrocketing student loan debt, housing and property prices, healthcare and health 
insurance, and pharmaceutical medications. 

Home prices, along with monthly rental prices, grew to unforeseen heights. 
Homelessness in the United States alone left hundreds, if not millions, of 
Americans and their families evicted from their homes. There were now close to 
2,000,000 children and young adults wandering the streets of America without 
homes, money, or family to look up to. 

Wages stayed stagnant. An entire generation of young adults condemned to 
unemployment, meaningless work or ‘underemployment’ and not-so-erotic debt 
bondage. Unable to acquire both wealth and property to build their futures, they 
were forced to delay marriage and childbearing. 

There was not much financial ammunition left for the next economic crisis. 
Any hypothetical series of recessions in various nations, coupled with other 
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artificial crises, was said to be enough to plunge the Duopoly and the rest of the 
LIEO into a global conflict. 

Horst Brotzman and Lady Ostara continued mounting more financial 
pressure on an otherwise paranoid and anxious Duopoly and LIEO. They had 
accrued countless trillions of US Dollars to the $300,000,000,000,000 that existed 
before 9/11 and the Dot-Com Bubble. In just a short span of eleven years, the 
Brotzman family and the Conspiracy as a whole now wielded a total wealth in 
excess of $1,000,000,000,000,000. 

Rather than use the money to move in for the kill, they and the rest of the 
Conspiracy pursued an ambitious project, the European Federation (EF). A 
National Socialist parody of the European Union (EU), it was to promote a 
different European project for both Europe and for Otherworld’s Northland. 

January 1, 2012. The year began with Cardinal Wolk of Philadelphia sparring 
with Cardinal Manning of Los Angeles over the telephone in the early morning 
hours. Within the USCCB, the congregation of American Catholic bishops had 
grown increasingly polarized and split between three camps. There were those 
who sided with Cardinal Wolk and the GACSS, those who sided with Cardinal 
Manning and His Eminence’s promotion of American Catholic homeschooling, 
and those who chose to align with Archbishop Stephen Hawthorne, OSF, of 
Miami and His Excellency’s younger nephew, Nathaniel Hawthorne. 

January 2. In the Dweller World, popular demonstrations and uprisings in 
Dweller cities and towns beneath Second RPS territories in Virginia, Maryland, 
and Delaware led to the overthrowing of Independent Dweller rule. The local 
Dwellers, agitated by Ryanite propaganda, had decided to form the beginnings of 
what would later become the ‘Dweller Coalition’. Their governance was brief, as 
the pro-Underground Independent Dwellers would later invade by June of 2012. 

But in the meantime, RGA MAFV and Hanomag halftracks piled up in the 
tunnels connecting the pro-Ryanite Dweller cities to the old Ryanite capital of 
Wonderland and the Ryanite-Dweller Border. They were poised to roll straight 
into Wonderland when the timing was right by RGA High Command. 

In Wonderland, beneath the streets of Philadelphia and outlying suburbs, the 
local citizenry recently voted to secede from Underground rule. Outside 
Wonderland, the Underground garrison and their officers in what later became 
‘Schlof Schwarzenstein’ (Castle Blackstone) and ‘Schlof? Adelburg (Castle Adelburg) 
disobeyed their official orders from Underground Central Command back in 
Otherworld. They refused to halt the referendum and open fire on the Ryanite, 
Dweller, and Remnants civilians. 

Purther west, at KBM Mall and the nearby town of Bedrock Mills, popular 
demonstrations shocked the Underground garrison, as Ryanites took to the streets 
in protest against the Underground occupiets and the Ryanite-Dweller border 
separating KBM Mall and Bedrock Mills. A guerilla insurgency ensued in the 
tunnels and villages surrounding KBM Mall and Bedrock Mills for the rest of 
January. Beyond Bedrock Mills, in the nearby pro-Independent Dweller city of 
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Underworld, bombings and shootouts broke out between RGA-trained Ryanite 
guerillas and IDA Military Police. 

January 3. Ryanite revolutionary fervor swept the hallways and classrooms of 
America’s Catholic parochial and secondary schools, colleges and universities. 
Millions of Ryanites and their teachers, without any warning, walked out of their 
classrooms and staged strikes and walk-outs outside their schools. They protested 
against the Philadelphia Archdiocese’s plans to close forty-five parochial schools 
and five secondary schools. Local communities in Philadelphia and surrounding 
suburbs scrounged millions of dollars from various philanthropists to keep the 
schools open for the next school year. 

Cardinal Wolk and the clergy and religious within His Eminence’s 
Archdiocese, however, had other plans. They wanted to help build the GACSS 
and insisted that the American Catholic bishops agtee to their terms. 

January 4. Archbishop Hawthorne and Nathaniel Hawthorne proposed an 
alliance between their unaligned faction and Cardinal Wolk’s pro-Ryanite faction. 
Cardinal Wolk agreed to His Excellency’s terms. 

January 5. Gridlock and chaos gripped the American Catholic bishops. 
Catholic America was shocked to learn that FBI and police arrested dozens of 
pro-GACSS clergymen and religious on charges ranging from statutory rape to 
child pornography. None of the evidence was genuine, but far too many American 
Catholics and non-Catholics were just fed propaganda and conspiracy theories. 

American media outlets, fed by salacious and sensational evidence from 
Washington-Reich, ran stories about pedophilia rings. Alleged victims, with the 
credibility of North Korean defectors and UFO contactees and abductees, came 
forward with their own testimonies. Lawsuits entered the courts and, if swayed in 
the favor of the alleged victims, would leave the pro-GACSS Dioceses and 
Archdioceses filing for bankruptcy. 

January 6. New contradictory evidence, counterintelligence efforts by 
Remnants intelligence agents, and negative paternity tests revealed that all of the 
evidence to convict dozens of pro-GACSS clergymen and religious were falsified 
and fabricated. All charges were dropped and lawsuit cases were thrown out. The 
Brotzman twins and the Helden emerged victorious. 

January 7. Coerced by Washington-Reich, Cardinal Manning cemented an 
alliance between his Clancyite-Underground faction and the unaligned faction led 
by Archbishop Hawthorne. Archbishop Hawthorne accepted the proposal, 
believing that this would bridge the growing ideological doctrinal over the fate of 
American Catholic Education. 

January 10. The American Catholic bishops grew even more divided. 
Archbishop Hawthorne’s efforts to bridge the doctrinal divide failed. Ryanites and 
clergymen around Archbishop Hawthorne sided with Cardinal Manning and 
Washington-Reich. Those who sided with Nathaniel Hawthorne pursued 
rapprochement with Cardinal Wolk and the Brotzman twins. 

January 14. In Texas, the Cardington-McAdams family of the Fellowship of 
Young Christians (FYC) and their Washington DC-based lobbying group, the 


203 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 
Young Christian Health Society (YCHS), grew fearful of Ryanite power and 
influence. They and their pro-Stalinist ally, the Communist Dweller ‘People’s 
Northwestern Union’ (PNU), pursued rapprochement with Washington-Reich and 
the House of Raynerson. 

News of the sudden rapprochement stirred Ryanite fears of new ‘Allied 
Powers’ just like in the Rosy War or even the two World Wars. State President 
Halfrida Brotzman, together with State Chancellor Harold Brotzman, condemned 
the political tremors by the Cardington-McAdams’ family. 

January 16. Various Cardington-McAdams family members, including 
Duchess Perpetua disciple and friend Francine McAdams, reassured the Brotzman 
twins. The FYC/YCHS-PNU alliance will continue to uphold neutrality alongside 
the unaligned Caravaneers of the Western Commonwealth. 

January 17. Bruno Brotzman and his like-minded Cousins, still running the 
AGRP (Aryan-Germanic Justice Party), cemented an unholy alliance between 
themselves, the Conspiracy, and their newfound allies in America. Communist 
Trotskyists and Maoists, Socialists and Social Democrats, environmentalist 
Greens, anti-Duopoly Liberals, Centrists, and Conservatives, Progressivists and 
Libertarians, Black and White Nationalists, Neo-Confederates, Anarchists, and 
others subverted. Whipped into a Populist frenzy unlike anything in American 
history, they began to follow the Party line. 

The consensus was simple. They demanded an end to the Duopoly and its 
control over American life since the Civil War. They wanted all power 
concentrated into the hands of one man, one ‘President-for-Life.’ And that man, 
they argued, should be Howard Erich Wolff. 

January 20. Student governments of various Secret School Economies 
throughout the continental United States were also fractured by the surging 
Populism. Dozens of new student parties suddenly sprang up, seizing power 
through elections, referendums, civil wars, paramilitary juntas, palace coup d’états 
and assassinations, and revolutions. 

January 21. New towns were founded and sprang to life along the ‘ANRI Rail 
Line’ from Richmond, Virginia to Boston, Massachusetts. One of them was a 
prospering Ryanite and Remnant commune in northeastern Pennsylvania, 
‘Allenstein-an-der-Delaware (Allenstein on the Delaware River). These new 
communes would later go on to create a new and different America that differed 
from what the Duopoly had in mind. 

January 23. Jackbooters and Dwellers hailing from SSEs in and around the 
Archdiocese of New York City peacefully seceded from Underground rule. The 
House of Raynerson, weakened by internal factional strife, proved indecisive and 
powerful to stop them. When the news of the secession reached the Brotzman 
twins, they were convinced that the time to annex Wonderland drew nearer. 

January 25. RGA halftracks and MAFVs rolled straight into Wonderland. 
State Chancellor Harold Brotzman welcomed the old Ryanite capital into the 
Second RPS. The student government, including the Convention, the State 


204 


WORLD IN FLAMES 
Chancellery, and the Honor Court relocated to Wonderland and Philadelphia. 
Harold, along with Halfrida, disappeared without a trace, replaced by doubles. 

January 29. An ambitious uprising by Ryanite guerillas, sympathetic 
Underground soldiers, and plainclothes RGA soldiers conspired together to 
overthrow Underground rule over KBM Mall. Harold and Halfrida reemerged 
from hiding and fought to secure the annexation. The West-Emory Bridge 
connecting KBM Mall and Bedrock Mills destroyed. Ryanite Republic ensigns 
hoisted. RGA troops raced into KBM Mall from Wonderland and the Brotzman 
twins annexed the place into Second RPS territory. 

January 30. 60,000 National Socialists led by Bruno Brotzman and his like- 
minded Cousins rallied in Washington DC with their newfound allies. The AGRP 
(Aryan-Germanic Justice Party) dressed up in brownshirt uniforms and marched 
through the streets with signs, Swastika flags and Roman-style vexilloid bannets. 
Some carried red smoke grenades and red emergency flares aloft like torches in the 
Nuremberg Rallies of old. Similar marches were also staged in various other US 
cities by the AGRP. Up to 200,000 National Socialists partook in marches that 
lasted for the next four days. 

American and international news outlets filmed and reported on the Neo- 
Nazis and their dubious allies marching shoulder-to-shoulder. The Duopoly, their 
Parties’ Apparatchiks, Intelligentsia, Commissars, Propagandists, and Bourgeoisie 
trembled in terror by unopposed demonstrations. Television networks, radio 
stations, newspaper and magazine publications, think tanks, NGOs, and others 
who opposed the AGRP flaunted their true loyalties. 

They supported freedom, Democracy, and Equality under the Rule of Law, 
but only when it favored them and the Duopoly. They opposed Bruno and his 
like-minded Cousins not because they were National Socialists, but because they 
viewed them as being inferior and lesser. More and more, they resembled the 
Ancient Romans who mocked and ridiculed the Germanic Barbarians of old. 

January 31. Washington-Reich and his fellow Clancyites, in cooperation with 
the Reaganjugend patricians and the Collaborators, conspired to forge a renewed 
power bloc with the Underground, Independent Dwellers, and the FYC/YCHS- 
PNU alliance. Included was a ‘Mutual Defense Agreement’. If the Ryanites or the 
Conspiracy attacked Underground’s colonial holdings in Otherworld and among 
the SSEs in the SGIEO, Pax Americana and Collaborators will rush to their aid. 

February 2. In the Otherworld, Emperor Bernard and Empress Benita agreed 
to align with Pax Americana and the Collaborators. Duchess Perpetua and her 
pro-Ryanite faction protested against alignments with Pax Americana and the 
Collaborators, warning that this could lead to another war with the Ryanites. 

February 4. Fears of another war, a far bloodier and devastating conflict than 
the Rosy Wat, were growing among the Ryanites. The battle lines were now 
drawn. Some refer to it as a different conflict altogether, while others saw it and 
the Rosy War as battles in a much larger conflict: the ‘War on Terror’, which 
began on September 11, 2001. Historians just called it the “Third World War’. 
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On one end stood the ‘Allied Powers’ of the SGIEO, led by Washington- 
Reich of Pax Americana and Emperor Bernard of the Catholic School 
Underground as its figurehead. Together with the Collaborators, the Independent 
Dwellers, FYC/YCHS, and Communist PNU, all six represented the victors of the 
Rosy War, the ones who created the current status quo within the SGIEO. 

On the other end stood the ‘European Federation’ of the Ostara Conspiracy— 
the PNDJ (Project for a New German Millennium), led by Horst Brotzman and 
Lady Ostara. Together with various ideologically like-minded allies, they were the 
losers of the Rosy War and sought vengeance through other means. 

And last came the ‘Distributist International’ of what later became the 
GACSS, led by the Harold and Halfrida Brotzman, Cardinal Wolk, Ulrich 
Brotzman, Howard Wolff, and Nicholas Fitzgerald. Together with 
Neudeutschland, what later became the ‘Dweller Coalition’, and various pro- 
Distributist allies, they too wanted to change the challenge the status quo. 

2 KK 
(One month later) 

Behind the closed doors of the State Chancellor’s office in Fairfax, Harold 
reclined in his leather desk chair in a slouched posture. Halfrida stood over his 
right shoulder, Ulrich over his left. The warm, stuffy air grew heavier and tenser 
with each passing second. Sounds of a clock outside the office tick-tocked away 
like a C4 plastic explosive charge waiting to blow. A deafening silence ensued. 

Resting on the State Chancellor’s desk was a stack of stapled pages from a 
Remnants intelligence report, compiled by the Lovers. The pages were kept inside 
an opened composition file folder. Beneath it was a nautical map of the waters 
around Otherworld’s ‘Eden’, ‘Midland’ and ‘Southland’. They were the 
Otherworld equivalents of North, Central, and South America respectively. 

The map depicted Neudeutschland as a contiguous nation-state occupying up 
to two-thirds of Southland and governing a population of well over three hundred 
million inhabitants. It also showcased stark and disturbing news. Walther and 
Isolde’s superior, Prime Minister Lester von Baumgartner, had just learned that 
Underground and Pax Americana were conducting joint naval exercises in Pax 
Americana-occupied Other-Cuba and Underground-occupied Other-Hawaii. 

Both Underground and Pax Americana boasted massive naval forces. The 
Underground Navy commanded 1,400 warships. Twelve aircraft carriers, eight 
light carriers, twenty battleships and battlecruisers, one hundred heavy and light 
cruisers, three hundred destroyers, two hundred frigates, sixty U-Boats, and the 
rest various other warships. The Pax Americana Navy also commanded the same 
number of warships, in addition to 700 warships and merchant ships commanded 
by their Collaborators. 

Neuberlin, Neudeutschland’s capital, feared Underground and Pax 
Americana. The intelligence report warned the State Chancellor in the strongest 
language possible that they were making preparations for an amphibious invasion. 
The papers included reconnaissance photographs of 600,000 Underground and 
Pax Americana marines training for one in mock wargames. 
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Halfrida clasped her hands together behind the back of her waist. She stared 
at the closed doors on the other side of the office with a stern face and an erect 
posture. She and Cousin Ulrich waited for the State Chancellor’s chance to speak. 

“A new war is coming,” he told them. “The Rosy War Peace Treaty was 
supposed to bring peace after eight years of war, between 1997 and 2005. Instead, 
it has brought us all on the cusp of another war.” 

“No doubt about that,” Halfrida retorted. Her eyes narrowing, her nose 
crinkling, she sulked in disgust. “It seems like everywhere we go, there’s always 
someone, somewhere working against us.” 

“There ate forces in the Real World, Dweller World, and Otherworld 
conspiring against us and the Ryanites,” Ulrich voiced. “We cannot deny that any 
longer. State Chancellor...Cousin Harold, we must take all necessary measures to 
prepare for war, otherwise Pax Americana and the Underground will destroy us.” 

“Ulrich has made an understandable point,” Halfrida said. “If we wish for 
peace, then we must prepare for war.” 

“Tt’s the only way,” Harold yawned. He stretched his arms. 

“Oh, and, dear brother,” Halftrida reminded him. “We must move faster than 
usual to build up the RGA and rally the Helden and our revolutionary vanguard 
into an elite fighting force.” 

“But it has to be done quietly, State President,” Ulrich warned Halfrida. “We 
are still under obligations to follow the Rosy War Peace Treaty, which means...” 

Halfrida scoffed Ulrich. “Is that worthless piece of paper still taken seriously 
these days, Cousin?” she snorted. “The Peace Treaty carries as much sway now as 
the Versailles Treaty of old.” She crossed her arms. “The people want change. 
They deserve better after what happened to them before the Rosy Wat.” 

“And both His Greatness and Washington-Reich are already aware of our 
stances regarding the poor mistreatment of the Ryanites and our former territories 
controlled by other SSEs in this country,” Harold stated. “Cousin Ulrich, if the 
GACSS must go to war early on in its history, then Halfrida and I are ready. The 
Ryanites are ready and so are Cardinal Wolk and Howard Wolff. I will not stand 
by and let those two bossy the Ryanites around any longer.” 

“What about General Jonathan Sawyer and the RGA’s Volksarmee?” Harold 
asked. “Those Ryanites had proven themselves to be quite capable in the 
furtherance of our interests.” 

“General Sawyer and his men are our biggest opposition against any possible 
formal military alliance with the Remnants and our friends in the Distributist 
International,” Ulrich said. “Herr General has informed me that we should instead 
seek rapprochement with Herr Washington-Reich against Cousin Bruno, against 
my Opa and Dame Ostara, and the rest of the Conspiracy.” 

“Besides, Radical Distributism is more than just a political and economic 
ideology stirring the Ryanite masses,’ Halfrida chimed. “It is an entire 
Weltanschauung (Worldview) uniting and gravitating around the Roman Catholic 
Weltanschauung. The Radical Distributist cause deserves to be led not by generals, 
aristocrats, and politicians, but by those committed to furthering the cause.” 
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“This proposal to form the ‘Adelburgers’ may come back to haunt us, sis,” 
Harold warned. “I am still confident in the Volksarmee and General Sawyet’s 
loyalties and his convictions.” 

“T don’t know about that, dear brother,” Halfrida frowned, rolling her eyes. 
“T have a feeling that he may backstab us at any time.” 

“Whichever the case may be, we should devote some time and resources 
toward the formation of the first Adelbu unit,” Ulrich suggested. “Perhaps Hert 
Representative Accardo should take charge of it someday?” 

“Assuming he accepts the offer,” Harold replied. “For now, we are in need of 
allies and having the Remnants on the Ryanites’ side again is still a wise choice. 
The Neudeutschland of today is not the same one that fought in the Rosy War...” 
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Chapter Twenty Two: Volksmaschinenfilm 
(Germania and Reichsadler; April 4-May 30, 2012) 


“A work of art wastes away and becomes lusterless in surroundings where it has a price but not a 
value. It radiates only when surrounded by love. It is bound to wilt in a world where the rich have 
no time and the cultivated no money. But it never harmonizes with borrowed greatness.” 

-Ernst Jiinger, The Glass Bees 


ensuring that its successor, the GACSS, had access to its own independent 

media platforms. There were already small-time efforts in literary 
publications, newspaper and fanzine production, filmmaking and animation, and 
music composition. But these efforts were amateurish at best, lacked adequate 
sources of funding, and only had an obscure print and Internet media presence. 
Irregular distribution also prevented the Ryanites from reaching non-Ryanite and 
non-Catholic audiences. Overall, there was a lot of potential not being tapped into 
and the whole thing was capable of becoming an entertainment juggernaut. 

Fortunately, in April 2012, the Ryanite student government intervened. The 
Legislative, Executive, and Judicial Branches—the Convention, State Chancellery, 
and Honor Court—advocated for a new Cabinet-level Ministry position. There was 
a unanimous consensus that Ryanite media should stay in Ryanite hands, 
unpolluted and unobstructed from the subversive machinations of Duopoly- 
aligned propagandists in Hollywood and shareholders on Wall Street. To this end, 
they and the Brotzman twins enlisted Heinricka and Ulrich Brotzman, Hannelore 
Bauer, and Lance Jansen and his employer, Eddie Mack. 

In Los Angeles, Hannelore Bauer was unlike most child actresses in 
Hollywood’s history. She spent her days outside of school and work alone at a 
mansion atop a valley overlooking the lively streets of Beverly Hills. The mansion 
belonged to a deceased celebrity who had fallen into obscurity in recent years, and 
was synonymous with a rash of scandals during much of the 1970s and 1980s. 
Surrounded by walls of mud-clay and a tall automated, reinforced steel gate to 
keep out trespassers, the mansion was secluded enough for Hannelore and her 
trusted associates and partners in the Anti-EuroGov Pact. 

The mansion boasted a second floor balcony overlooking the spacious 
backyard swimming pool and nearby Beverly Hills below the valley. Hannelore, 
Ulrich, Heinricka, Lance, and Eddie were all seated around a glass table on the 
balcony. A cactus plant stood erect on the other side of the balcony, its clay pot 
lined against the corner of a mud-clay ledge. 

In the distance were the high-rise skyscrapers of downtown Los Angeles, 
scorching in the Californian heat. A thin veil of smog and heat permeated in the 
ait. The highway roads that circulated throughout the city like the arteries of a 
body were clogged with scores of automobiles. All the vehicles on the roads 
cruised slowly before grinding to a halt altogether and piling up into long lines. 


R: from the start, the Second RPS pursued every conceivable avenue of 


209 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 
Like most American cities, public transportation in LA was sorely lacking. 
Thousands of cars honked their horns for what seemed like houts. 

On the table were the file composition folders and the stapled pages of typed 
documents. The folders contained the same document and were meant to be given 
to each of the five. Picking up and opening the folders, Hannelore and the others 
sifted through them. The documents were related to the Ryanite student 
government’s plans regarding media and entertainment platforms. 

Additionally, other mediums of media and entertainment were also being 
considered. Exampled included television networks, radio stations, video gaming, 
graphic novels, and Japanese manga, anime, and light novels. For this reason, the 
student government compiled three notorious and instructive lessons that Ryanite 
creators and the GACSS in particular should learn. All three were based on 
negative trends allowed to develop within the burgeoning video game industry. 

First case was “ZDTV’ and ‘G4’. In 1998, Ziff-Davis TV (ZDTV), perhaps 
better known as “TechTV,” was an American TV channel owned by the Ziff-Davis 
hobbyist publishing and Internet media house. Developed around the 1990s 
economic boom of the American technology sector, ZDTV was short-lived not 
because of the Dot-Com Bubble bursting or even 9/11, but because of 
mismanagement and bad leadership. ZDTV’s ability to cater to a broader audience 
was limited. Its programming was catered to IT professionals, computer hobbyists, 
and technology aficionados—people like Heinricka Brotzman. 

Thus, it made perfect sense to diversify and branch out into other topics. In 
the months before 9/11, ZDTV became ‘TechTV’ and it pursued a poorly 
planned and executed a strategy of appealing to daytraders, shareholders, and 
other stock market businessmen. Worse, TechTV’s attempts to branch out to 
video gaming brought it into an unfair competition with a similar TV channel 
owned by the Comcast Corporation. 

Months after 9/11, Comcast introduced a rival TV channel called ‘G4’, which 
was similar to TechTV but emulated the marketing strategy of Viacom’s MTV 
(Music Television) in its original format. Just as MTV appealed to young adults 
and showcased music videos from lesser-known music artists, G4 applied it to the 
video gaming industry. Unlike TechTV, G4’s initial programming showed 
potential: multiplayer matches, industry news, review columns, and so forth. As 
for Comcast’s unfair competition with TechTV that only became apparent the 
moment TechTV was suddenly pulled from Comcast’s TV channel lineups. Just 
never mind that merger between G4 and TechTV two years later, in 2004. 

But in an ironic twist, G4 also suffered from the same flaws as TechTV, 
except its demise was a whimper than a bang. Daily programming was replaced 
with nothing but reruns of the corny American TV shows COPS and Cheaters, both 
of which had nothing to do with video games or technology. That, along with paid 
advertising just to fill unused scheduling once reserved for actual programming. 

The next case was the art form of ‘machinima’ and the company ‘Machinima’ 
and a similar competitor called ‘Rooster Teeth’. In essence, the art form of 
machinima was coined by British filmmaker Hugh Hancock as a Democratic form 


210 


WORLD IN FLAMES 
of storytelling where video game engines and assets are used by gamers for 
building story-driven narratives. The company of the same name grew up 
alongside a Texas-based firm, Rooster Teeth, which was famous (or perhaps 
infamous) for the longest-running web series on the Internet, Red vs. Blue. 

Both Machinima and Rooster Teeth suffered from the same fate by 
becoming increasingly dependent on the whims of the tyrannical YouTube 
algorithm. Like TechTV and G4, both played along with the rules of the 
Duopoly’s Economic Globalization just to get along. Subversive money and 
influence corrupted their interests and alienated their audiences, which coincided 
with the mistreatment of their creators and their employees. 

Machinima the company forced its content creators to sign oppressive, one- 
sided contracts where all ownership of intellectual property rights belonged to the 
company itself. No disclosure. No wage negotiations. No Guilds, labor councils or 
even labor unions. If YouTube or the company’s new corporate colonialists 
removed or demonetized a creator’s video, then that was the creator’s own fault. 

Rooster Teeth became Anti-Distributism incarnate thanks to the inhumane 
labor conditions of the Servile State of Texas. No overtime. No healthcare and 
benefits like paid sick or maternity leave; healthcare itself was in fact the proverbial 
carrot on the stick. No Guilds, labor councils or even labor unions. Management 
was the overseers and the employees were the slaves in this 21st century American 
Southern cotton plantation or a Northern assembly line. 

Recent offers to buy out both companies came from Duopoly corporate 
Appatatchiks and propagandists. The buyouts signaled the death knell in the eyes 
of their audiences. Both companies were forced to lay off workers by the dozens 
and Machinima was destined to close its doors. And if the corporate colonialists 
demanded that Rooster Teeth partake in the ‘Rzhev Meat Grinder’ of the Peak-TV 
Era, then the management must shout, ‘Not one step backwards!’ It was just as 
Hilaire Belloc warned in The Servile State: “To control the production of wealth is to control 
human life itself? 

The last case was devoted to Valve, the computer game developer notorious 
for the Ha/f Life series. Valve should have remained a computer game developer 
and made their software more efficient and accessible. Software fixes never came 
as the years rolled by them. It should not have created its computer game 
distribution service, Steam. Their promise to create Half Life 2: Episode 3 was never 
delivered, becoming the point of a bad Internet joke. 

Today, it was now a farce, a joke in of itself. Its contribution to the art form 
of machinima, Source Filmmaker, had become the stuff of X-rated 3D pornos. 
Not the naughty, kinky kind. Instead, the perverted, twisted kind where women 
are forcibly gang-raped against their will. 

These past mistakes justified the need for a new Cabinet-level Ministry 
responsible for the media and entertainment platforms of the GACSS: the 
‘Ministry of Evangelization and Enlightenment’. Its portfolio was in the name 
itself. A Cabinet-level Ministry dedicated to evangelizing or spreading the Catholic 
faith, while also informing, educating, and entertaining Ryanite and non-Ryanite 
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audiences alike. All the small Ryanite literary publishing houses, film and 
animation studios, theater, anime and drama clubs, playwright companies, music 
studios, singers and performance bands, and orchestras will be encouraged to 
form Guilds. The same rule even applied to actual Ryanite propagandists. And yes, 
the Zero Tolerance Policy on conspiracy theorists still applied here. 

These Guilds, unlike conventional media companies, were organized around 
their related mediums and applied all six Tenets of Radical Distributism. They not 
only provided the necessary platforms required for artistic and creative Ryanites, 
but also representation, creative control, and access to a Gemeinschaft (Community) 
that can and will help them fine-tune and master theit craft. Gemeinschaften 
(Communities) designed to further to the interests and the pursuits of both the 
creators and their audiences. 

And just like Onganisation-Viktor-Griinbaum (Organization Victor Gruen) or 
ANRI (American National Railway Initiative), they offered all the perks and 
benefits of life under a Radical Distributist Secret School Economy. It was 
through those media-oriented Guilds that every individual creator had a purpose 
and a role. With subsidies allotted to them by the student government, courtesy of 
Harold Brotzman himself, everyone had opportunities to work together in sync to 
provide a productive environment conscientious to meeting the cultural and 
entertainment needs of the Ryanites. 

A bright future in the GACSS awaited them and all other Ryanites under the 
Second RPS. All they had to do now is to make it happen. 

2 KK 

On the concrete driveway in front of Hannelore’s mansion, Cousin Bruno 
spoke to Cousin Harold on his satphone. “o/k (People) should never be a verboten 
word like Neger (Negro), Cousin!” he scolded him. “Who gives a fuck what the 
Clancyites think! All they care about is so-called ‘free enterprise’, their version of 
so-called ‘democracy’ and Globalization, which is nothing more than 21% century 
colonialism! You and the Ryanites should not have to ask for my opinion!” 

Not far from the nearby car garage, Bruno paced back and forth in front of 
his red Maserati, the car parked next to a matte-black lo/kswagen (People’s 
Vehicle) Type 82E. He sighed and stopped between the Maserati and the parked 
Volkswagen. “Listen, I have to go now...I’ll talk to you later, Harold.” Bruno hung 
up and slid his satphone down his pocket. He jogged away from the driveway and 
approached the doorway. The door had been unlocked for him by Hannelore. 
Bruno opened it and hurried inside. 

Entering the living room, he spotted an original Volksempfanger (People’s 
Radio Receiver) mounted atop a marble pedestal. Courtesy of Joseph Goebbels’ 
Ministry of Propaganda, the o/ksempfanger came clad in a Bakelite cabinet and was 
sold at affordable prices for average German families. 

Switching it on, Bruno surfed through the airwaves for quality, meaningful 
entertainment, adjusted the volume knob and listened in. Nothing good or 
meaningful was on. Too many radio stations broadcasted the same old music over 
and over again. There were talk shows spouting propaganda for the Duopoly. 
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He turned it off. Resting on a marble table beside the pedestal stood a 
terrifying, ominous piece of technology called a Vo/ksfernseher (People’s Television 
Set). Like the Volksempfanger, the Volksfernseher would have been widely circulated 
to German households at affordable prices if the Second World War did not 
happen. It also lacked a remote control, something that was not invented until 
around 1950 by the Zenith Corporation, after the Second World War. 

Even Joseph Goebbels himself once trembled in the face of its horrendous 
propaganda value. Bruno walked up to the Volksfernseher, switching it on. The TV 
flickered to life and tuned in a Duopoly propaganda TV network. It was the Fox 
News Channel, the official propaganda TV network of the GOP Republican Party. 
Onscreen was live footage from a Howard Wolff presidential rally. 

“All Liberals are Neo-Nazis! All Conservatives are Communists!’ Howard 
Wolff and the voices of thousands and thousands of supporters screeched out of 
the speaker. Wolff declared to the crowds. “Get used to it, America! I alone know 
what is best for you and for your children!” 

Bruno changed the channel. The next channel was another Duopoly- 
controlled TV network: MSNBC, the official propaganda TV network of the 
Democratic Party. Onscreen was footage of a recent T'V interview with Howard 
Wolff. “How many abortions will you tolerate as President of the United States?” 

Wolff responded by quoting the words of a high-level Canadian government 
official when asked how many Jews should Canada take in during the Holocaust. 
“None!” he cried. “None is too many!” 

I bet the Duopoly’s politicians would say the same thing for people fleeing their horror shows 
in Afghanistan, Iraq, Libya, and Syria... Brano shook his head. “Ido, the Fatherland 
took Eastern Europeans in when they were fleeing from the Soviet Union!” 

Next channel was MTV. Today, it featured reality TV shows, something that 
was also pioneered in National Socialist television before being cut short by the 
Second World War. ‘Sixteen and Pregnant’ and ‘Teen Mom’ deserve to be seen as the failures 
of Yankee Dollar Imperialism, not motherhood and childbearing! If my Cousins, Her Highness, 
and I were running the US government now, there would be state-issued subsidies instead of this 
frivolous nonsense! Bruno yawned. 

To Bruno, the concept of MTV was not at all new. It was already pioneered 
in the Third Reich, showcasing the works of Wagner and songs like Ilse Werner’s 
‘Ja, Das ist Meine Melodie (Yes, That is My Melody’). He switched it off. I7’s just like 
the Fatherland. ..there’s always nothing good to watch on American TV! 

Shrugging his shoulders, Bruno plodded away from the TV and went into the 
kitchen. The kitchen came equipped with Albert Einstein’s kitchen appliance 
invention, the Vo/kskiihischrank (People’s Refrigerator). Bruno opened it. Cold air 
flowed out of the fridge. It still worked. Bruno whistled. Ne (Nice)! He grinned. 

Inside were six glass bottles of Fanta (Fantasie, Fantasy). But the ones inside 
the Volkskiihischrank were not exactly the world-famous orange soda beverage that 
most people knew and tasted after 1945. The original recipe was in fact born out 
of trade sanctions in the years leading up to the Second World War. It did not 
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receive its distinctive orange look and taste until the 1950s, when the German 
subsidiary of Coca-Cola finally acquired oranges from post-War Italy. 

Closing the fridge, he checked the pantry for a trapdoor into a secret, hidden 
basement. There was none on the tile floors of the pantry. It made no sense to 
build one, since the mansion itself and the rest of Los Angeles just so happened to 
be located near the San Andreas Fault Line. On the shelves, however, were 
assorted piles of Weimar German confectionaries and various ones from Soviet 
Russia and contemporary Europe. Among the Weimar-era ones were the cheap 
and affordable Haribo Gummibdrchen (Gummy Bears). There were even piles of 
commemorative 1936 Olympics metal canisters of Scho-Ka-Kola, caffeinated 
chocolate that later became included with every Wehrmacht field ration. 

I should probably check upstairs, Brano thought to himself. He searched around 
the long and winding ground floor hallways and hurried upstairs. On the second 
floor were various video game sound effects, followed by Hannelore Bauer and 
Cousins Heinricka and Ulrich chatting with each other. 

“This is quite a matvelous invention of yours, Heinricka,” Hannelore spoke. 
“T never thought such a thing could even be possible nowadays.” 

“Nothing is impossible under Radical Distributism,” Ulrich said. “With this, 
we can inspire other youths to our cause and even the Catholic faith!” 

“Danke schon’ Heinricka thanked Ulrich for his compliment. 

Bruno followed the source of the sounds to a room with several oak- 
furnished desks, printers, scanners, and custom-built desktop PCs. From the 
doorway, he found Hannelore, Cousins Ulrich and Heinricka, Caravaneer 
Jackbooter Lance Jansen and his employer, the pro-GACSS Ryanite Eddie Mack. 
Also in their company were Drusilla Price and even Duchess Perpetua herself. All 
of them were hovering around Heinricka, who was sitting behind a desk and 
operating a PC computer. 

While Heinricka’s desk was facing the doorway, neither she nor the others 
paid any attention to Bruno at the doorway. Everyone else was watching Heinricka 
play a promising PC computer game that she and others had been developing on 
and off for the past three years. Whenever she was developing cyberweapons and 
malware capable of shutting down the Internet for months, Heinricka was 
pursuing video game development. But the video game she was showing the 
others was no ordinary kind. It was a video game engine of the people, by the 
people, for the people. 

“Fraulein Bauer,’ Bruno whistled, “I came here as fast as I could!” He 
walked straight into the room. “I heard my Cousin Heinricka was developing some 
kind of video game or whatever.” 

Hannelore grinned and nodded her head. “Glad you could spare some time 
to join us, Bruno.” She gestured him to join her and the others. “Heinricka and 
the others are now adding the finishing touches to this new invention of hers.” 

Eddie Mack cocked his head to the side. “What should we call it?” 

“Good question,” Lance retorted. “Does anyone else want to pitch in?” 

“World in Flames” Perpetua suggested. 
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“How about Volksmaschinenfilm (People’s Machinima)?” Bruno suggested. 
Everyone stared at him with a blank face. “Why are you all looking at me like that? 
‘Vol’ is not at all a profane word! It’s a Democratic one!” 

2K KK 
(One day later) 

Washington-Reich and Pax Americana continued to lose sleep over the 
growing lists of achievements accrued by their Ryanite adversary. Every day those 
pesky Brotzman twins continued to become a thorn on theirs and the Duopoly’s 
sides. Something had to be done about the twins and fast. 

But finding and uncovering Harold and Halfrida’s exact whereabouts was 
going to be even more difficult than tracking down the real Horst Brotzman. Each 
Brotzman twin, according to the Duopoly’s latest intelligence reports, had up to 
two dozen doubles scattered throughout the United States, Latin America, 
Europe, and Asia. Any one of them could be the real Harold and Halfrida. Rather 
than pursue a process of elimination with bullets and bombs, Washington-Reich 
decided to contact his newfound double and triple agents. 

Julie Mays, according to Walther and Isolde suspicions, was a Conspitacy spy 
working on Lady Ostara’s behalf. In reality, she was a triple agent for the 
Conspiracy, Pax Americana, and a group of rogue RGA generals and officers led 
by two men: RGA General Jonathan Sawyer, head of the Vo/Rsarmee; and Field 
Marshal Frederick Paulsen, commander of the Ryanite 6 Army. 

Nathaniel Hawthorne and his uncle, Archbishop Hawthorne of Miami, were 
anything but pro-GACSS Ryanites trying to cement lasting peace between Ryanites 
and Clancyites. In reality, they were Anti-GACSS spies and traitors working on 
behalf of Washington-Reich and Pax Americana. They were going to derail the 
Brotzman twins’ quest to create and further the GACSS by exposing the 
backroom dealings of Howard Wolff and Cardinal Wolk in particular. 

Underground’s Director of Intelligence Kyle Raynerson, brother of Emperor 
Bernard and uncle of Duchess Perpetua, managed to gain the trust of Lady Ostara 
and Horst Brotzman. Unfortunately for them and for the Brotzman twins in 
particular, Kyle Raynerson was helping to prepare a trap for Halftida Brotzman. 

Tsumugi Kessel, friend and partner of Hannelore Bauer, was Washington- 
Reich’s eyes and ears in Hollywood. She had been spying on Hannelore and her 
fellow business associates for the past several days. And Cardinal Manning of Los 
Angeles was not the only one among the bunch. There were certainly other double 
and triple agents working for Washington-Reich. 

April 7. Having helped Washington-Reich hatch the trap for the Brotzman 
twins and all of their peers and associates, Nathaniel Hawthorne invited Ulrich and 
several other Brotzman family associates to a game of golf. It was here that 
Nathaniel spilled the beans on the alleged development of an unconventional A- 
Wing that Lady Ostara and Horst Brotzman were developing in Underground 
territory. The A-Wing in question boasted a robust nuclear-powered engine that 
was stolen from Cardinal Wolk several months earlier. It was the brainchild of 
Cardinal Wolk during His Eminence’s days as a nuclear engineer in the 1950s. 
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April 10. Harold and Halfrida’s birthday was also coming up in two days. 
Walther and Isolde dialed the satphone of the real Harold Brotzman. They warned 
that the double which they and Margaret had been looking after for almost the 
past year now was growing unusually paranoid. One of Washington-Reich’s spies 
was stalking him for the past several days, going as far as following the double to 
the Lovers’ underwater abode and penthouse in Se&/or Ost, a Remnants commune 
several miles off the coast of Boston. 

The real Harold handed the Lovers a convincing copy of his service pistol, 
instructing them to offer it to him as a ‘birthday gift’. Duchess Perpetua and 
Cousin Bruno made arrangements to deliver both the fabricated handgun and an 
attached note to them at Sektor Ost. 

Unfortunately for Bruno and Perpetua, Pax Americana and Washington- 
Reich caught wind of Harold’s plans and tried to intercept them and the handgun. 
Bruno and Perpetua, rather than delivering the fabricated weapon themselves, 
decided to hand it over to the Remnants Prime Minister, who was scheduled to 
visit Sektor Ost on April 12. 

April 20. Cousin Ulrich spent his birthday with Cousin Heinricka at an 
undisclosed location not far from an airport. Pax Americana was now onto them, 
with snipers hunting them from the nearby bushes. Both Brotzman Cousins 
concluded that something terrible was going to happen in the next two months. 

April 23. Having gained the trust of Ulrich and even Francis Leblanc, 
Nathaniel Hawthorne arranged to meet Halfrida Brotzman on a dark, stormy 
night. He provoked her distrust toward the other side of her family and had her go 
to an Underground military installation somewhere in the Otherworld. 

April 30. Halfrida wreaked havoc at an Underground military installation in 
the Otherworld. The House of Raynerson was embarrassed to learn that Duchess 
Perpetua had helped Halfrida infiltrate the installation. Her Highness denied. The 
truth: Perpetua had nothing to do with it. 

Later that day, the Duopoly was encouraged by Washington-Reich to send 
US Navy SEALs of ‘SEAL Team Six’ to raid the Brotzman family estate near San 
Carlos de Bariloche. The Duopoly expected it to be as easy as killing off Osama 
Bin Laden on Sankt Walpurgisnacht (St. Walpurgis Night). 

After all, it was also the same night Adolf Hitler and Eva Braun committed 
suicide in the Berlin bunker. They even made arrangements to dump the bodies of 
Horst, his brothers, Ostara, and anyone else who was at the villa over the waters 
of the Memel in former East Prussia (or K/ajpéda in modern-day Lithuania). 

May 1. The SEAL team mission was a failure. The villa was literally empty. 
Nobody was home. Horst Brotzman, along with his brothers, Lady Ostara, and 
even Horst’s maid, Julia Langford, went on vacation someplace called 
‘Afghanistan’. No physical connection to the country of the same name. 

On the Conspiracy’s calendars, it was Tag der Arbeit (Labor Day). Since the 
Duopoly always had theirs on the first day of every September, nobody bothered 
to tell them or Washington-Reich. Never mind the fact that it only became an 
official holiday in Germany thanks to Hitler and the Nazis in April of 1933. 
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May 5. The first copies of “VMF’ (Volksmaschinenfilm) were released and 
available to the public on Ryanite gaming websites. Thanks to Cousin Heinricka, 
the Ryanites were destined to become a powerful force capable of turning 
machinima into a serious and legitimate art form. 

May 10. Fifty new Ryanite Guilds, along with the Ryanite Ministry of 
Evangelization and Enlightenment signed in law by State Chancellor Harold 
Brotzman. The student government’s Convention also helped pass a law for the 
creation for the Office of Religion and Enrollment (OORE), dedicated to helping 
Ryanite refugees flee persecution in hostile SSEs. 

May 24. Halfrida was captured by the Underground after more than three 
weeks of being on the run in the Otherworld. Washington-Reich visited Halfrida 
at her prison cell in the Other-Boston Detention Center. With Halfrida in his 
grasp, he coerced her into killing her godparents. If she agreed to kill the Lovers, 
then Washington-Reich will pull all the necessary strings to provide her an early 
release from Underground custody. Halfrida agreed to it. 

May 28. Already several steps ahead of Washington-Reich and the Clancyites, 
the Lovers went into hiding. Halfrida made arrangements to meet up with Cousins 
Ulrich and Heinricka. Together, they butchered two convincing doubles of 
Walther and Isolde and buried the bodies in an empty field somewhere in Iowa. 
Meanwhile, Harold accepted an invitation from Cousin Bruno, Hannelore Bauer, 
and Duchess Perpetua to help them clear Halfrida’s name. 

KK 
(One month later) 

Behind the wheel of his Maserati, Bruno zipped along the highway roads of 
America’s countryside. Night was approaching. The red Maserati throttled, its 
high-powered engines revving with the rage of a Bétzkrieg. Multiple American 
State Police agencies had just issued multiple APBs (All-Points Bulletins), calling 
for his arrest or death as an ‘armed and dangerous illegal alien.’ 

All he did was just blitz through their towns like the ones up and down the 
Autobahn back in the Fatherland. Okay, maybe he, Perpetua, and Harold robbed a 
couple banks throughout the United States and gave it back to the American 
people Florian Geyer-style. Yet Florian Geyer was like the German Robin Hood. 

The Maserati had just passed by a road sign, mandating that the speed limit 
on the highway road was ‘55mph.’ A few hundred yards up the toad, there was 
another road sign dictating that the speed limit was now ‘35mph.’ Several State 
Police cruisers were now on his tail. Bruno spotted them roaring up the road 
behind on the rearview mirror. “Mutterficker (Motherfucker)!” Bruno grumbled. 
“Give me a break, America!’ 

Duchess Perpetua, sitting in the front passenger seat, giggled whilst listening 
to Harold talk to his twin sister in the backseat. “This is too good!” 

“T swear, Your Highness,” Bruno complained to Perpetua. “These crazy 
Americans ate obsessed with setting up ‘speed traps’ just to make more money!” 
He slammed on the accelerator and sped away from the State Police cruisers. 
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In the backseat, Harold hollered into his satphone. “Whoa, whoa, hold on for 
just a second! You recently broke into an Underground military base to steal some 
information and then proceeded to shoot up the place before the ‘cops’ arrived. 
And yet there was a convenient ventilation duct that you knew...” He bit his 
tongue. “...led to a sewer outside the base...are you some kind of moron?” 

“Dear brother..., since when did I ever lie about something like that?” 
Halfrida asked him. “You know I wouldn’t, don’t you?” 

“Okay, what else happened that day?” Harold replied. 

“Well, I did the US government a favor...for once,” Halfrida answered. “The 
Duopoly—Washington-Reich, that is—has me cornered.” 

Multiple NATO bullets whizzed past the Maserati. The State Police officers 
were shooting at Bruno’s car from the windows of their cruisers. Several of them 
opened fire with H&K UMPs (Universal Machine Pistols) chambered for .45 
ACP. Others shot at him, Perpetua, and Harold with Colt M4 carbines courtesy of 
the Duopoly at the Pentagon. The M4 carbines still retained their full-auto 
features. Dozens of 5.56mm NATO bullets flew overhead. 

Perpetua giggled. Covering her mouth, she tried to conceal her laughter. “I 
always reckoned you were a stupid peon, Halfrida,” she murmured. “I can’t believe 
we're going to clean up after her!’ Perpetua pushed the button on her passenger 
door and rolled down the window. She reached for Bruno’s Gustloff 
Volkssturmgewehr (People’s Assault Rifle), resting on the floor in front of her feet. 
The assault rifle was fully loaded. 

Poking her head and upper torso out of the front passenger window, she 
took emptied the entire magazine on full-auto. Most of the bullets missed, but it 
was enough to force the State Police to take cover. Perpetua reloaded the 
Volkssturmgewehr and kept shooting. 

“Pull over, now!” One of the State Police officers blared through a PA 
system. Sounds of helicopter rotor blades wailed in the distance. Two military- 
grade police MD 530F helicopters hovered overhead, shining spotlights over the 
Maserati. Bruno gritted his teeth, glaring at the reflection of Cousin Harold on his 
reatview mirror. This country and its police forces were getting on his nerves. 

A single NATO bullet pierced the rear windshield. It struck the rearview 
window and ricocheted on the window. The blood in Bruno’s veins boiled. He 
was angry and he wanted to put a bullet in Washington-Reich’s head for trying to 
kill his twin Cousins. You've crossed the fucking line, Washington-Reich! 

Harold shouted into his satphone. “You're definitely making this stuff up!” 
The gunfire and loud voices outside the sports car almost drowned out his twin 
sister’s voice. “How am I supposed to believe that?” 

“Like I told you, ’m not!” Halfrida insisted. 

Harold crossed his legs. “Not sure what planet you’re living on, but there’s 
no such thing as a ‘one-girl army!’ You thought it sounded badass, not because 
you literally to function as your own private army!” He sighed. “Running an army 
is an expensive affair, sis!”’ 

“Schutzpolizei, Your Highness, Schutzpolized” Bruno cried. 
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Several State Police cruisers converged on the road the Maserati traveled on 
from the opposite road. They sped over the dying strip of grass separating the 
roads, running over a family of grease. Behind them came a paramilitary SWAT 
van. It rammed straight into a doe, a female deer, crushing it beneath its rubber 
tires. A whole squad of SWAT members jumped out of the vehicle with H&K 
MP5s submachine guns and Colt M4 carbines. 

Bruno whipped out one of his Reichsrevolvets and fired away at the SWAT 
paramilitaries. He, Perpetua, and Harold overheard Ulrich’s voice over the 
satphone. Ulrich was talking to Heinricka. “Who in this country would give a Neo- 
Nazi serial-killine Bonny and Clyde green cards, social security, and corporate 
welfare payments? These two Remnants alone murdered over three hundred 
Americans before we came along!” 

“Who in this country would grant asylum to a Neo-Nazi terrorist like Lady 
Ostara?” Heinricka responded. 

“Things are different here in the US, Cousins!” Halfrida spoke to Ulrich and 
Heinricka, still talking to her twin brother over the satphone. “Get used to it!” 

Harold bellowed. “Uh, Halfrida..., what are you doing over there?” 

“Listen, PH catch you later. Right now, I’m burying ‘bodies’ and heading on 
down to this nice Turkish restaurant once ’m done.” 

“What is this, a German Mafia flick?” Harold cried. 

“Even worse: ‘a novel full of realities.” Halfrida cooed. “See you later!” 

“No, sis, wait!” Harold cried, “Hold on...!” It was too late. She hung up. 
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Chapter Twenty Three: Savannah Corridor 


(Ryanite Chorus; May 31-June 28, 2012) 


“(The US-led] International [Order is not an evolution, it is an imposition. It is the domination 
of one vision over others—in this case, the domination of Liberal principles of economics, domestic 
politics, and international relations over other, non-Liberal principles. It will last only as long as 

those who imposed it retain the capacity to defend it.” 
-Robert Kagan, The World America Made 


in any war, even in one as massive and far-reaching as the ‘War on Terror’, 

truth will always be the first casualty. That includes GACSS’ Verteidigungskrieg 
(Defensive War), how it began Brotzmanskrieg, and how it ended the War on 
Terror. Someday, historians will reveal the truth to future generations. They 
should start by revealing how the ‘Savannah Corridor’ led to Brotzmanskrieg. 

Walther Schaffer, Bruno Brotzman, and Duchess Perpetua Raynerson were 
sitting around a table at an undisclosed briefing room somewhere in Castle 
Blackstone, the deep-underground command center of RGA High Command. A 
digital recorder, belonging to Walther and his wife Isolde, was laid on the table. 
The battery-powered device was turned on, but it was not recording anything. 

Harold leaned against the wall behind Walther, his arms crossed, watching 
Walther, Perpetua and Bruno like a vulture circling a bloodied carcass. On this 
morning, he was no longer crossdressing as his twin sister—and for good reason. 
“Begin the debriefing, Walther.” 

“Jawobl.” Walther pressed and held down on the Record button on his digital 
recorder. The digital recorder on the table was now recording, “This is Intelligence 
Debriefing Nr...” He cleared his throat and enunciated. “...SECHS-ZWEI- 
ACHT-ZWEI-NULL-EINS-ZWEI (6282012) — “Testimonies of Bruno Brotzman 
and Perpetua Raynerson.”’ 

“Subjects are known members of the so-called ‘Ostara Conspiracy’ and 
‘House of Raynerson’ respectively,” Walther continued. “They have approached 
me, the State Chancellor, and the rest of our little outfit-the ‘Helden’—with offers 
of mutual aid DURING Intelligence Debriefing Nr. FUNF-DREI-EINS-ZWEI- 
NULL-EINS-ZWEI (5312012).” 

“Both subjects have already demonstrated signs of sympathy to our cause 
and seek to further the interests of the Greater American Catholic School 
System.” Walther glared at his Neo-Nazi godson and Monarchist fiancée. Bruno 
and Perpetua smiled at him. Walther shrugged his shoulders and stared at the 
digital recorder as it continued recording. 

“We are now certain that both Bruno Brotzman and Perpetua Raynerson had 
no interests of stopping the GACSS, nor do they intend to murder the State 
Chancellor and derail the Radical Distributist cause as double agents. I have no 
reasons to believe that they would become traitors anytime soon. This concludes 
the personal testimony of Special Agent Walther Tristan Schaffer.” 
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Pressing the Stop button on the digital recorder, Walther brought the 
recording to a temporary end. “It is now your turn, Herr Staatskanzler (Mr. State 
Chancellor).” He scooted the chair away from the table, stood upright, and 
stretched his arms. Harold moved his back away from the wall behind Walther and 
plodded forward. Walther gestured Harold to sit down on the table. Harold 
nodded as Walther stepped away from the table, allowing Harold to sit down. 

Harold pushed the Record button. “Walther, tell me, is this thing now 
recording our conversations?” he whispered to Walther. 

“Jawohl, Herr Staatskanzler,’ Walther responded. 

“Excellent.” Harold eyed Bruno and Duchess Perpetua. “Today is now the 
early morning hours of June 28. We, along with the rest of the Greater American 
Catholic School System, have been at war with the Catholic School Underground 
and the Ostara Conspiracy for the past eight days now. Our hostilities against both 
patties, in addition to Pax Americana and their Collaborators, had begun as far 
back as the official founding of the GACSS.” 

“The Feast Day of the Visitation,’ Bruno blurted, “31 May.” 

“That’s right, Cousin,” Harold said. “Since we are now at war with those 
whom you and Her Highness considers as ‘allies’, how do you two feel about 
being double agents for the Radical Distributist cause?” 

Perpetua gestured at herself and Bruno. “Which of us should begin?” 

“Damen (Ladies) first...,” Bruno spoke. 

“Yes, ladies first,” Harold chimed. He and Bruno exchanged winks. 

“Personally, State Chancellor, I have no scruples or qualms about fighting in 
the service of Ryanite interests,” Perpetua confessed. “I maybe the daughter of the 
Underground commander now leading the Christus Rex against all RGA forces, but 
Imperial Lord Hugh Raynerson’s loyalties is not what they seem. He is not fighting 
for my uncle, Emperor Bernard, the House of Raynerson, or even the Catholic 
School Underground. In reality, he is a double agent who also serves to further the 
interests of 44 Colonel Horst Brotzman.” 

She continued. “For this reason, my cousins and I, as the Four Horsemen, have 
made all the necessary arrangements to ensure that our four doubles do not blow 
our covets. We have made sure that they will maintain the canon within the events 
of The Plaid Dream and its sequel, The Dawning Day. 

But do not worry, State Chancellor,’ Perpetua cooed. “My cousins and I will 
make all the necessary arrangements to ensure that we will keep making 
appearances in The Plaid Dream. Similar arrangements will be made to provide 
suitable doubles for all of the Helden as well, should they be needed throughout 
the events of Fame and Honor and The Plaid Dream.” 

“But The Dawning Day is the exception, right?” Harold mused. 

“Correct,” Perpetua answered. “Only myself and my cousins will be replaced 
with doubles in The Dawning Day.” 

“Good.” Harold tilted his head toward Bruno. “What about you, Cousin?” 

“My like-minded Cousins and I were unable to show up during the events of 
Fame and Honor, The Plaid Dream, and The Dawning Day,’ Bruno replied. “Like Herr 
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Washington-Reich, I think we were just sort of mentioned throughout the Series. 
Whether the reader knew it or not, whether the reader liked it or not, we were 
always behind the foreground.” 

“Why do you think that was sor” Harold leaned forward, sitting in the each 
of his seat. “Be honest with yourself, with myself, and with the reader in 
particular.” He pointed at three girls filming them from behind the fourth wall. 
The girls were standing behind the camera and whispering to each other. 

Bruno leaned back in his chair. “There is evidence to suggest that Reschsadler 
Squadron and I were unaccounted for in various events.” He smirked. “We can 
say the same was also the case for Duchess Perpetua and the Four Horsemen.” 

“Cousin Bruno,” Harold questioned, “The Four Horsemen and Duchess 
Perpetua were always with Imperial Lord Hugh and the rest of Christus Rex’s 
Little Flower Battalion since Brotzmanskrieg began. There have been no indications 
that Four Horsemen or Reichsadler Squadron were with my group, the Helden. 
How do you explain this discrepancy?” 

Perpetua interjected: “Shoddy intelligence?” Folding her arms, she glared at 
Walther. “That was also the case on the morning of September 11, 2001.” 

“Do you have time?” Bruno asked Harold. “Explaining where Her Highness 
and I were in the past eighteen days will take a little while.” 

“We have all night,” Harold replied. “Let’s discuss the big question that all 
the readers have been asking: how did the ‘Savannah Corridor’ cause the 
beginnings of Brotzmanskriege? 1 suggest that you and Her Highness start by 
recalling the events of that meeting you and Her Highness had with Washington- 
Reich on June 10.” 

2 KK 
(Ezghteen days earlier) 

Contrary to popular belief, the GACSS did not declare war on the 
Underground and started Brotzmanskrieg as a “Wat of Conquest.’ That was just a 
clever propaganda line disseminated by the likes of Washington-Reich and his pro- 
Pax Americana supporters inside the House of Raynerson. The reality, however, 
was much different from the propaganda and the conspiracy theory. 

May 31. GACSS officially came into being at the flick of Cardinal Wolk’s pen 
in the end of the Fourth Plenary Council of Baltimore. It became known among 
the American Catholic Bishops and the rest of the Catholic Church as the 
‘Republic Program’; a name for GACSS to hide behind. Ryanites within Catholic 
Dioceses and Archdioceses of Virginia, Maryland, Delaware, Pennsylvania, Ohio, 
Indiana, Illinois, Wisconsin, Minnesota, lowa and Missouri rejoiced. The same was 
also true for Ryanite in the Washington DC Archdiocese as well. 

Cardinal Manning and his Underground-Clancyite faction of Catholic 
bishops, clergy, and religious remained in power, their influence and clout over 
Catholic America weakened. Their program to promote homeschooling as an 
alternate future for American Catholic Education was falling out of favor. In spite 
of those setbacks, however, Cardinal Manning and His Eminence’s faction 
continued to sway Catholic America in staunch opposition against Cardinal Wolk. 
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That same day, Anti-EuroGov Pact signatories recetved word that the ANRI 
(American National Railway Initiative) was nearing completion of a brand new rail 
line extending from Richmond, Virginia to the outskirts of Orlando, Florida. 
Industrial laborers, plainclothes combat engineers and sappers, and automated 
MATYs toiled side by side in the construction of the ‘Richmond-Orlando Line’. A 
train was scheduled to travel from Richmond to Orlando on June 28. 

Meanwhile, Ryanites in the Carolinas, Georgia, and Florida were also having a 
referendum conducted by the Nathaniel Hawthorne and his uncle, Archbishop 
Hawthorne of Miami. There was an almost unanimous consensus among the 
Brotzman twins and the GACSS that every Ryanite living in those four US States 
along the Richmond-Orlando Line will be voting to join the GACSS. 

But the Hawthornes had other plans. Secretly colluding with Washington- 
Reich and Cardinal Manning, they conspired to rig the results of the referendum. 
The rigged referendum was sure to divide the Ryanites in the Southern United 
States into two camps. The polarization will be aggregated further by unveiling 
plans for a doppelednger, a deterrent against GACSS. The ‘Confederation Program,’ 
the name of this doppelganger, will be midwifed into existence by the GACSS at 
gunpoint. Should Harold and Halfrida Brotzman refuse to accept the rigged 
results and decide to start a war over it, they will suffer the same fate as Saddam 
Hussein when the Iraqis invaded Kuwait in 1991. 

June 1. The referendum was almost neck and neck at the stroke of the 
eleventh hour. There were looming fears that Ryanites on the Richmond-Orlando 
Line in Savannah, Georgia could sway the results in favor of either joining or 
abstaining. The eyes of the GACSS, Underground, Conspiracy, Pax Americana, 
and the allies of all four were superglued to what later became the ‘Savannah 
Corridor’. When the clock struck midnight, the Hawthornes pulled their stunt and 
made the whole referendum a repeat of the 2000 Presidential Election and Bush ». 
Gore. A Florida recount was announced after it had become apparent that some of 
the votes from the ‘Savannah Corridor’ in Georgia were casted by alleged non- 
Ryanite Underground types. 

June 2. State Chancellor Harold Brotzman and GACSS’ student government 
refused to accept the results of the referendum. They and the Hawthornes argued 
their cases at the Model-United Nation’s ‘International Court of Justice’ (CJ). 
Fifteen crooked Underground judges, each with Anti-Ryanite bias, were made to 
sway the results of the case in the favor of the Hawthornes, Cardinal Manning, 
and Washineton-Reich in particular. 

June 8. The fate of the Savanah Corridor was decided. The Clancyite judges 
succeeded in convincing the GACSS that their brethren in the Carolinas, Georgia, 
and Florida had refused to join the GACSS. 

June 9. Ryanites in the GACSS refused to let this slide. Anti-Underground 
and Anti-Clancyite sentiments in the GACSS boiled to an all-time high. RGA 
High Command demanded that GACSS declare war on Pax Americana and the 
Underground. The Brotzman twins agreed. But before the twins could declare 
erupt, Cardinal Wolk stepped in and pressured them to seek peace, not war. His 
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Eminence argued that a direct confrontation against Pax Americana would allow 
Washington-Reich to rally every SSE in the SGIEO against the Ryanites. 

GACSS refrained from declaring war against Pax Americana. Instead, they 
decided to go after the Underground for allowing their siting judges on the Model- 
UN’s IC] to side with Pax Americana. Duchess Perpetua and Bruno Brotzman 
sided with the Ryanites. They refused to let the Hawthornes, Cardinal Manning, 
and Washington-Reich get away with their plot against the Ryanites. 

June 10. Duchess Perpetua and Bruno Brotzman confronted Washington- 
Reich at his personal office in Brussels. They came to deliver a petition signed by 
20,000 Ryanites in the four US States. Perpetua and Bruno dumped stacks of 
signed papers in the center of Washington-Reich’s desk. Loose pieces of paper 
fluttered in the air before falling flat on the carpeted floor. 

“What the hell is this?” Washington-Reich whined, pointing at the stacks of 
paper on his desk and the loose pieces now resting on the floor. He swiped all of 
the loose pieces off the floor and settled them on top of the disheveled stacks. 

“We believe that the recent referendum from May 31 was tigged, 
Washington-Reich,” Perpetua declared. “My fiancée and I have reasons to suspect 
that Nathaniel Hawthorne and Archbishop Hawthorne deliberately altered the 
results of the referendum on the Feast Day of the Visitation. The rigged the results 
in the favor of yourself and Cardinal Manning of Los Angeles.” 

“Gena,” Bruno chimed, nodding his head in agreement. “And we have 
boatloads of evidence indicating that the vast majority of Ryanites along the 
Savannah Corridor did in fact vote to join the GACSS.” 

Perpetua’s nose crinkled. “How do you explain that discrepancy?” 

“T don’t know what you’re talking about, Your Highness,” Washington-Reich 
denied. “Pax Americana, my employers, and I would never rig the results of 
elections like Vladimir Putin and the Russians would...” 

“Du liigst, du scheife Arschloch (Yowre lying, you fucking asshole)!” Bruno 
banged his clenched fists against Washington-Reich’s desk in a fit of rage. “How 
dare you lie to my fucking face! I may be a National Socialist, but even I respect 
the integrity of a democratic electoral process!” 

“No, listen to me, Bruno!” Washington-Reich told him. “I have no idea what 
you are talking about.” He shook his head. “No idea whatsoever.” He sat upright 
in his comfy leather swivel chair. “I am pretty sure that the results of that 
referendum on May 31 were not rigged. There is no evidence.” 

“T don’t believe you!” Bruno shouted. “I think you’re lying to us!” 

“What do I have to gain by lying to you and Her Highness?” Washington- 
Reich retorted. “God, you two are no different than all those jackasses who were 
protesting George W. Bush’s Presidential Inauguration!” 

“Listen to me, Washington-Reich,” Perpetua warned, “I will make this clear 
to you. One. Last. Time.” Her patience with him was thinning, her eyes narrowing. 
“Do not try anything else with me, my family, my fiancée’s family, or the Ryanites 
of the Greater American Catholic School System. The consequences will be swift 
and the punishment both painful and of unimaginable horror.” 
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Washington-Reich snickered. He started to laugh at what seemed like empty 
threats from Duchess Perpetua. “Do not threaten me, Your Highness,” he sneered 
at her. “You do realize that I and rest of Pax Americana have your family on a 
leash. I can see to it that you will be a ‘Now Persona Grata—an enemy of the 
Underground and the House of Raynerson. True power—my power—is always 
behind the thrones of men like His Greatness, Emperor Bernard.” 

“T do not care if I live or die!’ Perpetua cried. 

“And if nothing is done about this,” Bruno added, “Then my Opa will have 
no choice but to intervene against both you and your employers.” 

“Whatever,” Washington-Reich yawned, stretching his arms. “Tell me,” he 
asked Perpetua, “What are your terms, Your Highness?” 

“We demand that you pressure the Underground into appealing the case and 
tell the Ryanites the truth about what happened,” Perpetua insisted. 

“And what happens if I refuse to tell them?” Washington-Reich snorted. 

“Bruno and I are warning you!” Perpetua growled. “The Ryanites will declare 
war on the Underground, if nobody talks them out of it!” 

“And when that happens...,’ Bruno sighed. “There is going to be a 
bloodbath—a continuation of the Rosy War.” 

“You have ten days to respond to them, Washington-Reich,” Perpetua said. 
“If the Ryanites do not receive anything from you personally by June 20, they will 
declare war on the Underground!” She pointed her finger at him. “When that 
happens...I will hold you, of all people, accountable for such insolence!” 

“Oh, we'll see about that...” Washington-Reich cackled. He turned his head 
away from Perpetua and Bruno, logging onto his desk computer. “Now, get the 
hell out of my office or I will have to call security!” 

Perpetua shook her head in dismay. She and Bruno walked out of the office. 

2K 
(Twelve days later) 

Snow fell like white confetti from gray clouds over muddy fields outside the 
city of Other-Philadelphia in Otherworld’s Eden. Sounds of propeller engines 
roared above the clouds. Dozens and dozens of Ryanite and Underground A- 
Wings, along with the Plaid Eminence and Reichsadler Squadron, battled for control 
of the skies. They played cat and mouse with each other. 

“Bullseye!” Ulrich announced over the radio. An Underground A-Wing dive 
bomber plummeted out of the skies and crashed into the roof of a barn. 

Cousin Bruno whistled at Cousin Ulrich’s handiwork. “Waunderbar\” 

On the ground, not far from the nearby barn, sixteen Underground St. John 
Vianney I/C Heavy MAFVs pulled over by the side of a country highway road to 
Other-Philadelphia. Inspired by the Soviet KV-2 Heavy Tank, the Vianney I/C 
was the cousin of the Vladimir I/C. Hundreds of Underground MAFVs, M3 
halftracks and Studebaker trucks rolled by on the asphalt road as the Vianneys 
formed two rows next to the roadside. 

The Vianneys elevated their short, slender barrels upward as_ several 
Underground A-Wing fighters flew overhead. The crews of these MAFVs took 
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their time adjusting sights and recalibrating the onboard targeting computers. At 
the same time, sixteen Katyusha trucks parked on the opposite roadside. The 
drivers also formed two neat rows of eight. Together, the Vianneys and Katyushas 
unleashed hellish barrages of hot plasma bolts and unguided rockets at RGA 
positions in and around Other-Philadelphia. 

In Other-Philadelphia, constant air attacks by Ryanite and Underground A- 
Wings and artillery and rocket barrages from both sides leveled much of the 
buildings. RGA troops, Hanomag and DEMAG halftracks, and various MAFVs 
proceeded away from the outskirts to combat encroaching Underground forces. 

The Dewy-Princess parked behind a wall of sandbags next to a damaged 
wooden farmhouse near the road to the outskirts of Other-Philadelphia. Drusilla 
barked orders to her crewmates over the radio. “Gunner, load next round! Radio 
operator, man the hull-mounted laser machine gun. And driver, keep the gasoline 
engine on! We can’t afford to be sitting ducks!” 

Barring Drusilla and Cousins Ulrich and Heinricka, the Brotzman twins and 
the rest of the Helden operated as an elite RGA platoon during the early years of 
Brotzmanskrieg. As a Ryanite platoon, the Helden behaved like a German infantry 
platoon, with the bulk of the Helden’s firepower being the sole responsibility of 
Chandler Daniel Martinsen. 

Chandler ducked behind a dug foxhole in front of the Dewy-Princess, his 
MG42 light machine gun mounted on a Lafette 42 tripod. The tripod featured a 
periscope-like MG Z 40 optical gunsight, allowing Chandler to engage enemy 
infantry without exposing himself to their fire. Reloading his machine gun, he 
looked into the optical gunsight and resumed pelting Underground infantry 
downrange. He screamed like a wild animal as he pinned them down. 

The Lovers, emerging from a field of billowing white smoke, jumped into 
Chandlet’s foxhole. Walther and Isolde were armed with a M1928 Thompson and 
an MP28 respectively. They stood upright and fired short, controlled bursts at the 
enemy. Multiple bullets whizzed past them. 

Walther’s Thompson was the gangster-looking one with the fifty-round drum 
magazine. He shot all the approaching infantrymen he spotted downrange from 
the hip. Isolde, on the other hand, emptied the side-mounted magazine on her 
MP28. She replaced the empty side-mounted magazine, stood back up and 
continued shooting. 

The Underground infantry dove into the snow and crawled forward. Armed 
with Soviet-made AVT-40 automatic rifles, they exchanged potshots with 
Hannelore Bauer and Lance Jansen, positioned in a separate foxhole across from 
where Chandler and the Lovers were. Hannelore unloaded her American M14 
semi-auto rifle and installed a M31 HEAT (High-Explosive, Anti-Tank) rifle 
grenade at the front of the barrel. Lance, wielding a German G43 semi-auto rifle, 
did the same and attached a High-Explosive Sprengbatrone to his Schiessbecher 
grenade launcher. They aimed high and launched their projectiles at advancing 
columns of Underground infantry. 
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The rifle grenades forced an entire platoon to spread out and scatter. Several 
Longinus I/Ds rolled past the pinned down infantry. Rosy War-era Underground 
Light MAFVs patterned after the Soviet BT-7, these Longinus I/Ds formed the 
speathead of Underground armored cavalry formations. Storming Ryanite 
positions, their laser machine guns and rapid-firing autocannons roared. The 
weapons, designed originally for anti-aircraft uses, ripped the bodies of unlucky 
RGA regulars to shreds, their blood and guts splattering the snowy ground and the 
wool overcoats of nearby Ryanites. 

One of the Ryanites who got a free blood shower was Convention 
Representative Anthony Accardo of Wilmington. His overcoat and coal scuttle 
helmet covered in his fellow Ryanite’s guts, Accardo held a silver lighter on one 
hand and a Molotov cocktail on the other. The open flame set the oily rag on fire. 
A Longinus I/D rolled toward him, its machine guns and autocannon firing away 
at him. Accardo jumped and chucked the Molotov at it, landing face-first against 
the snow-covered floor of his foxhole. 

The Molotov’s glass bottle shattered on the rear engine hood of the Longinus 
I/D. Flames spread and seeped into the engine. The Longinus I/D came to a halt 
in front of Accardo’s foxhole. Black smoke poured out of the engine hood. 
Accardo climbed out of his foxhole and hurried away in time before the destroyed 
Longinus I/D flew upward in midair as a ball of flames. Traveling in the wake of 
the burning Longinus I/Ds littering the open field ahead of the farmhouse, several 
Vladimir I/Cs rolled past platoons of pinned down infantry. 

A bright cyan-blue plasma bolt struck the hull of one of the Vladimirs. It shot 
through the thick, cumbersome armor and emerged on the other side, behind the 
teat engine hood. The cupola of the affected Vladimir I/C popped open as 
multiple sparks flying outward like firecrackers. Smoke poured out of the rear 
engine hood. The plasma came from an exposed hole in the wall of the 
farmhouse. The long, slender plasma cannon protruding out of the hole belonged 
to the incognito MAFV of Duchess Perpetua and her three loyal cousins. 

Whenever they were not controlling their Four Horsemen, Duchess Perpetua 
and her three cousins, commanded a different MAFV in the Helden’s presence. 
Their incognito MAFV, Borussia, was a one-of-a-kind MAFV named after the 
national personification of Prussia. Designed and developed by Bauer Industries, 
the MAFV was designated as the ‘Ss. Perpetua & Felicity’, a Heavy Tank 
Destroyer MAFV modelled after the German Nashorn (Rhinoceros). 

Borussia’s chassis boasted one a plasma cannon powerful enough to slice 
through the armored hull of any MAFV ever designed by both Underground and 
Pax Americana. Its weaknesses were its thin armor, limited ammunition storage 
compartments, high profile, a slow autoloader, and weak anti-personnel 
capabilities. Perpetua and her crew were unable to work alone whilst piloting 
Borussia. Operating under a combined arms doctrine, they relied on the firepower 
and supportive teamwork of the Brotzman twins, the Helden, the Dewy-Princess, 
Plaid Eminence and Reichsadler Squadron. 
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An AJ-24 MAFV, sporting Underground livery and roundels, rolled past the 
burning Vladimir I/C and headed straight toward ten RGA regulars positioned in 
a dug trench. The coaxial turret of this Pax Americana-made MAF'V was equipped 
with a built-in flamethrower. It poured a steady stream of molten fire into the 
trench, barbecuing everyone inside within the seconds. Several of the RGA 
regulars in the trenches hurried to climb out of the inferno, their Fackeltrager suits 
and wool overcoats caught on fire. Advancing Underground soldiers put the 
survivors out of their misery as they jumped over the burning trench. 

From a windowsill next to Borussia, inside the farmhouse, Margaret unloaded 
her AIKXS-74u submachine gun. Bullets pierced the wooden walls above her head. 
A stray bullet struck the glass window next to her and her quadruplet siblings, 
Percival and Jennifer. Margaret emerged unscathed. She made the sign of the cross 
and wrapped her hand around the brown Scapular wrapped around her neck and 
dog tag. “A couple inches closer to my head and I would been killed!” 

“Don’t worry, Margaret,” Jennifer said, “Nobody here is going to let you die 
on my watch!” Her white coal scuttle helmet emblazoned with red crosses, she 
slammed a shaped-charge warhead into a Panzerschreck wielded by Percival. 

“Shoot the Jackson before it gets too close!” Margaret shouted at Percival. 

“Way ahead of you!” Percival fired the warhead at the AJ-24. The backblast 
alone generated enough smoke to cloud himself, his sisters, and Borussia. Margaret 
and Jennifer coughed and hurried out of the building. Percival followed them. 

Back outside, the Pax Americana-made MAFV burst into flames and came to 
a halt over the burning trench. It exploded, scattering fiery debris all over the 
place. Some of the burning pieces of metal managed to strike several Underground 
infantrymen, severing heads and knocking others unconscious. The blood of the 
headless infantrymen splurged all over the white snow. 

An Underground A-Wing fighter spiraled downward from the skies 
ovethead, Plaid Eminence and Reichsadler One circling and watching it fall. “Holy 
crap!” Harold cried, shouting at the carnage created by the AJ-24 and downed A- 
Wing fighter. Lying prone on the snow next to his twin sister in front of the 
damaged house, He emptied his Swiss-made service rifle, a customized SIG 
SG550 assault rifle, on an approaching squad of Underground regulars. Slung over 
his left shoulder was an M79 grenade launcher. 

“Pm out!” Harold swapped magazines. “Cover me, sis, ’'m reloading!” 

“Should said so earlier!” Halfrida did the same with her service rifle, an 
HK33 assault rifle stolen from a Bundeswehr armory in Germany and modified to 
shoot 7.92mm Kurz rounds. Several bullets flew towards his and Halfrida’s white 
coal scuttle helmets. The twins lowered their heads. The bullets flew past them. 

An Underground infantryman tossed a hand grenade at the twins’ position. 
The infantryman’s grenade landed not far from where the twins were. Harold and 
Halfrida buried their faces in the snow. The grenade detonated, the shrapnel 
kicking up snow and dirt. The twins tilted his chin upward and nodded each 
other’s heads. Harold and Halfrida were both fine. They continued shooting. 
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A well-placed shot from Virgil Sapienti eliminated him. “He’s down,” Virgil 
declared over the twins’ radio. He was perched the bell tower of a nearby Catholic 
parish, landing precise shots at enemy officers, machine gunners, and other snipers 
with his Soviet-made Dragunov rifle. 

Halfrida hollered at Harold. “Are you ready, dear brother?” 

Harold tilted his head toward hers. “Yeah, ready when you are!”’ He nodded. 

She nodded back and grinned at him. The mischievous grin on her face was 
widening more than usual again. Reaching into her satchel, Halfrida whipped out 
her flare gun, a Leachtpistole 42. She aimed at the clouds above and launched a 
burning red flare into the air. She turned to the others around her and Harold. 
Three times, she threw her clenched fist up in the air and down. 

The Brotzman twins fixed bayonets to the barrels of their rifles. They got up 
from the snow and sprinted forward. The others followed in their wake. 

2K KK 

June 21. Underground-backed Dweller IDA forces demolished all tunnel 
passageways connecting the Dweller world and GACSS with explosives. In doing 
so, the Dwellers had deterred the Ryanites from invading the Dweller world by 
forcing them to attack the fortified Ryanite-Dweller border town of Bedrock Mills. 

June 23. It was official: Washington-Reich and the Clancyites and 
Reaganjugend of Pax Americana recognized the legitimacy of the Confederation 
Program. The Student-Governed Interplanetary Economic Order played along. 
For the rest of 2012, GACSS continued to defy the SGIEO’s decision to 
recognize the Confederation Program as a legitimate Secret School Economy. 

FYC/YCHS and Communist Dweller PNU troops commanded by FYC 
General Robert Edward Lee Richardson garrisoned the Confederation Program’s 
sole territory of Florida. FYC General Richardson’s troops and MAFVs seized the 
Savannah Corridor from the Ryanites and imposed an occupation of all SSEs in 
Georgia and both Carolinas. The goals of the FYC/YCHS and PNU were simple: 
both wanted to deter the Ryanites from attacking the Confederation Program. 
Somebody had to prevent GACSS from digging its own grave. 

June 26. After days of bloody fighting, Remnants marines had captured the 
Otherworld island of Other-Cuba from Underground and Pax Americana forces. 
Underground naval forces were forced to retreat from the island to nearby Other- 
Plorida, the peninsula still under the control of the Underground Army. 

June 28. Massive aerial attacks against Pax Americana were waged by 
Conspiracy forces in the skies over the United States. Conspiracy-backed 
insurgencies took the Duopoly by surprise. Similar aerial attacks were also being 
waged against Pax Americana and their Collaborators in the Otherworld, in the 
continent of Northland. Washington-Reich, along with his Clancyite advisers and 
generals, went into hiding. 
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Chapter Twenty Four: DolchstoBlegende 


(Duopoly and Four Horsemen; Jul. 6-Aug. 1, 2012) 


‘We [the Democratic-Republican Duopoly] are, as [Abraham] Lincoln said, ‘the last, best hope 
of Earth.’ We are not just one more nation, one more same entity on the world stage. We have 
been essential to the preservation and progress of freedom, and those who lead us in the years 
ahead must remind us, as [Franklin Delano] Roosevelt, [John Fitzgerald] Kennedy, and 
[Ronald] Reagan did, of the unique role we play. Neither they nor we should ever forget that we 
are, in fact, exceptional.” 
-Dick and Liz Cheney, Exceptional: 
Why the World Needs a Powerful America 


of Thomas Jefferson Washington-Reich. Sounds of hurried footsteps 

reverberated on the walls of the corridors leading to the office cubicles 
surrounding the doorway of Washington-Reich’s office. Nobody close to 
Washington-Reich wanted to be hanging around any longer to answer them. 

“Move it, move it, move it!’ An American man’s voice echoed from 
somewhere in the office complex. “We don’t have much time left! Washington- 
Reich is expecting us in Northland!” 

Another voice, belonging to an American woman, addressed the first. “Have 
they shredded all the documents?” 

“The ones we’re not supposed to bring with us?” 

“Affirmative!” the woman replied. 

“Destroyed,” the man said, “All of them!” 

“Then our work here is done!” An American woman’s voice cried. 

The loud sensation of a thick, reinforced steel door slamming shut boomed 
throughout the office. The various desk phones continued ringing. No one was 
around anymore to answer any of the incoming telephone calls from Washington- 
Reich’s employers inside the Beltway Agencies in Washington DC. The Duopoly 
can always contact him directly through a different secured line. 

All of the office cubicles had been picked clean several minutes earlier. The 
cubicle swivel chairs unseated. No longer were the cubicle desks strewn with 
loose, disheveled paper and folders or bundles of fountain pens and pencils placed 
in ceramic and wire-mesh cups. 

All the desktop computers in each computer were turned off. Anything on 
the hard drives that were believed to be of any value to the enemy was evacuated 
on portable external hard drives. All remaining data on left inside the internal hard 
drives of the cubicle computers had been wiped clean by several Pax Americana 
computer hackers and technicians. 

Dozens of rubber tires screeched on the asphalt outside the office building. 
They were accompanied by the sounds of bulletproof car doors slamming shut, 
followed by the loud wailing of V8 gasoline engines. Sudden and brief as they 
came, the noises soon faded into the constant ambience in Brussels. 
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The door to Washington-Reich’s office had been left halfway open. Inside, 
the fluorescent lighting fixtures on the ceiling were lit. Most of the office was laid 
bare, save for various amenities that have always been there prior to Washington- 
Reich. The desktop computer at the desk had all of its hard drive data wiped. All 
the desk drawers was left open and at risk of falling down on the carpeted floor. 
Not even a single paperclip had been left behind by him and his Clancyites. 

The office’s plasma screen television set, still resting on the wooden and 
marble table in front of the desk, was left on. The TV, its screen mostly filled with 
static, managed to acquire a weak signal feed from CNN. CNN was replaying 
recent live footage from two days ago. Onscreen was footage of the Conspiracy 
dark-gray flying discs, the so-called ‘Magic Eyes’, being led by Lady Ostara’s 
indomitable A-Wing, a multi-turreted flying saucer about the size of an AC-130 
gunship. The name of this UAP (Unidentified Aerial Phenomena) was AEIOU 
(Alemannia Est Imperare Orbi Universo, Germany Is Destined to Rule the World). 

Ostara and the other Magic Eyes were engaging a US carrier battlegroup and 
squadrons of F/A-18Es off the coast of Florida. They also sent a U-boat wolfpack 
and several more squadrons of flying discs to support the ongoing attack against 
the USS Franklin D. Roosevelt and her escort warships. The Conspiracy’s flying 
discs peppered several of the F/A-18Es with a barrage of laser machine gun fire. 
The American warplanes weaved through the hot red beams as they chased after 
the flying discs. Locking onto their targets, the American warplanes fired their air- 
to-air missiles at them. 

A missile landed a direct hit one of the discs. Smoke and sparks flew out of 
the fuselage, yet the disc remained airworthy. Three F/A-18Es chased after 
Ostara’s AEIOU. Ostara and two other Magic Eyes retaliated against the F/A- 
18Es by dropping canisters out of AEIOU’s undercarriages. The canisters released 
a colorless, odorless solution that engulfed the air around it. The F/A-18Es’ 
afterburners reacted with the solution. A huge explosion consumed the jets, 
sparing the flying discs as they flew out of the inferno. Even the damaged one got 
out, black smoke trailing behind its damaged fuselage. 

AEIOU and the other discs harassed the battlegroup with their disorienting 
Jericho Trumpets. Unguided bombs tossed from undercarriages landed in the 
waters around the aircraft carrier, the explosions rocking it left and right. A dozen 
ot so sailors and a few F/A-18Es on the flight deck were thrown overboard. Air 
defenses aboard the Franklin D. Roosevelt returned fire. Multi-barreled PHALANX 
Gatling guns screamed at AEIOU. Ostara dodged their fire. SAM batteries hurled 
their short-range Sea Sparrows and infrared-homing Rolling Airframe Missiles. 
Mk38 autocannons and .50 Cal machine guns roared. 

Several flying discs were shot down. Yet none of them managed to land even 
a single dent ARIOU. Ostara’s impeccable flying and maneuvering was too 
graceful and beautiful for the Americans to interfere. The survivors broke away 
from their attack formations to evade incoming SAM missiles. Ostara rallied and 
regrouped them, the AEIOU spearheading a renewed harassment of the American 
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aircraft carrier. Meanwhile, the Conspiracy’s U-boat wolfpacks continued to stalk 
the battlegroup from beneath the waves, positioning themselves for an attack. 

A proton torpedo struck one of destroyer escorts, splitting the whole deck in 
half. Bloodied body parts, paper, metal debris, and other assorted objects flew out 
of the impact zone. The other destroyers launched anti-submarine missiles into the 
deep waters. The U-boats’ energy shields disintegrated the anti-sub missiles, the 
missiles’ warheads leaking nuclear fuel into the water. 

The wolfpack launched returned fire. Multiple torpedoes smacked the 
Franklin D. Roosevelt on its bow and starboard side. She keeled over as thousands 
of sailors jumped off the ship. Hundreds of bodies, alive and dead, floated amidst 
the lifeboats. Nearby destroyers raced to save the survivors. AEIOU and the other 
Magic Eyes, victorious in their sinking of the Franklin D. Roosevelt, zoomed away 
and went on to destroy ground targets up and down Florida. 

The TV screen soon faded to black. The telephone calls ceased. The skies 
above the United States continued to be a warzone, as the Duopoly was hard- 
pressed to regain control of America’s skies. In one bizarre stroke of mad genius, 
the Duopoly was stupid enough to enlist the services of the Ryanites and their 
Luftwaffe (Air Force). Under normal conditions, had the Duopoly not made the 
foolish move to borrow money from the Brotzman family throughout the Cold 
War, they would never have been generous in their brief suspension of hostilities 
toward the Brotzman twins and the Ryanites in particular. 

With America’s fiscal deficits climbing and sovereign debts soaring, the 
Brotzman twins, their family and other lenders like the Chinese were getting 
annoyed with the Duopoly. At some point, the Duopoly is going to have to start 
paying off their debts, because there may be consequences for them and for 
America in the not-too-distant future. Short and sweet: a ‘President Howard 
Wolff may one day declare a ‘Sovereign Default’ on America’s national debt. 

2 KK 
(Seventeen days later) 

In Otherworld’s Northland, Washington-Reich and his Clancyite advisors 
and generals had spent the past eighteen days in the tranquil sanctuary of a 
fortified underground bunker somewhere below Other-Berlin. The ceiling lighting 
fixtures inside Washington-Reich’s personal living quarters flickered on and off. 

Washington-Reich sat upright behind a mahogany-furnished desk across 
from his king-sized bed. He tapped away on his late grandfather’s old typewriter, 
drafting and composing a copy of his personal will and testament for future 
generations. With the Ryanites and the Conspiracy now at war with each other, 
Washington-Reich sought to offer others his own interpretation of recent history. 

The faint sounds of air raid sirens and anti-aircraft guns wailed from beyond 
the concrete walls of his living quarters. Meanwhile, on the surface, in the streets 
of Other-Berlin, the Ryanite-backed proxy forces reigned in the nighttime skies. 
Hostile insurgent A-Wing bombers and fighters were wreaking havoc on the city’s 
industrial and commercial sectors. The bombers dropped their payloads over 
munitions factories, MAFV and A-Wing manufacturing and assembly plants, and 
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automated workshop and fabrication facilities. Power plants were targeted and 
shut down. Banks and stock market exchange centers knocked out of commission 
forever. Residential areas were avoided altogether. 

Washington-Reich, in spite of the carnage, picked up the glass of cold water 
next to his grandfather’s typewriter. He set it aside on the table again and 
continued typing away on the grandfather’s typewriter. Disregarding any 
noticeable typos that he had made, Washington-Reich worked as fast as he could 
to finish his personal will and testament. When he finished the first page, he stared 
at it for the next several minutes. 

‘The year was 1991. West and East Germany have already been reunited. The Soviet 
Union was dissolving. The armies of Saddam Hussein had been defeated in Kuwait by a US-led 
coalition and have retreated back to Iraq. The Cold War is coming to a close. And for the first 
time in recent history, humanity on Earth was spared from the horrors of a nuclear apocalypse 
between two ginormous superpowers. Wars among the great nations of the Earth became no 
longer feasible as well. 

Humanity under the benevolent guidance of America’s Liberal International Economic 
Order emerged freer and more prosperous than ever before for the first time in all of Earth’s 
history. The 1990s, the years before my birth and the late teenage years of my older sister, 
promised to become a renewed peace by the 2000s. But all over the world, an interplanetary cabal 
of surviving Nazis and Neo-Nazis refused to accept America’s global hegemony on Earth. 

Why? Why have they been allowed to survive the Second World War after everything that 
had happened in the 20" century? Today, I know better. America should never have accepted 
their offer to help us and our allies fight Soviet Russia during the Cold War? 

“Perfect.” Washington-Reich removed the first page away from the 
grandfather typewriter, placing the paper in atop opened manila folder in front of 
the typewriter. From a clean pile of blank papers, he snatched uppermost one and 
inserted it into the typewriter. He resumed typing. 

‘For on September 11, 2001, they aided and abetted other enemies of freedom to attack 
America. My parents were inside the upper floors of the North Tower when the planes were 
hijacked that morning. They, along with the souls of almost 3,000 innocent Americans, perished. 
But anyone can always read about this tragedy in any regular school history textbook. Just what 
made the deaths of my parents so different from the deaths of almost 3,000 innocent Americans 
who perished on 9/11 itself? Or the thousands of other Americans who are dying from the toxic 
cloud produced by the collapsing Twin Towers? 

Let it be Rnown that my parents were among the first Americans in the Otherworld. They 
Planted the American flag in Other-Berlin, Northland, ensuring that the United States and its 
allies will one day gain a credible monopoly over the Anomaly trade. However, they did not 
deserve what was coming to them. My late father in particular led Pax Americana before and 
during the Rosy War and helped his childhood friend and ally in Otherworld, Emperor Bernard, 
secure his bid for power when that conflict ended. Pax Americana, prior to 9/11, had offices 
inside the Twin Towers, offices that managed the financial aspects of the Anomaly trade. 

My parents’ deaths left both me and my older sister, Congresswoman Virginia 
Washington-Reich (D-V'A) to spend our years after that event under the care of Johannes 
Cardinal Wolk of Philadelphia. It was through His Eminence that my sister and I, unlike most 
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Americans, were able to know without uncertainty that other factors were at play that morning. 
How one man, a German and a Roman Catholie convert to Sunni Islam, played his own part to 
ensure that the horrors of 9/11 were a reality. 

None of this is propaganda or even a conspiracy theory. My family’s associations with His 
Eminence may be recent, but our associations with the Brotzman family predated both 9/11 and 
the Third Reich. Those associations dated as far back as the United States’ early years in the 
1780s. And this family, the Brotzmans, have been at war with the United States of America 
since the beginnings of the American Civil War in 1861 

The second page completed, Washington-Reich replaced it with another 
blank page and continued working. “I should draft a letter to Miss Tsumugi Kessel 
as soon as I am finished with this,’ he murmured. “At a time like this, it’s been 
quite a long while since I have written one. I hope she’s alright.” 

“Today, Freedom, Democracy, and Equality under the Rule of Law are under attack. 
These ideals, which all Americans cherish and hold dear to, are being besieged by a ruthless 
interplanetary cabal of Populists, Autocrats, Socialists, Islamic Jihadists, those crazy Nazis and 
Neo-Nazis, and, of course, the Ryanites. Pax Americana and I vow to deliver each of them a 
long, protracted war to tire and exhaust them through economic and paramilitary attrition. The 

fate of the entire free world rests on our capable, dependable shoulders. 

Unlike most young Americans these days, all of them spoiled brats claiming to be part of 
the generation of my older sister and me, I have never forgotten what we are fighting for. Neither 
has my older sister nor the rest of Pax Americana. We are fighting to serve and defend the 
Constitution against all enemies, both foreign and domestic. We fight to uphold the values which 
the Founding Fathers of these United States of America fought for when they declared their 
independence from the British Empire in 1776, 

The third page was done. “I’m so close.” He repeated the same procedure 
again. “Just a little longer and I will have time to write her a letter before bedtime.” 
With his personal will and testament now nearing its completion, he focused all of 
his attention on the typewriter, ignoring whatever was going on outside his living 
quarters. He could not sleep at this point. This last page just had to be written. 

‘I have not forgotten about the two men who changed the les of me and my older sister. 
Like Osama Bin Laden prior to his demise, 44 Colonel Brotzman still remains at large. I just 
nish that bastard just kick the freaking bucket right about now. As for His Eminence, 
Johannes Cardinal Wolk of Philadelphia, the old man worries me deeply. In the past two years 
alone, Cardinal Wolk has emerged in the USCCB to become the Ayatollah Ruhollah Misa 
Khomeini of the Catholic faith — my faith. His Eminence thinks that everything he is doing is a 
continuation of what Ss. John Neumann and Elizabeth Ann Seton started. 

But recent events in the past six months alone have proven othernise. His Eminence and 
all the clergymen and religious monks and nuns around him seek to curtail the influence of 
American culture and American ideals to keep Catholic America undiluted or some such 
nonsense. Al forms of media and communications in Catholic America, including print 
newspapers, radio, television, and Internet websites are subject to Cardinal Wolk and the 
Ryanites. For a naturalized American who was originally born in Austria, I should not be 
surprised to learn of such atrocities.’ 
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“Damn, I can’t believe I wrote that.” Washington-Reich sighed, shaking his 
head with his eyes closed. He cracked his knuckles, shrugged his shoulders at the 
comparison between the Cardinal and the Ayatollah, and resumed typing. 

‘Not even His Holiness and the rest of the Church can rein His Eminence in. I fear that 
the Holy Father and the rest of the Church are secretly sympathetic to His Eminence. The 
GACSS, on the other hand, is to Roman Catholicism, what Iran is to Islam. And the Catholic 
School Underground and its House of Raynerson, the Ryanites’ old rival from the Rosy War, are 
in some respects like the Otherworld’s equivalents to our ally in Saudi Arabia, the “House of 
Saud’. Hence, it was only natural for me and the rest of Pax Americana to support the 
Underground’s war effort against the Ryanites. The Underground, ironically enough, has been 
America’s biggest source of imported Anomalies from the Otherworld. And now there are forces 
now seeking to prevent us from having absolute control of them. 

“Now that I think about it, such an analogy could work for propaganda 
purposes,” he blurted, smirking, stroking his chin. “Yeah, that should do it!” He 
hurried to finish the last page. 

“These Anomalies have more essential purposes than just for the manufacturing of special 
weaponry, vehicles, aircraft, ships, and equipment. They can provide sustainable and more 
efficient fuel systems, assisting humanity in its ongoing combat against Climate Change back on 
Earth. They can end world hunger and the ongoing water crisis in various nations. And they can 
even generate newfound economic growth, create new jobs, and restore America’s decaying 
infrastructure. All of this and more is possible for everyone on Earth if the Ryanites just play 
along and allow both Pax Americana and the Underground to perpetuate our credible monopoly 
over the Anomaly trade. 

Whether State Chancellor Harold Brotzman and State President Halfrida Brotzman will 
come back to their senses and agree to those terms still remains yet to be seen. Assuming they do 
return to their senses — let it be Rnown that I have an open-door policy suited just for them. 

At last, he was now finished and so were the bombings all over Other-Berlin. 
Washington-Reich grabbed the completed pages, stapling and storing all four of 
them inside the manila folder. “May God damn them all to Hell...’ Washington- 
Reich muttered to himself under his throat. 

And yet, no one made him any angrier at the entire Brotzman family than 
Horst Brotzman himself. He took a deep breath and sighed. “...and let the chips 
fall where they may...” He went on to write a letter to Tsumugi Kessel. Nobody 
realized it throughout all of Brotzmanskrieg that Tsumugi was to Washington-Reich, 
what Duchess Perpetua was to Bruno. 

CK 
(Two weeks later) 

By early August, the Underground had already abandoned its obligations to 
the Anti-EuroGov Pact when GACSS declared war on them back in late June. 
Thus, the House of Raynerson continued their alignments with Pax Americana 
and their Collaborators’ as part of the ‘Model-EU/NATO”’. 

Both the Observatory and Room 360-A at Sacred Heart Academy in Syosset 
became Duchess Perpetua’s personal base of operations during Brotymanskrieg. 
Through her family connections, she maintained complete control over those 
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areas outside regular school hours. Lady Ostara and Bruno Brotzman and Julie 
Mays would meet her at different times inside the Observatory, whereas Ulrich 
and the Brotzman twins would meet her on other times inside Room 360-A. 
Barring Julie Mays, nobody from her Christus Rex formation, the Little Flower 
Battalion, and the House of Raynerson were of such encounters on the campus of 
Scared Heart Academy. Perpetua’s cousins and her MAFV crewmates, Baroness 
Felicity, Countess Cecilia, and Princess Philomena, refrained from telling anyone. 

In Room 360-A, Baroness Felicity, Countess Cecilia, Princess Philomena 
huddled around the auxiliary marker board in the back of the classroom. 
Blueprints of the chassis of Borussia and Four Horsemen were taped to the wall. All 
three chatted and discussed their plans to modify and fine-tune their MAFVs for 
future operations, whether as ‘Ryanites’ or as ‘Underground’. 

Halfway across the classroom, around four school desks lined against each 
other to form a makeshift table, Duchess Perpetua and the Brotzman twins 
presided over a map of the New York Metropolitan Area and all areas surrounding 
it. Perpetua stared at the map. The map revolved around the fate of several SSEs 
in the New York and Newark Archdioceses and Paterson and Metuchen Dioceses 
in Real World; the Dweller World’s ‘New Europe’ and various surrounding 
Dweller towns; and the Otherworld’s ‘Other-New York Metropolitan Area’. 

“Did you hear anything new from Herbert Wolffe” she asked the Brotzman 
twins, tilting her chin up and glancing at both twins. 

“Not yet,” Halfrida answered. 

“No,” Harold reported. “There’s nothing urgent or drastic for any of us.” 

The Brotzman twins both dressed in the summer school uniforms of Sacred 
Heart Academy. Harold wore his flaxen wig, while Halfrida had her hair dyed to 
match the color of her twin brother’s wig. The twins paid closer attention to the 
geographic locations situated on the map. 

“What’s the latest from Syria, Your Highness?” Halfrida asked. 

“The so-called ‘Arab Spring’ is making the entire Middle East less safe for 
everyone else outside the region,” Perpetua lamented. “My crewmates have just 
informed me that Pax Americana is beginning to support Syrian rebel opposition 
forces. The Clancyites’ brethren, the Reaganjugend, are now arming and training 
them against the pro-Assad forces. They want to make sure that regime change 
comes to Syria and eventually Iran! This in turn will allow Washington-Reich to 
cut off the GACSS’ crude oil imports!” 

Eyeing the Brotzman twins, Perpetua banged on one of the desks with a 
clenched fist. “We can’t just stand by here and let them get away with that!” 

Halfrida grinned. “For someone from the Underground, you seem to be 
concerned about Ryanite interests in Brotzmanskrieg, Your Highness,” she said. 

“Tell me about it,” Harold chimed. “I was thinking we’d be enemies, now 
that most of the original signatories of the Anti-EuroGov Pact have abandoned 
it.” He glanced at the map on the desk. 

“What do your Cousin Bruno and I have to gain by betraying you and the 
GACSS, State Chancellor?” Perpetua questioned. “You know as well as I do that I 
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and Bruno have been faithful in our obligations as one of the original signatories 
to the Anti-EuroGov Pact. Horst Brotzman, His Greatness, and Cardinal Wolk 
may have backed out of it, but you can never say the same for us.” 

“Good to hear,” Halfrida spoke. “It’s quite heartwarming enough for us to be 
reassured of where your convictions and interests are, Your Highness.” 

“In any case,” Harold said, “We need to stay focused on the current task at 
hand. The Russians and Chinese will be taking care of the Syrians and Iranians in 
out absence.” He glimpsed at the map again. “So, what are our plans for this so- 
called Demilitarized Zone (DMZ), Your Highness?” 

Perpetua pointed her finger at Atlantic City in southeastern New Jersey. “Our 
investments in the American National Railway Initiative have presented us with a 
promising opportunity, State Chancellor. If you and Halfrida decide that this will 
be lucrative for us, then you have the backing of both Bruno and me.” 

“Sis,” Harold asked Halfrida, “What is Her Highness trying to imply?” 

“Remember that plaque we had encountered outside the Trump Taj Mahal?” 
Halfrida told him. “Remember that time when we were discussing about the Revel 
Casino Hotel Atlantic City?” 

Harold nodded. “Yes, I still remember that rainy day. Why, is there 
something that may be of interest to the GACSS in Atlantic City?” 

“There is something of interest to the GACSS,” Perpetua elaborated. 
“Trump Entertainment Resorts appears to be unstable and may be ready to 
declare bankruptcy in the next year or two.” 

“That would mean the Trump Taj Mahal and Trump Plaza will be up for sale 
in the not-too-distant future,” Halfrida spoke. 

“Yeah, and assuming Icahn Enterprises doesn’t acquire the Plaza and Taj 
Mahal before the Anti-EuroGov Pact,” Harold opined. “But even then, sis, I 
doubt Carl Icahn and Icahn Enterprises will be able to hold onto both casino and 
casino resorts in the long run.” 

Halfrida stroked her chin. “Dear brother, are you anticipating a possibility 
where the Plaza would close before the Taj Mahal?” 

“T do,” Harold replied. “Acquiring both of those resorts will enable us to 
better fortify Ryanite positions east of Wonderland in New Jersey. This move will 
also secure our hard-fought holdings in Other-Atlantic City and Other- 
Philadelphia as well.” He turned to his sister. “Wouldn’t you agree?” 

“Sounds like a strategy I would consider myself.” A mischievous grin 
appeared on Halfrida’s face. “But still, I remain curious about the Revel’s fate.” 

“Same here,” Harold mused. “Will it last longer than Plaza and Taj Mahal?” 

“The Revel was still built on unstable funding and poorly-planned 
construction plans,” Perpetua told the Brotzman twins. “There have been 
speculations that it may declare bankruptcy sooner than the Plaza and Taj Mahal. 
Securing all three will not only boost Ryanite interests in Brotzmanskrieg, but they 
will also provide a fast supply route in the Real World for our proposed DMZ.” 

“Perfect planning, Your Highness,” Halfrida praised, “That should connect 
out new fleet of trains to the proposed building sites in our construction plans for 


237 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 
manufacturing facilities within the Real World section of the DMZ.” She gawked 
and pointed at Newark, Metuchen, Paterson, and New York. “There is a lot of 
old, abandoned industrial buildings once dedicated to chemical, petroleum, 
munitions, fashion and apparel, leather, and various other light and heavy 
manufacturing sectors.” 

“It looks like New Jersey will be home to plenty of ideal places to build up 
Ryanite armaments industry,’ Harold smiled. “Besides, with the way things are 
heading for Brotzmanskrieg, we're going to need to play catch up with the 
Underground and Pax Americana in terms of war production.” 

“We should also take control of the electrical power plants throughout the 
State of New Jersey as well,” Halftida suggested. “We're going to need a lot of 
power for those facilities and we can’t afford to acquire them from either 
Wonderland or else the Duopoly of all people.” 

“That’s right,” Harold opined, “Keep things simple and under wraps.” 

“Not only that,” Perpetua added. “Significant Ryanite investments in New 
Jersey will also be our best shot toward all winning the support of the electorate 
over there once Herbert Wolff wins next year’s Mayoral Election in New York. If 
all goes well for us and for Herbert Wolff, then we can envisage a future where the 
Duopoly no longer governs over the United States.” 

She gestured at New York City. “Speaking of which, State Chancellor, New 
York also has opportunities for constructing industrial and shipbuilding facilities in 
the Bronx, Staten Island, and even here, in Staten Island.” 

The mischievous grin on Halfrida’s face grew even wider. “The Underground 
and Pax Americana, not to mention the Conspiracy, won’t even see this coming.” 

“T agree.” Harold nodded. 
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Chapter Twenty Five: Permanent Revolution 


ise Man and Reichsadler; August 4, 2012 
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“The completion of the Socialist Revolution within national limits [Socialism in One Country’] 
is unthinkable. One of the basic reasons for the crisis in bourgeois society is the fact that the 
productive forces created by it can no longer be reconciled with the framework of the national state. 
From this follows on the one hand, imperialist wars, on the other, the utopia of a bourgeois 
United States of Europe [Read: the EU/NATO}. The Socialist Revolution begins on the 
national arena, it unfolds on the international arena, and is completed on the world arena. Thus, 
the Socialist Revolution becomes a ‘Permanent Revolution’ in a newer and broader sense of the 
word, it attains completion, only in the final victory of the new society on our entire planet.” 
-Leon Trotsky, The Permanent Revolution, ca. 1931 


control of a nation’s government, will always face a key existential question. 

Should its ideological adherents end their ‘revolution’ once they take control of a national 
government, or should they continue it? Political Science and World History have known 
of three crucial case studies since the Enlightenment of the 18 century: 
Liberalism, Communism, and National Socialism. 

For Liberalism, the Duopoly’s ‘American Exceptionalism’ and ‘Empire of 
Liberty’ were the revolutionary vanguard of the Founding Fathers’ Enlightenment 
ideals since the 1780s. Hans Morgenthau, Henry Kissinger, Zbigniew Brzezinski, 
Dick and Liz Cheney, Robert Kagan, and countless others have all attested to this. 

The Cheneys argued in their book, Exceptional: Why the World Needs a Powerful 
America, that American Exceptionalism has existed for centuries, becoming 
increasingly pronounced since the American Civil War. Kissinget’s World Order 
maintained that the LIEO was an extension of American Exceptionalism, because 
every foreign policy-oriented US President from Woodrow Wilson to Barack 
Obama has dutifully adhered to it. And Kagan’s The Jungle Grows Back: America and 
Our Imperiled World warned of Russia, China, and others challenging the LIEO. 

For Communism, back in the 19% century, Karl Marx and Friedrich Engels 
both maintained in The Communist Manifesto that true Communism must never be 
restricted to one nation alone. By the 20 century, when the Soviet Union came 
into being, the Communist International was divided over Soviet foreign policy. 

Those divisions widened after the passing of Vladimir Lenin and failed 
revolutions in Germany, Hungary, Spain, the United States, France, and others. 
Communists since then were forced into choosing one of two options: Josef 
Stalin’s ‘Socialism in One Country’ or Leon Trotsky’s ‘Permanent Revolution’. 

Por National Socialism, the Nazis and their ideological successors had two 
versions of the same question. One came before the Night of the Long Knives, 
the other a two-part dilemma after 1945. Both versions revolved around similar 
issues and dilemmas, but happened at different times and for different reasons. 

In the Night of the Long Knives version, Ernst R6hm, Gottfried Feder, 
Gregor and Otto StraBer, and other ‘Strasserists’ wanted the National Socialist 
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revolution to continue unabated. They wanted the SA (Starmabteilung), not 
Wehrmacht or 44, to become the German armed forces and seek rapprochement 
with the Soviets against the Liberal Capitalist French, British, and Americans. 

But Rudolf Hess, Heinrich Himmler, Hermann Goring, Joseph Goebbels and 
other ‘Hitlerists’ had other ideas. They argued that the Party still needs Germany’s 
industrialists, Prussian nobility and military aristocrats—people like the Brotzmans. 
They also wanted British rapprochement and the Waffen-44, not Wehrmacht or 
SA, as the Party’s standard bearer to rally all Nationalists, Fascists, and Anti- 
Communists in a global ‘Crusade against Bolshevism’ and ‘World Jewry’. 

The post-1945 version has two parts. The first part was over whether post- 
Wat National Socialism should ditch its marriage of convenience with the 
Democratic-Republican Duopoly during the Cold War or afterward. The other, a 
sectarian conflict during the Yugoslav War, pitted pro-Croatian Western Neo-Nazi 
mercenaries against their pro-Serbian Eastern European brethren in combat. 

As for Radical Distributism, Harold and Halfrida succeeded in convincing the 
Ryanites to ignore the question altogether. They did not want GACSS to suffer the 
same fates as the Duopoly, the Soviets, and the Nazis. But in doing so, the 
Brotzman twins underestimated the potential in the ‘Distributist International’, 
preferring that it rather be a little playpen and nothing else. However, that decision 
of theirs was never approved by Cardinal Wolk, Cousins Ulrich and Bruno, the 
twins Onkel Father Leonard, Duchess Perpetua, and even the Helden. 

KK 

Catholic America’s fate was decided in the late-night hours of August 4, in a 
gated community outside the bustling streets of Philadelphia. Cardinal Wolk had 
invited the Brotzman twins and the Lovers to His Eminence’s personal residence, 
a 10,000-square-foot manor house. The Brotzman twins were seated around a long 
oak-furnished conference table with Cardinal Wolk and several of His Eminence’s 
pro-Ryanite Bishops and Archbishops in the USCCB. The doors to this 
conference room were closed and locked from the inside. 

After leading the Brotzman twins and the others through a meaningful 
prayer, Cardinal Wolk made the sign of the cross and addressed the Brotzman 
twins. “States Chancellor and President, I assume you are well-aware as to why I 
have summoned you and your godparents here tonight?” 

The Brotzman twins faced Cardinal Wolk and nodded their heads. 

“Cardinal Manning has been forced to resign as head of the Archdiocese of 
Los Angeles, Your Eminence,” Harold announced. “Cardinal Manning and the 
Clancyite-Underground faction of clergy and religious have all been targeted in a 
recent child sex abuse scandal by the authorities in Washington DC. We will 
cooperate with the Duopoly in helping them deliver justice to the elderly victims.” 

Harold slouched in his chair. “In the meantime, Archbishop Stanislaus 
Dubanowski-Falkenrath of San Francisco, Cardinal Manning’s designated 
successor, has assured me and the State Chancellery to refrain from siding with 
either GACSS or Pax Americana for the duration of Brotzmanskrieg.” 
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“T have also consulted with the clergymen in His Excellency’s previous duty 
station in San Francisco, just as you requested, Your Eminence,” Halfrida 
reported. “Archbishop Dubanowski-Falkenrath may be affiliated with Polish 
members of the Distributist International, the pro-GACSS Dubanowski family, 
but there is no evidence indicating that His Excellency supported Archbishop 
Hawthorne and his nephew or their so-called ‘Confederation Program.” 

“This is why I advised against abolishing the Distributist International,” His 
Eminence told Harold. “You and Halfrida are going to need allies in this conflict.” 

“Of course, Your Eminence,” Harold added, “But Washington-Reich is still 
insisting that we recognize the autonomy and independence of the Confederation 
Program and its SSE. He warns that Pax Americana will intervene on theirs and 
the Underground’s behalf if GACSS ever attacks the Confederation Program.” 

“But that does not mean our boy on the inside, Francis Leblanc, cannot 
usurp power from the Hawthornes for us,” Halfrida chuckled. “Neither the 
Hawthornes, nor Washington-Reich, nor the House of Raynerson are aware of 
Leblanc being on our side.” 

“And it would be ideal for all of us that they remain in ignorance,” Harold 
said. “That is why I am leaving all communications between us and Leblanc 
carried out by Her Highness, Duchess Perpetua, and my Cousin Bruno.” 

“Do not worry, Your Eminence,” Halfrida told Cardinal Wolk, “Those two 
have proven themselves worthy of fighting alongside us already.” 

“Then you have the approvals of both myself and the rest of the USCCB in 
pursuing your upcoming plans for the Ryanite Convention and State Chancellery,” 
Cardinal Wolk responded. “Everything that you and the Ryanites are about to do 
should have been done by our predecessors back when Howard Wolff was still the 
State Chancellor of the First RPS.” 

Halfrida grinned. “Certain actions take time than others. This, along with the 
Confederation Program’s annexation into the GACSS, is one of them.” 

Walther emerged from the darkness behind the twins’ chairs. He plodded 
forward and offered the State Chancellor his personal notebook. Harold, holding 
his trusty fountain pen, took the notebook from Walther’s hand. Halfrida adjusted 
her slouched seating posture and crossed her arms. Walther stepped away from 
the twins’ chairs and stood beside his wife in the darkness. 

Putting on a pair of aviator-style reading glasses, Cardinal Wolk picked up 
several sheets of paper and read proceeded to read aloud several of the typed 
statements. “Have you made up your minds regarding your final decisions?” 

“We have,” Harold and Halfrida answered. 

Cardinal Wolk and the other clergymen listened to the twins. His Eminence 
motioned them to speak, starting with the State Chancellor. “Your Eminence,” 
Harold concluded, “We believe that GACSS should pursue a Radical Distributist- 
style ‘Permanent Revolution’. It must be one that is congruent to four-centuries- 
long mission of American Catholic Education. We, together with the student 
government, believe that GACSS should serve as the vanguard to save Catholic 
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America and serve the bishops’ conference and their struggle against the 
‘Americanist Heresy.” 

“For far too long, Catholic America has spent well over a century refusing to 
answer, let alone address, the existence of the Americanist Heresy.” Harold smiled. 
“The GACSS, my twin sister, and I are convinced that we can help the bishops’ 
conference to ferret it out in the school classrooms and in the toilet.” 

“Silly, dear brother,” Halfrida chortled, “Why on Earth would anyone be 
hiding the Americanist Heresy inside a toilet of all places?” 

“You never know, sis...” Harold’s eyes darted across the room. “You just 
never know for certain.” He chuckled and tapped on his twin sister’s shoulder. 

Halfrida winked and nodded at him before eyeing Cardinal Wolk. “Anyway, 
Your Eminence,” she said, “We ask that you help us and the GACSS make the 
cultural and social environment of Catholic America more favorable to Ryanite 
interests. It would be best if you could get the bishops’ cooperation behind us.” 

“Then you have my prayers and blessings.” The papers in Cardinal Wolk’s 
hands had been agreed upon by His Eminence and the rest of the American 
Catholic Bishops. The sole exception to those terms was Archbishop Hawthorne 
of Miami. “From this day onward,” His Eminence said, ““We, the American 
Catholic Bishops conference, hereby decree that you agree to the following’...” 

Political scientists will be debating over how to describe GACSS’ peculiar 
political and economic systems long after Brotzmanskrieg and the War on Terror. 
As per Article 7 of the 1969 VCLT (Vienna Convention on the Law of Treaties), 
GACSS had a ‘Head of State’ and a ‘Head of Government’ like all other SSEs in 
the SGIEO. State President Halfrida Renate Brotzman was GACSS’ Head of 
Government, her designated successors State Chancellor Harold Sebastian 
Brotzman and Speaker of the Convention Father Aldrich Leonard Brotzman, 
OSA. The Head of State was always Johannes Cardinal Wolk of Philadelphia. 

2 KK 

Northeast Philadelphia’s P/aidstadt (Plaid City), an administrative headquarters 
built out of an abandoned three-story Catholic high school, served as the Ryanite 
version of Underground’s ‘Imperial Palace’. A concrete wall, topped with razor- 
sharp Concertina wire, surrounded the complex. Loud thunder boomed and 
banged. Twin lightning bolts flashed in the distance. Heavy rainfall poured from 
the dark clouds above. 

Squads of college-aged RGA sentries patrolled the grounds of Plaidstadt, 
accompanied by packs of leash-free German shepherds and Rottweiler canines. 
Several searchlights, positioned inside observation posts on the old school 
building’s rooftop, shined their lights along the patrol routes. 

More RGA sentries were posted at the rooftop observation posts, scanning 
the skies above for hijacked passenger jets. Many of them had their cocked and 
loaded MP40 submachine guns close to their sides. Two of them carried separate 
anti-aircraft missile launchers. One carried a NATO-issue Stinger, the other a 
Warsaw Pact-issue Strela-3 bought from Putin’s Russia. The ‘Harrisburg Incident’ 
back in late June was still fresh in Ryanite minds and nobody wanted any surprises. 
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Third Floor, Central Wing housed the State Chancellor Harold Brotzman’s 
executive office. Duchess Perpetua and Bruno stood in front of Harold’s desk 
inside the State Chancellor’s office. On the desk were assorted stacks of alleged 
‘pro-Radical Distributist? propaganda leaflets and posters confiscated from 
suspected spies by the Ryanite Civil Guard. The two love-birds combed through 
the various documents and examined their messages with magnifying glasses. 

Perpetua’s nose crinkled. She yawned, stretched her arms and crossed them. 
“Are you noticing what I am seeing?” She turned to Bruno. 

“T do.” Bruno nodded. “All of the messages within these propaganda posters 
and leaflets are contradictory of what we have been by the Ryanites in regards to 
Radical Distributism.” He picked up one of the leaflets on one hand and showed it 
to Perpetua. “Take a look at what this one is saying, Your Highness.” 

Holding onto the other half of the leaflet with her own hand, Perpetua’s 
grumbled. “The Duopoly or Pax Americana must have made this one.” 

Despite sharing similar values, Radical Distributism is not ‘Radical Centrism’. 
Radical Distributism will never be espoused or supported by Radical Centrists like 
Sir Nicholas William Peter Clegg; Ted Halstead and Michael Lind; Clinton-era 
advisor and CAP (Center for American Progress) Senior Fellow Matthew Miller; 
John Phillips Avlon; and Mark Ivor Satin. 

“Radical Centrists argue that ‘free enterprise’ or the ‘market economy’ is 
better suited for running and managing even public utilities and services,” Bruno 
recalled. “They do not support Guilds or Workers’ Councils. Many believe that the 
Duopoly’s Liberal International Economic Order (LIEO) is still viable and a few 
tweaks and reforms should be enough. American Radical Centrists are pro- 
Duopoly while also supporting Independents and Third Parties.” 

“But all of that runs counter to what Radical Distributists believe,’ Perpetua 
said. “They think that Radical Distributism, if detached from Distributism, will 
devolve into a pro-Duopoly form of Capitalist Neoliberal Democracy called the 
‘Third Way.’ They resent Radical Centrists’ fetish toward Laissez-Faire Capitalism 
and disregard toward the interests and rights of the working class.” 

“To distance their ‘radical centrism’ from Radical Centrists, Radical 
Distributists emulate the ‘Anarch’ of Ernst Jiinger. Whereas the Anarchist fights 
for Anarchism, the Catholic Anarch maintains his aloof and objective stance toward 
all political and economic systems; the Catholic faith serves as his guide. And just 
like the Catholic Anarch, the Radical Distributist obeys the laws of the land and 
values his political and economic freedom above all else. He acknowledges that he 
has his personal obligations to society, but he also knows when and how to rebel 
against it to preserve his personal freedoms.” 

“A Duopoly ‘partisan moves within the social or national party structure,’ 
while ‘the Anarch is outside of it.’ But unlike James Madison in Federalist Paper No. 
70 or the Radical Centrists, a Radical Distributist knows that he ‘cannot elude the 
party structure, since he lives in society.”’ Perpetua picked up another leaflet and 
showed it to Bruno. “Does this sound like anything your Cousin Hans-Ulrich 
would say as a Radical Distributist?” 
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“Tt does,’ Bruno answered. “But this, on the other hand, is a different 
matter.” He glared at the propaganda leaflet in Perpetua’s hand. 

Despite sharing similar values, Radical Distributism is not ‘Distributism’. 
Radical Distributism will never be supported by Distributists like Gilbert Keith 
and Arthur Kenneth Chesterton; Hilaire Belloc; Dorothy Day and Peter Maurin; 
Clifford Hugh Douglas and Arthur Joseph Penty; Fathers Vincent McNabb, OP 
and Horacio de la Costa, SJ; Ernst Friedrich Schumacher and others. 

“Distributists believe that State Socialism and Capitalism should be avoided,” 
Perpetua recalled. “Everything from the State is evil. They also think that the 
banking system as a whole should be abolished in favor of local credit unions.” 

“But you'll never hear any of that from Radical Distributists,” Bruno spoke. 
“They fear that Radical Distributism, if detached from Radical Centrism, will 
devolve into a pro-Ostara Conspiracy form of National Socialism called the “Third 
Position.” They condemn the Anti-Democratic, Antisemitic, and Anti-German 
sentiments from Distributists like the Chesterton Cousins, Belloc, and Douglas.” 

Perpetua cocked her head to the side. “Is that sor” 

“Ja, Radical Distributists are always challenging Distributism’s distrust of 
Socialism and banking,” Bruno replied. “By learning and reflecting on the harsh 
life-lessons of Otto von Bismarck and Hjalmar Schacht, they know better. Instead 
of ‘three acres and a cow’, it’s all about ‘whether the means of production are 
managed more effectively by a collective enterprise or by individual initiative.’ 
That’s how they fight Distributist bias against Bismarck’s ‘State Socialism.” 

“They also think that most people are illiterate in managing their finances. 
Thus, they oppose any dissolution of the banking system, preferring that it be 
nationalized by a democratically-elected government.” Bruno chuckled. “After all, 
‘money is the pre-condition for the development of the national economy,’ and 
‘those dealing with money lose sight of the concept of property.” 

“To control the production of wealth is to control human life itself,” 
Perpetua muttered, recalling Belloc’s book, The Servile State. 

The doors of the State Chancellor’s office were opened to reveal Harold, 
Halfrida, Ulrich, and Heinricka at the doorway. “We’re back from our visit to 
Cardinal Wolk,” Harold called out to Bruno and Perpetua as he and the others 
walked straight in. “You would not believe what just happened...” 

As if to make a mockery out of the Hitlergrufe (Hitler Salute), Bruno clicked 
the back of his heels and raised his right arm. “Hed dir, Mein Staatskanzler (Hail to 
thee, my State Chancellor)!” he greeted Harold with a playful and coy smile. 

“You look ridiculous, Bruno!” Perpetua snickered, tapping on Bruno’s chest 
with the back of her hand. “You’re no longer in the presence of your Opa!” She 
covered her mouth with both hands as she tried to conceal her laughter. 

“It’s a habit that I have trouble breaking,” Bruno confessed. “Believe it or 
not, ’m so used to doing this that I just can’t stop, Your Highness!” Cousins 
Ulrich and Heinricka laughed at him as they were closing the doors. 

Harold also chuckled, shaking his head in astonishment. “Y-you don’t have 
to do that in my presence,” he told Bruno. “I am not your new Fébrer. 1 am your 
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Cousin and State Chancellor of the Greater American Catholic School System. 
Please do not follow Lady Ostara’s Hitlerist death cult by founding a similar one 
devoted to me and my twin sister.” He wrapped his arm over Halfrida’s shoulder. 
“Real Strasserists are never like those pesky Hitlerists, incapable of thinking twice 
about whether Adolf Hitler actually did make any really stupid decisions or not.” 

Bruno laughed. “Ei, learn to stop taking my jokes too seriously for once, 
Harold!” Cracking another smile, he nodded his head up. 

Halfrida walked up to her twin brother’s side and whispered into his ear. “Is 
it still okay for us to be collaborating with Cousin Bruno and Her Highness like 
this? What happens if anyone finds out about our dealings with them?” 

“But will they ever?” Harold quipped. “I’m surprised no one has...” 

“State Chancellor,” Perpetua called out to Harold, “You and Halfrida need to 
take a look at this.” Motioning the Brotzman twins to join her and Bruno, she 
pointed her finger at all of the books and propaganda leaflets resting on the State 
Chancellor’s desk. “Your Cousin Bruno and I have reasons to suspect that two 
separate fifth columns are operating side-by-side within the GACSS. We think 
they are pursuing regime change for either the Duopoly or the Conspiracy.” 

The Brotzman twins nodded their heads. They strolled away from their like- 
minded Cousins at the doorway. Harold plopped down at his leather desk chair. 
Halfrida hovered over his right shoulder. Bruno offered Harold the magnifying 
glass that he was holding. Harold took the magnifying glass from him. 

“Just to be clear, I am sort of expecting the ADL and the SPLC people to be 
catching on to our associations with each other,” Ulrich told Harold and Halfrida. 
He cocked his head to the side, crossed his arms, and turned to Bruno and 
Perpetua. “Cousin,” he asked Bruno, “Did you somehow managed to give them 
one of our Sukarno gold certificates from Indonesia last year?” 

“Who said that I didn’t back in Chapter Fourteen?” Bruno chuckled. Before 
Ulrich could respond, he motioned both him and Heinricka to join him, Perpetua, 
and the Brotzman twins at the desk. “Just don’t tell anyone that it was me who 
gave them those certificates, Hans-Ulrich. Nobody likes getting pummeled to the 
ground by US Secret Service agents with big, strong arms!” 

Giggling, Heinricka shrugged her shoulders. “I guess Cousin Bruno and Her 
Highness know how to take good care of themselves without our help.” She and 
Ulrich plodded on the Persian rug laid in front of the State Chancellor’s desk. 

Ulrich sighed. “I pray that it stays this way...” He made the sign of the cross. 

“Natirhch.” Heinricka did the same. 

After spending the next several minutes studying the suspicious propaganda 
leaflets and posters on his desk, Harold laid the magnifying glass down on his 
desk. Bruno grabbed his magnifying glass from the desk and slid it down his 
pocket. Halfrida leaned against her twin brother’s leather chair, while Harold 
leaned back in his chair and stared at the steel crucifix mounted on a wall. 

A deafening silence pervaded inside the State Chancellor’s office. Everyone, 
including Bruno and Perpetua, were disturbed by the implications of what they 
had uncovered. None of them had any idea as to who was disseminating the 


245 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 
suspicious propaganda and who was leading those two independent fifth column 
movements for the Duopoly and the Conspiracy. The fact that RGA High 
Command, the student government, and Cardinal Wolk were oblivious to those 
fifth columns served to further compound the seriousness of it all. 

Without warning, Cousin Ulrich broke the silence. “I had a feeling we were 
going to have to deal with this at some point.” 

Halfrida stroked her chin. “And I have no evidence indicating that Bruno and 
Perpetua have any anything to do with this.” 

“How certain ate you?” Heinricka asked. 

“Oh, I am very certain, Heinricka,” Halfrida answered. “Do you really think I 
ort Walther and Isolde would have allowed those two and their like-minded 
relatives to be hanging around with us and our associates?” 

“None of them would,” Harold blurted. “It’s not the Lovers smartest play as 
Remnants intelligence agents sent to us from Prime Minister von Baumgartner. 
Until we have more evidence, we'll just have to keep our eyes open. In the 
meantime...” He paid brief glimpses of his Cousins and Duchess Perpetua. “The 
State Chancellery has two key objectives. What I am about to say here was never 
covered at all in Fame and Honor and The Plaid Dream.” 

He leaned forward. “Howard Wolffs older brother, Herbert, has informed 
me that the Ryanites in the New York Archdiocese are ready to declare 
independence from the Underground as the ‘Free SSE of New York.’ At the same 
time, Francis Leblanc has managed to become Nathaniel Hawthorne’s second-in- 
command within the Confederation Program.” 

“What do you have in mind, State Chancellor?” Perpetua asked. 

“Your Highness,” Harold said, “I want the five of us to get together again in 
New York later this year. Duchess Perpetua’s DMZ isn’t going to create itself out 
of thin air. Since my double from Fame and Honor is being cared for by the Lovers 
and Representative Margaret Diana Richardson from Arlington, bringing the 
Helden along with us is out of the question.” 

“We could just ask the rest of the Helden, dear brother,” Halfrida yawned. 

“Sorry, sis, that’s not possible.” Harold tilted his head toward his sister. 
“Your boyfriend and the others have been scheduled for retraining in The Plaid 
Dream. RGA High Command succeeded in convincing me to support the 
activation of Walther’s Adelburgers. I have recently signed the authorization to 
form the first Adelbu formation: the ‘Lezbgarde Harold Brotzman.”’ 

“Life Guards of Harold Brotzman...,”” Ulrich muttered under his throat. 

“That name is way better than ‘Lesbstandarte Adolf Hitler,” Bruno chortled. 

“But then again,” Perpetua opined, “The Waffen-4 is nothing like Napoleon 
Bonaparte’s Garde Impériale (Imperial Guard) from the Napoleonic Wars. I mean, 
who the hell is going to construe this as recreating the Waffen-442” 

Heinricka rolled her eyes. “Give us a freaking break for once...!” 

“T know!” Halfrida giggled and smirked. “Thank God we don’t have to be 
hearing a single word from the ADL and SPLC for the rest of this Series!’ She 
smirked and waved at the camera and the three girls beyond the fourth wall. 
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Chapter Twenty Six: ‘Adelheit Es Ist Soweit’ 
(Wise Man and Renate; May 5-June 12, 2013) 


“We are marching in a compact group along a precipitous and difficult path, firmly holding each 
other by the hand. We are surrounded on all sides by enemies, and we have to advance almost 
constantly under their fire. We have combined, by a freely adopted decision, for the purpose of 
fighting the enemy, and not of retreating into the neighboring marsh, the inhabitants of which, 
from the very outset, have reproached us with having separated ourselves into an exclusive group 
and with having chosen the path of struggle instead of the path of conciliation. And now some 
among us begin to cry out: ‘Let us go into the marsh? And when we begin to shame them, they 
retort: What backward people you are! Are_you not ashamed to deny us the liberty to invite you 

to take a better road!’” 
-Viladimir Lenin, What Is to Be Done?, ca. 1902 


neident’, a ‘Columbine-style Reichstag Fire’ orchestrated by the deranged, 

unhinged Lady Ostara. Cardinal Wolk and GACSS exerted control over 
Catholic teachers’ unions, NCEA (National Catholic Educational Association), 
Notre Dame’s ACE (Alliance for Catholic Education), Cardinal Newman Society, 
Catholic University of America (CUA) and other Catholic higher educational 
institutions, and various Catholic school-related Apparatchiks and Organs. Parish 
priests throughout America forcibly disbanded their parochial Boy and Girl Scout 
troops. The old American Catholic Boy and Girl Scout troops consolidated with 
Diocesan-sanctioned youth organizations like LifeTeen, creating a new GACSS- 
led youth countercultural movement. 

Catholic Charities ceased all Federal funding from the Duopoly. Media 
outlets like EWTN and CatholicTV fell into Ryanite hands and began 
broadcasting Ryanite-made, Diocesan-sanctioned movies, TV shows, and 
Volksmaschinenfilm. Non-Diocesan, non-Traditional Catholic newspaper like New 
Catholic Register and Catholic Worker were repurposed into state-run GACSS outlets. 
Various other organizations deemed or suspected to be hostile to the Brotzman 
twins and GACSS were brought under their control. 

By May 5, 2013, most of Catholic America was now gravitating around 
GACSS’ orbit. That same day, the Ryanite student government, RGA High 
Command, and the Volksarmee received letters from the Brotzman twins and 
their peers. The State Chancellor had approved the activation of 7. Adelbu Panzer- 
Division ‘Leibgarde Harold Brotzman (Lifeguards of Harold Brotzman). 

Two Leibgarde Adelburgets stood tall and erect on opposite ends of the 
doors to the State Chancellor’s office in the outside hallway. Each held a loaded 
G43 semi-auto rifle close to their right thighs, their rifles’ butts planted firmly 
against the carpeted floor. Three Ryanites and a Remnant in formal military 
general regalia strolled toward the doorway from the nearby elevator lobby. 

RGA General Jonathan Sawyer walked to the doorway. Following in his wake 
were Field Marshals Frederick Paulsen of 6% Army and Ambrose Thornton of 
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High Command, and Adelbu’s new Commandant, Walther Schaffer. The 
Adelburgers opened the doors to the State Chancellor’s office. General Sawyer 
stomped into the office and held up his copy of the letter. Paulsen, Thornton, and 
Walther followed after Sawyer. The two Adelburgers closed the doors behind 
them and remained at their posts. 

Inside the State Chancellor’s office, Harold was slouched in his chair behind 
the desk. Halfrida and Cousins Ulrich and Heinricka were standing in their usual 
positions. General Sawyer showed them the letter in his hand. “What the hell is 
this?” he demanded. “TI like to know why the State Chancellor, of all people, is 
deciding to take orders from a Remnant instead of me.” 

“What do you think it is?” Halfrida’s eyes narrowed, crossing her arms, 
addressing Sawyer in a snide voice. “The State Chancellor and I, along with our 
peers, are convinced that we need a paramilitary formation operating the RGA.” 

Foaming at the mouth, General Sawyer smacked the letter on the State 
Chancellor’s desk. “You don’t know what you’re doing, do you, State Chancellor?” 
Sawyer yelled. “Field Marshals Paulsen and Thornton and I spent our best years 
fighting for the Underground during the Rosy War.” He grumbled as he tilted his 
chin toward Walther, who was standing beside him. “Do you seriously think that 
my men and I are expecting to take orders from this Remnant after all the terrible 
things his people did to us during that war?” 

“Times have changed, General Sawyer.” Harold straightened the gray necktie 
of his Bishop Dowell uniform. “There have already been multiple attempts on my 
life and my twin sister’s in the past year alone.” You and the Volksarmee are 
dinosaurs compared to the rest of the GACSS. It may have saved the lives of 
Howard Wolff and his successors during the Sixties and Seventies, but those days 
are long gone now.” He leaned back in his chair. “The First RPS is old history 
now. As State Chancellor of GACSS, I have the right to restructure and change 
the composition of the State Chancellery as needed.” 

Sawyer clenched his fists and gritted his teeth. “You and your twin sister are 
all the same,” he growled at Harold. “Do you know who you are dealing with?” 

“T do, General,” Harold replied. “You’re dismissed!” He pointed at the doors. 

“There will be consequences,” Sawyer warned. He turned around, walked 
away from the desk, and pushed the doors open with both hands, exiting the 
office. The two posted Adelburgers closed the doors again. 

Field Marshals Paulsen and Thornton voiced similar objections. Thornton 
spoke first. “With all due respect, State Chancellor, I understand that you and the 
State President feel that it is necessary to activate the Leibearde.” 

“That is correct.” Harold nodded. 

“However, I have other doubts.” Thornton added, holding up his index 
finger. “You must understand the Leibgarde is going to rely on my armories and 
motor pools.” He glimpsed at Walther and Harold. “The proposed formations of 
any additional Adelbu Divisions, like the proposed forty that ‘Commandant 
Schaffer’ is proposing to do for the duration of Brotzmanskrieg, will no doubt be 
a drain on the RGA’s resources, personnel, and officer corps.” 


248 


WORLD IN FLAMES 

“And as if that alone is not bad enough, there are now even reports that one 
of your relatives wants to consider himself as an armed combatant in the RGA 
while remaining as a mercenary.” Thornton glared at Ulrich. “Like Field Marshal 
Paulsen, I am also very skeptical of you and the State President’s judgment in 
activating another separate formation in our Luftwaffe, the ‘Fallschirm-Panzer-Dwvision 
Ulich Brotzman, for political reasons.” 

“They may be Civil Guard, Ryanite student prefects, but they are still my 
men, Herr Generalfeldmarschall,” Ulrich quipped. “As a family relative to the 
States Chancellor and President, I reserve every right to give them access to any 
available RGA-issue weapons, equipment, vehicles, MAFVs and even A-Wings.” 
He placed his hands behind his back. “I also reserve the right to be able to 
command the Division bearing my namesake on the field and working in 
conjunction with the Leibgarde.” 

“Are you joking, kid?” Paulsen questioned. “Do you know how expensive all 
of this equipment is? Do you think Field Marshal Thornton and I, along with the 
rest of High Command, are going to let a civilian command an entire RGA 
airborne and armored division?” 

“Tam nota civilian,’ Ulrich told him. “I know how to handle myself.” 

Halfrida grinned. “I can attest to that, Field Marshal Paulsen. He is a 
Freiwilliger (Volunteer), not a mercenary, an irregular, a terrorist, or even a civilian.” 

“My twin sister has a point,” Harold chimed. 

“T certainly hope you know what you are doing, State Chancellor,” Thornton 
told Harold. He and Paulsen turned around and walked away from the desk. They 
passed by Walther on their way out the door. Thornton stopped by Walther. 
“Don’t think you can take my place, Remnant.” 

Walther rolled his eyes. “Who said I was ordered to replace your” He 
watched the two late twenty-somethings exit the State Chancellor’s office. When 
they were gone, he shrugged his shoulders and addressed the Brotzman twins. “It 
seems as though not everyone in the GACSS appreciates your recent decisions.” 

“T am not surprised that they would be at odds with our plans,” Heinricka 
voiced. “Even so, I think this should be a sign that General Sawyer and Field 
Marshal Paulsen are now onto us.” 

“And we were not at all expecting to be receiving any warm receptions from 
those at all, Walther,” Ulrich added. “Our hunch is that those two may turn on us 
if ever given the chance.” He leaned against the draping covering the window 
behind him and Heinricka. “That’s why we’re counting on you and Isolde to keep 
a closer eye on them.” 

Halfrida whispered to her brother. “The sight of lavishly-equipped Adelbu 
divisions will no doubt make RGA High Command feel subordinated in the grand 
scheme of things.” She stroked her chin. “Dear brother, I recommend that we 
bring the Leibgarde and any future Adelbu Divisions under the direct command 
and control of High Command at Schlof Schwarzenstein (Castle Blackstone).” 


“Pll make a note of that in the near future, sis,” Harold replied. 
OOK 


249 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 
(One week later) 

Cousin Bruno sat back in a wooden chair behind a school desk. He and the 
Brotzman twins were waiting for Duchess Perpetua and Ulrich inside Room 360- 
A at Sacred Heart Academy. He was flipping through the pages of Barack 
Obama’s 2006 memoir, The Audacity of Hope: Thoughts on Reclaiming the American 
Dream. “Hallo da.’ He turned back a page. “Why have I not read this book 
sooner?” he murmured. Grabbing a highlighter from the desk, Bruno chuckled as 
he highlighted a revealing passage by the 44" President of the United States. 

The highlighted passage in question read: “And if I’m honest with myself, I must 
admit that I'm not entirely immune to such nativist sentiments. When I see Mexican flags waved 
at pro-immigration demonstrations, I sometimes feel a flush of patriotic resentment. When I'm 
forced to use a translator to communicate with the guy fixing my car, I feel a certain frustration, 

The Brotzman twins, crossdressing in Sacred Heart summer uniforms, 
gawked at Bruno while he was reading. Harold and Halfrida were seated together 
behind two adjacent school desks lined against each other. They cooed at Bruno 
from the other side of the classroom. 

“Bruno seems to be more enthusiastic than usual,” Harold whispered into 
Halfrida’s ear. “Wouldn’t you agree?” 

“And why wouldn’t he, dear brother?” she whispered back. “Howard Wolff, 
not Obama, has been the incumbent President of the United States for the past 
four months now. With Wolff now in charge, Duopoly is obstructed at every turn, 
while we and the Anti-EuroGov Pact manipulate things in our favor at various 
times.” Halfrida grinned. “The ‘Kohler Act’ will be one of them.” 

“Of course,” Harold chuckled, “We can’t forget about the Kohler Act and 
what awaits every school system in America except ours.” He yawned. “Isn’t it 
interesting how, in just four months alone, America is more divided and chaotic, 
now that millions of Americans are bickering over pretty much everything?” 

“It’s always been that way, hasn’t it?” Halfrida pondered. 

“Yes, but something tells me that life in this country has gotten a little more 
chaotic in our favor, thanks to President Wolff,’ Harold said. 

Bruno broke out in laughter. “Have you ever been curious about everything 
that made the Democratic and Republican halves of the Duopoly tick?” Closing 
his copy of Audacity of Hope, he adjusted his seating posture and turned the chair 
parallel to Harold and Halfrida. 

“Ts it related to National Socialism?” Harold mused. 

“What made you say that?” Halfrida said to her brother. 

“Um, isn’t it obvious?” Harold responded. “A Neo-Nazi is asking whether 
we want to know the most verboren secret that we are never supposed to know.” 

Halfrida gigeled. “Oh, give him a break for once, dear brother. After the 
SPLC defrocked its cofounder, Morris Dees, and with Abraham Foxman retiring 
and the ADL becoming more political, I doubt we'll be hearing more from those 
two anytime soon.” She yawned. “Besides, given the way those two have been 
acting in recent years, I wouldn’t be surprised to find out the Duopoly had 
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relegated them to the status of Duopoly Commissars. They’re about as warm and 
gentle as the Gestapo or the Stasi in my book, The Plaid Dream.” 

“How ironic...,” Harold quipped. 

“Why listen to them or the Simon Wiesenthal Center if they had done 
nothing to stop Horst Brotzman, Lady Ostara, and the other side of our family?” 
Halfrida added. “Why does it always have to be people like Cousin Bruno who 
dares to address the most important factor over every aspect of American life?” 

Bruno whistled. “Your twin sister has a point, State Chancellor. Rasse (Race) 
has been and will always continue to be the single most important factor 
governing every aspect of American life”’ He pointed at a convincing 
reproduction of the American Constitution pinned next to a similar reproduction 
of the Declaration of Independence on a corkboard. Harold and Halfrida tilted 
their chins away from Bruno and stared at the corkboard behind their heads. 

“The Duopoly’s Founding Fathers did a half-assed job drafting the 
Declaration of Independence and Constitution,” Bruno told them. “Race 
complicated everything for them. They refused to emancipate all of the African 
slaves, because they wanted half a million Americans to die almost a century later. 
They could have given African Americans so-called ‘Civil Rights’, but it took the 
Duopoly a whole century to guarantee them. And even then, the Duopoly is 
always finding ways to undermine them and their Gemeinschaften (Communities).” 

“And even after all of that, I am always left wondering why on Earth is 
almost no one in this country alarmed about the consequences of a majority- 
minority futurer’” Bruno questioned. “Does the Duopoly realize that so much of 
the so-called ‘political divide’ in their country is not ideological, but rather racial?” 

“Ethnic divisions died out after both World Wars,” Halfrida sighed. “And 
sectarian divisions between Catholic and Protestants were later exploited by the 
Republicans thanks to the Reagan Revolution.” She stroked her chin. “With 
almost all ethnic communities having been mostly annihilated and America being 
increasingly less religious, Cousin Bruno may have a point.” 

“Sis, do you realize who you are agreeing with?” Harold eyed his sister. 

Crossing her arms, Halfrida nodded. “Yes, but the racial divide in Duopoly 
politics affects everything related to the growing divisions among Americans. Since 
the Duopoly, the ADL or SPLC refuses to address these consequences, it’s up to 
people like Bruno to address them, except nobody in America trusts him!” 

“Then who else are we left with?” he asked. 

“People like you and me,” she answered. 

Bruno laughed. “This is how the Real World works. Why do you think 
nobody in the Bush 43 administration listened to Richard Clarke prior to 9/11?” 

Harold turned to Bruno. “How does race affect the American way of life?” 
He glimpsed at Halfrida. “Name some legitimate examples that neither side of the 
Duopoly will never be able to argue against all of us.” 

“Consider choice of Lebensraum (Living Space) for example,” Bruno spoke. 
“Why is it that the majority of Democratic voters prefer the Lebensraum of their 
Gemeinschaften to be smaller and more densely packed and their public places to be 
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within walking distance? Why is it that the majority of Republican voters prefer 
the Lebensraum of their Gemeinschaften to be larger and spread further apart, their 
public places several miles away from their homes? Public transportation within 
the Lebensraum is also a factor, with Democrats preferring public transportation 
whereas Republicans preferring little or none at all. That is just one example 
among many, Cousin, and I am confident that you and Halfrida will be able to 
uncover additional evidence along the way.” 

“But will we ever?” Harold questioned, tugging the flaxen tresses of his wig. 

The door to the classroom opened. Cousin Ulrich and Duchess Perpetua 
entered the classroom. Ulrich closed and locked the door behind Perpetua before 
addressing Bruno and the Brotzman twins. “Cousins, you would not believe what 
the Helden, Four Horsemen, Reichsadler, and I found out recently.” 

Halfrida faced Ulrich. “What did you all find?” 

Before Ulrich could speak, Perpetua responded. “Three things,” she replied, 
holding up three fingers on one hand. “First, we were proud to report that our 
newfound friends in the new ‘Catholic School International’ (CSD, the Distributist 
International’s successor, ate now working to disband Pax Americana’s Model- 
EU/NATO. The recent May elections have been successful for the Anti-EuroGov 
Pact to say the least.” 

“And the other two...?” Halfrida added. 

“Second,” Ulrich chimed, “RGA High Command has asked me and 
Commandant Schaffer to partake in Operation Duchesne next month. Third and 
final, they have also requested that the Helden and all the others participation in 
several secret assignments throughout Otherworld and Europe. The details for 
those ‘assignments’ are still forthcoming, however.” 

“Verdammt (Damn), it’s about time!” Bruno shook his head, sighing. “I was 
getting bored out of my mind by just hanging around in this country!” 

2K KK 
(One month later) 

June 12. Plaid Orchestra, the RGA’s intelligence-gathering wing, had drawn 
conclusions based on an intelligence debriefing the Lovers had with Hannelore 
Bauer earlier this year. Additional intelligence recovered from the Dweller World 
by the Helden and Representative Accardo indicated that the FYC Generalissimo 
Patrick Cardington-McAdams and his younger sibling and second-in-command, 
Lloyd, were feeding Ryanite secrets to Nathaniel Hawthorne—and, in turn, to 
Washington-Reich and Pax Americana. Harold, his Cousin Bruno, and Duchess 
Perpetua infiltrated the deep-underground facilities beneath the Cardington- 
McAdams ranch in Texas. 

Thousands of feet beneath the Cardington-McAdams ranch, sporadic clicking 
noises bounced on the concrete walls of a hallway outside a conference 
boardroom. The ceiling lights inside the hallway were flicking on and off as Cousin 
Bruno picked the lock on the conference room’s metal-framed door. 

“Could you hurry up?” Perpetua called out to Bruno. “If we stay here for too 
long, somebody is bound to notice the flickering lights as well as us.” She whipped 
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out her TT33 handgun, leaned against a wall opposite from where Harold was. 
Pulling back the slide and cocking it, she pointed the TT33 in the generation 
direction of a dim corridor adjacent to the hallway. 

“Almost there, Your Highness; I just need a few more seconds.” Bruno 
fumbled with the pick and tumbler, trying to get one of the pins inside the 
doorknob to move in the correct order. The darkness inside the corridor 
complicated things. That forced him to listen to the sound of the clicking and the 
sensation of movement his hands were feeling. 

How much longer is he going to take? Harold thought to himself. Drawing his Sig 
Sauer P210 from his holster, he crouched next to Duchess Perpetua and loaded a 
full magazine into the handgun. 

The lighting fixture over the doorway flickered back on. Perpetua and the 
two Brotzman Cousins were revealed, dressed in matching all-black Fackeltrager 
suits devoid of origin or identity. In front of Perpetua and Harold was the metal 
grating from an air ventilation duct left on the floor. The ventilation duct was left 
exposed to the cold, yet tense air inside the corridor. 

A few mote seconds passed. Bruno heard the sound of the door unlocking. 
All the pins inside the doorknob of the metal-framed door were now in their 
correct positions. “It’s done.” He turned the doorknob and pushed the door 
forward, opening it. 

Oh, thank God. Harold made the sign of the cross, breathing a sigh of relief. 

Standing by the doorway, Bruno turned to Perpetua. “Your Highness, do you 
still have the bomb that Halfrida prepared for us?” 

“Yes, I still have it.” Perpetua reached into her satchel to pull out several 
individual blocks of C4 plastic explosive charges strapped together with black 
strips of duct tape. A timer, fuze, and several multi-colored strands of wires were 
attached to the explosives. 

Bruno gestured her to enter the room. “You and Harold should hurry inside 
and plant the bomb for me.” He brandished his Reichsrevolvers from his two 
holsters. “Pll cover the door for you both.” 

“That won't be necessary.” Harold shook his head. “We don’t need two 
people to plant the bomb. I think Her Highness can handle this herself.” 

“No arguments from me, State Chancellor.” Perpetua jogged into the 
boardroom. “T can take care of your sister’s bomb on my own.” 

Harold and Bruno remained at the doorway. They waited for Perpetua as she 
planted the bomb at a concealable spot somewhere inside the room, rigging it to 
detonate within the next sixty minutes. While waiting, Harold spoke to Bruno. 
“Cousin,” Harold asked, “Now that Patrick and Lloyd McAdams are going to be 
killed soon, who’s next on our kill list?” 

“With Archbishop Hawthorne reaching retirement age, the time has come for 
us and the Anti-EuroGov Pact to dethrone His Excellency’s nephew,” Bruno said. 
“Francis Leblanc is now in the position to take over Nathaniel Hawthorne’s role 
as the Confederation’s ‘Chief Head Director.’ Are you willing to get your hands 
dirty on a tisk assassination like that?” 


253 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 

Harold nodded. “My sis and I should have no problems sorting out all the 
necessary arrangements,” he said. “What about you and Her Highness?” 

“We'll try to make it look like the Conspiracy did it instead of us,” Bruno 
suggested. “It’s best that we prevent anyone, including the reader, from knowing 
that we are going to be the ones behind his mysterious death.” 

Perpetua reemerged from the darkened conference room. “The bomb has 
been set to blow at the exact time of Patrick and Lloyd’s upcoming meeting.” She 
peered over her shoulders. “We better hide all evidence of our presence and 
escape from the facility before anyone finds us.” 

2K 
(One day later) 

June 14. America’s closest secrets, the cyber Holy Grail, were housed inside a 
non-descript janitor’s closet across the hall from the Situation Room. The closet 
was always closed and locked behind a keypad lock that only members of the 
President’s National Security Council knew. 

Inside, the room was dark and lifeless. Central mainframes lined against walls, 
clicking and ticking. Monitors flickered to life. A laser grid mounted on the ceiling, 
walls, and floor deterred potential intruders. A computer mounted atop a desk on 
the other side of the room, behind it stood a glass wall that obstructed access to 
that side. A locked glass door stood in the middle of the glass wall. 

The computer at the desk flickered to life. The monitor glowed in the 
darkness. Onscreen, the cursor moved and hovered over a desktop icon for the 
‘Federal Computerized Information Management System’ (FCIMS). The cursor 
double-clicked it and ran the program. An unauthorized user had accessed the 
computer from an unknown location. 

White text was typed out on a bright blue background. It ran: WELCOME 
USER TO THE FEDERAL COMPUTERIZED INFORMATION 
MANAGEMENT SYSTEM (FCIMS)! VERSION 5.21. COPYRIGHT 1982. 
ALL RIGHTS: (RESHRVED. FEDERAL LAW «PROHIBITS 
UNAUTHORIZED ACCESS AND/OR DISCLOSURE OF THIS 
SOFTWARE. UNAUTHORIZED USE AND/OR DISCLOSURE WILL 
RESULT IN FEDERAL PROSECUTION, IMPRSIONMENT AND/OR 
DEATH. PROCEED AT YOUR OWN PERIL. 

A user external to the Duopoly’s computer networks had hacked their way 
into the databases responsible for storing untold amounts of collected data and 
information. They searched through everything, from the browsing histories of 
individual Americans to all kinds of various governmental secrets known only to a 
select few among Washington-Reich’s employers. 

The user, its unauthorized presence still undetected, proceeded to download 
gigabytes of data related to various American military-industrial developmental 
projects at lightning speed. Everything needed to develop an actual model, 
assuming they had the necessary materials, was also copied. 

One of the schematics they were interested in was Northrup-Grumman plans 
related to the canceled production of the US Navy’s F-14D Super Tomcat Fighter. 
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Purther production and deployments of the F-14D, the definitive model of that 
naval fighter, were canceled toward the end of the Bush 43 years. The Navy was 
mote interested in the F/A-18 and was looking forward to the much-anticipated 
‘Joint Strike Fighter’ program: the Lockheed Martin F-35 Lightning H. The 
external user did not care about the politics or even the role which Vice President 
Dick Cheney may have had in canceling the F-14D program, even as it was also 
downloading canceled specifications for the modified ‘Bombcat’ model. 

But the user was far from satisfied. It even downloaded photocopied images 
retrieved from reels of microfilm produced in the aftermath of the Second World 
War. Invading the computer servers at the National Archives and Records 
Administration via FCIMS, they retrieved an exact total of 750,986 technical 
patents. Not one patent was ever transcribed in American English. Whatever 
American English there was came from intelligence reports describing them. For 
every one of those patents was typewritten in fluent German, complete with 
umlaut and eszett letterings, and stampings bearing striking twin 44 runes. 

The Duopoly had looted those from whatever remained of Germany when 
the Second World War ended. The technical patents in question belonged to the 
vatious teseatch and developmental projects conducted by 44 men like Horst 
Brotzman and the $4 think tank which the Ostara Conspiracy sprang from. 

The patents in question were as peculiar as their origins. One patent 
concetned universal synthetic blood, free from HIV/AIDS cross-contamination 
and compatible with all blood types and both Rhesus factors. Another was a more 
potent synthetic substitute for the antibiotic Penicillin. A patent for automotive 
super lubricants were later used as the secret formula for a petroleum company’s 
brand of motor oil in the 1970s and thereafter. And various even documented 
plans for video phones, personal computers, alternative fuels, and even stealth 
plane technology—the latter of which did not make its first appearance until the 
Reagan Revolution of the 1980s. 

The unknown user, upon downloading everything it could ever have wanted 
from the Duopoly, signed out of the FCIMS program. It went offline, 
disappearing into the annals of history. Back in the janitor’s closet, the computer 
monitor went to black as the hard drive was shutting itself down. 
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Chapter Twenty Seven: Duchesne 


Ryanite Chorus; June 21°-25", 2013 
(Ry 


‘We live in a world that is ringing with the clangor of weapons. Mankind is arming on all sides, 
and it will go ill with a state that is unable or unwilling to rely on its own strength.” 
-Heinz Guderian, Achtung — Panzer! 


campaign. An airborne and amphibious operation captured Other-Florida in 

Eden and tunnel warfare operations seized every Dweller city below Florida 
in the Dweller World. As the sun faded in the Florida of the Real World, in the 
Otherworld, the dark blue skies over Other-Florida were giving way to varying 
hues of purple, orange, and red. The Otherworld’s sun slowly rose from the east. 

Multiple bugles and sirens blared in the various airfields throughout 
Neudeutschland-occupied Other-Cuba, long columns of RGA A-Wings. Hangar 
doors were being opened as hundreds of A-Wings rolled out, all of them 
converging on the tarmac. Single-engine interceptors like the St. Francis of Assisi 
Fr100Js and Fr101P-1s, the former based on the Bf109G, were the first ones to 
take off. After them came the Ju87D dive bomber-inspired St. Gandolph Ga205E, 
followed by twin-engine Fr150H-3s and Ga210Fs, heavy multirole fighter- 
bombers modeled after the Me110G-2 and Ju88G. Last were the He111H-looking 
BI1303B and their naval bomber cousin, the B1321F. 

They formed separate columns as they taxied toward the takeoff runways. 
Each disappeared into the thick gray clouds that loomed overhead in the north. 
Somewhere among the clouds were Plaid Eminence and all of Rezhsadler Squadron. 
Ulrich’s Plaid Eminence had been a Fri50H-3s since the Harrisburg Incident, 
Heinricka flying as his copilot. Bruno, Rosalinde and Fabian still piloted their 
Fil52Gs as Reichsadler 1, 2, and 3, whereas Adelwolfa, Dieter and Kathe were 
now piloting Ga205Es as Reichsadler 4, 5, and 6. 

Ulrich and Bruno also escorted a prototype BI355C, a Ryanite-made strategic 
bomber based patterned after the Ju390. Flying alongside the crew of this BI355C, 
nicknamed the ‘Defveryman’, was Cousin Harold. 

Bruno radioed Harold. “Reichsadler 1 to Wise Man,” he said over the radio, 
“Are you going to be fine with that A-Wing headset and visor and controller? You 
are not as experienced as me, Ulrich, and the rest of your other Cousins.” 

“Tl be fine, Reichsadler 1,” Harold responded. “At least I am not the one 
piloting this thing. What concerns me more is whether or not this BI355C gets to 
Other-Savannah in airworthy condition.” 

“And it will,” Ulrich promised him. 

The A-Wings emerged from the clouds. The southern coast of Other-Florida 
was coming within view to the far north. Giuseppe Marchetti, famed RGA 
bomber ace and pilot of the Ded/veryman, contacted Harold and the rest of his crew. 
“Deliveryman to all crewmembers, report in at once!” Like the Ju390 it was based 
on, the lumbering four-engine A-Wing bomber had a crew of nine. Various 
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crewmembers had manned various plasma autocannons positioned in the dorsal, 
tail, waist, gondola, and the front. 

“Wise Man, Wise Man...!? Marchetti hollered at Harold. 

Bruno whistled at Harold. “Better not keep the Captain waiting, Cousin.” 

“You're right.” Harold switched frequencies and contacted Marchetti. “?’m 
here, Captain Marchetti. Where do you need me?” 

“Pve having you take over as our bombardier controls,” Marchetti told him. 
“You are free to take over any other positions if the others are either dead or 
incapacitated. But whatever happens, we’re counting on you to deliver the payload 
for us once we reach the airspace over Other-Savannah.” 

“Understood, Deliveryman,” Harold complied. 

One of Marchetti’s crewmembers hollered at him. “Cap, we need someone to 
man the tail gunner position for us.” 

“Wise Man,” Marchetti requested, “Could you man that position for us? It'll 
take us a while before we reach Other-Savannah.” 

“Pm on it.” Harold adjusted the frequency of his headset and visor, allowing 
him to take over the vacant tail gunner position. A green-colored reticle appeared 
in the center of a live feed from a camera attached to a tail-mounted plasma 
autocannon. “Okay, I’m all set.” 

In the choppy waters of the Other-Atlantic below were hundreds of Ryanite 
amphibious assault ships and various assorted landing craft carrying entire 
divisions of infantry, vehicles, and MAFVs. Rough waves crashed against their 
hulls and decks as they got closer to the shore. Companies of infantry climbed 
down long nets from the upper decks of long civilian container ships and boarded 
landing crafted attached to the ships’ ports and starboards. 

Cousin Adelwolfa spoke to Ulrich and Bruno. “Plaid Eminence and 
Reichsadler 1, Reichsadlers 5, 6, and I are within range of ground targets in Other- 
Plorida.” She, Dieter, and Kathe broke away from the rest of the flight and joined 
the various A-Wing fighters and ground attack planes zoomed past them. 

Air raid sirens wailed into the skies over Other-Florida. Underground Flak 
cannons, positioned along coastal defenses throughout Other-Miami, had been 
placed on full alert. Puffs of black smoke bloomed in the skies all around the eight 
A-Wings. Streams of AA gun tracers whirled upward. 

Delveryman and the Brotzman Cousins were approaching the airspace over 
Other-Miami. The morning sun was blotted out by the fury of intense aerial 
combat between hundreds of A-Wings from both sides. Underground interceptors 
played cat and mouse with their Ryanite adversaries, others chasing after their 
accompanying ground attack planes. The Ga205Es and Ga210Fs swooped down 
on various ground targets on the ground. They strafed MAFVs, concrete bunkers, 
and bamboo pillboxes with plasma and laser fire whilst dropping dozens of large 
unguided bombs overt various military structures. 

Back on the ground, the first wave of Ryanite landing craft reached the 
shoreline. Stray shells slammed into a few of them, the mangled and screaming 
bodies of RGA infantrymen flying in midair before crashing into the waters. The 
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water along the shore reddened with the blood of Ryanites. The landing craft 
stopped at the shoreline. Hundreds of RGA infantry climbed out while others ran 
out of their landing crafts. They hurried up the beaches amidst a hail of machine 
gun, mortar, and artillery fire. White smoke billowed on the beachheads as the 
RGA infantry advanced. Entire squads were cut down as they proceeded up the 
beach. Various MAFVs that made it to shore were blown to pieces by artillery. 

Squadrons of Ga205Es and Ga210Fs traveled overhead, heading toward the 
airspace above the naval port of Other-Miami. They dropped various torpedoes 
into the waters of Other-Miami and strafed the waters of the military naval harbor 
with laser machine guns and plasma cannons. The torpedoes caught several 
Underground Navy warships moored at the naval port unprepared. Various ships 
were run aground. Some capsized. Others sank into the shallow waters. AA crews 
aboatd the warships manned their battle stations and fended off the attacking 
Ryanite A-Wings. But the Ryanite A-Wings had the advantage and forced sailors 
to scuttle their ships and swim for their lives in burning, oil-drenched waters. 

Delveryman, Plaid Eminence, and Reichsadler 1 through 3 flew past the fiery 
inferno engulfing the naval port below. Multiple Underground St. Faustina Fa- 
38As and Fa-35Es, A-Wings modeled after the Soviet Yak-9 and MiG-3 
respectively, intercepted De/iveryman from all directions. Rosaline took evasive 
action and broke away from her Cousins and Delweryman. “Enemy fighters 
inbound!” she shouted over the radio. 

“Protect the bomber at all costs!’ Fabian yelled, following after her. 

“Reichsadler 2 and 3,” Bruno barked, “Assume attack formation.” He 
radioed Ulrich. “Cousin, I want you and Sorceress to help us sweep these annoying 
Faustinas away from Wise Man. Aves Klar” 

“Verstanden,” Ulrich acknowledged. 

Plaid Eminence and Reichsadlers 1 through 3 fanned out and engaged the 
approaching targets. Ulrich and Heinricka strayed away from Bruno, Rosalinde, 
and Fabian as they intercepted and downed several Fa-35E converging on the 
Deliveryman from above. The plasma autocannons of Dedveryman opened up on 
the attacking Fa-38As and Fa-35Es. Gunners operating the front, gondola, waist, 
and dorsal turrets peppered the skies and even shot several of them down. 

None of that mattered; the enemy continued to bring more A-Wing fighters 
airborne. “Where the hell are these bastards coming from?” Ulrich cried. 

No one bothered to answer Ulrich’s question. Not even Harold. Operating 
the tail gunner positon, Harold unleashed the plasma barrage with the autocannon 
at a squadron of Fa-38As attacking De/veryman from behind. Multiple plasma bolts 
veered towards the intercepting Fa-38A. One after the other, the enemy fighters 
burst into flames and had their wings and tails blown in half as they plummeted 
into the waters and urban areas below. More approached. He continued shooting. 

A lone Fa-35E tailed after Bruno’s A-Wing. It landed several shots at his 
Fi152G. “Scheie (Puck),” Bruno growled, “Ich bin getroffen (Pm hit)!” White smoke 
poured out of his A-Wing’s engine hood. He weaved through a field of black puffs 
of smoke and AA tracers. Several loose pieces of shrapnel from the exploding 
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FlaK cannon shells ricocheted against his fuselage. Bruno continued to evade the 
lone enemy fighter, hoping that either Rosalinde or Fabian would take him down. 

Behind Deliveryman’s tail, two Fa-38As were closing in on the Plaid Eminence. 
They sped towards its tail as they fired their laser guns at Ulrich’s A-Wing. Though 
few of their beams managed to hit the tail rudder and fuselage, Plaid Eminence was 
far from getting shot down. “Sorceress,” Ulrich cried, “Get them off our tail!” 

Heinricka, controlling the rear-mounted laser machine gun of the Plaid 
Eminence, unloaded bursts of laser beams at them. Ulrich steered the Plaid 
Eminence in a disorienting zigzag as he barrel-rolled his A-Wing behind Delwveryman. 
Harold fired several plasma bolts from his autocannon. The plasma bolts were 
going to collide with the Plaid Eminence’s flight path. 

“Get out of there, Ulrich!” Harold warned. 

“Hans-Ulrich,” Bruno screamed, “Mach schnell! Move your A-Wing!” 

Ulrich turned hard left. “Helge Scheifse (Holy shit)!” The plasma bolts came 
within mere inches of hitting Plaid Eminence. One bolt from Delveryman’s tail- 
mounted plasma cannon almost split the Plaid Eminence in half. “That was close,” 
he muttered under his throat. “Are you okay back there, Heinrickar” 

“Ja,” Heinricka replied, “Ich bin fein (I am fine).” She radioed Harold. “Be 
careful on with where are shooting, Wise Man!” Heinricka cautioned. 

“Try to freaking aim, will your” Fabian scolded Harold. “You almost hit 
Hans-Ulrich and Heinricka back there!” 

“And we're just getting started!” Rosalinde chimed. 

The combat in and around Other-Miami and elsewhere throughout Other- 
Plorida dragged on as the morning continued. Later in the morning, further inland 
a country highway road in the outskirts of Other-Savannah had been the site of a 
recent ambush. 

2 KK 

Silence. Two large, multilane highway roads to Other-Savannah and the 
border of Other-Florida were left with potholes and craters both big and small. 
The opposing roads littered with destroyed Soviet-made Underground BMP-2s 
and BTR-7s, exploded American M3 halftracks, Studebaker trucks, and jeeps and 
Humvees armed with NATO-issue M2 heavy machine guns. Hundreds of dead 
Underground infantry lay in pools of theit own blood, their bodies strewn not fat 
from their vehicles. 

Away from the roadside, hidden among fields of tall trees, dense brush and 
foliage was a battalion of Adelburgers, RGA commandos, and local Ryanite 
insurgents. All of them were accompanying Halfrida and the rest of the Helden. 

Margaret kneeled behind one bush with her siblings Percival and Jennifer, 
speaking into the handset of a field radio strapped to her back. Percival and 
Jennifer reloaded their MP40s whilst listening to their slightly older sister. 
“Request artillery bombardments at these coordinates...,” Margaret said before 
proceeding to enunciate a string of numbers and terms into the handset. 

“T can’t believe we’re attacking Other-Savannah,” Jennifer voiced. “Does 
Harold and Halfrida really think that capturing it from Pax Americana’s puppets 
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inside the House of Raynerson is going to help us capture the Savannah Corridor 
back in Real World?” she told her brother. 

Percival shrugged his shoulders, straddling a long and cumbersome 
Granatbiichse GrB39, a Panzerbiichse 39 Antitank Rifle retooled as a grenade 
launcher. “Perhaps, but it could also have something to do with an area of interest 
for Washington-Reich and his fellow Clancyites.” 

The rest of the Helden except Virgil and Halfrida were crouched in pairs 
behind several bushes surrounding a few trees. The Lovers Walther and Isolde 
stared at the scenery ahead. They waited for Halfrida’s next move. 

Lance yawned while he was exchanging small talk with Hannelore over a 
modification that Adalbert Munitions designed for his G43 rifle. “The Germans 
are so ingenious enough that they would develop an attachment to fire 
propaganda leaflets: a Propaganda-Gewehreranate. Can you believe that, Hannelore?” 

“Absolutely,” Hannelore retorted. Resting atop a tree stump next to their 
bush was a rectangular cardboard box containing four grenades. “Ever seen one of 
these before?” She picked one up from the box and showed it to Lance. 

“No, I have never seen anything like it before,” Lance replied. 

Light bulb-shaped in appearance and made of glass, the grenade in 
Hannelore’s hand was transparent and lacked any kind of explosive fuze 
mechanism. The grenade was sealed with a plastering of paris and contained two 
separate glass vials of titanium tetrachloride and calcium chloride. “They called 
this thing a “Blendk6rper 2H.” 

“Wow, I wonder why they never build weapons like these anymore,” Lance 
voiced. “It almost makes one wonder if the Duopoly allowed them to discontinue 
because of the EU/NATO’s STANAG (Standardization Agreement).” 

Across from Hannelore and Lance, behind another bush, Chandler held a lit 
match in front of a Cuban cigar that Representative Accardo’s was chomping on. 
The match generated a flame that lit the cigar. “How is it?’ Chandler asked him. 

Accardo exhaled and pulled the cigar from his mouth. “Great.” 

“No one from the Underground convoy survived the ambush, Four 
Horsemen,” Virgil said to Perpetua over the Helden’s radios. He was perched atop 
one of the trees, stalking the dead bodies for signs of life through the scope of a 
Dragunov rifle. A faint glimmer of light from the Otherworld sun’s rays was 
reflecting on one of the lens. 

The Dewy-Princess, its current incarnation being a Panzer IV/G-inspired 
Maurice II/G, was parked behind an unhedged bush. Parked beside it was Borussia. 
The two Ryanite MAFVs had much of their chassis covered in broken branches, 
leaves, and foliage thatched together to form makeshift camouflage. Behind the 
two MAFVs were two DEMAG halftracks sporting enclosed canopies over the 
exposed and small troop compartment. The one behind the Dewy-Princess housed 
Drusilla and her crew, the other behind Borussia encapsulating Perpetua, Felicity, 
Cecilia, and Philomena. 

Crouched between the two MAFVs and DEMAGs, Halfrida poked her head 
over a small shrub, her coal scuttle helmet adorned with pieces of broken twigs 
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and leaves. Her HK33 was slung over her shoulder. The thirty-round magazine 
was close to empty. She peered through a pair of binoculars and studied the 
landscape beyond the highway road and the surrounding No Man’s Land. 

The No Man’s Land beyond the highway road was dotted with vast, 
expansive open grassland. Parts of the landscape were littered with scorched 
chassis of Underground St. Marcella V/8s, Medium MAFVs patterned after the 
Soviet T-34/76 Mod. 42. Scattered peanut, cotton, tobacco, potato fields and 
abandoned farmhouses dotted the rest of the landscape beside peach and apple 
orchards. A few barns, grain silos, horse stables, cattle pastures, and chicken coops 
were also present around the farmhouses. 

Past the picturesque American Southern landscape were scattered ACP 
(Anomaly Causing Phenomena) clusters, their distortion and bending of reality 
detected on the Ryanites’ handheld ACP detectors. Not far from the ACP clusters 
were various buildings defining the outskirts and suburbs of Other-Savannah. 

The morning silence was shattered by the voice of her twin brother crackling 
inside her satchel. Halfrida flinched at the sound of his voice. “Renate, this is Wise 
Man...,” Harold announced. “It’s me, sis, do you read me, over?” 

Halfrida sighed. It’s about time, dear brother. W/ith one hand wrapped around the 
pair of binoculars, Halfrida reached for the radio handset from her satchel. She 
held the radio close to her other ear. “Wise Man, this is Renate,” Halfrida spoke 
into it. “I am reading you loud and clear. Do you read me, over?” 

“T hear you loud and clear as well, Renate.” 

“What is your current position, over?” 

Sounds of A-Wings flying overhead roared overhead. It was Deliveryman, Plaid 
Eminence, and Reihsadler 1 through 3. They were fast approaching the city limits of 
Other-Savannah in the distance. “We just passed the border between Other- 
Florida and Other-Georgia,” Harold replied. “We’re proceeding with the carpet 
bombing run as planned, over.” 

“Yeah, I noticed,” she replied, tilting her chin up and watching the A-Wings 
fly by her and the other Ryanites. “Just be careful with where you’re bombing.” 

“T got it, over and out.” Harold’s voice was replaced with static. 

A rapid succession of loud, thunderous explosions boomed in Downtown 
Other-Savannah. Halfrida gazed onward as her twin brother dropped dozens of 
small unguided bombs from Defveryman’s bomb bays. Upon placing her radio and 
binoculars back into her satchel, Halfrida swapped the magazine on her HK33 
with a fully loaded one. “We’re moving out!” She got up, gestured the others to 
follow her lead, traveled around the shrub, and hurried toward the highway road. 

The Helden and the others ran after her, with Dewy-Princess, Borussia and their 
crews’ DEMAG halftracks following suit. The four armored vehicles knocked 
down several trees, smashed a couple bushes, ran over a few animals and rolled 
past a few craters toward the highway road. 

2 KK 


(Four days later) 
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Seated at his oak-furnished desk inside the State Chancellor’s office, Harold 
glanced at a detailed intelligence report from RGA High Command. Duchess 
Perpetua and Bruno Brotzman were standing erect in front of the desk. 

The doors of the State Chancellor’s office opened. Harold’s eyes remained 
glued to the intelligence report whilst Perpetua and Bruno tilted their heads to find 
Harold’s secretary, Allison Schmidt, approaching the front of the desk from the 
doorway. Allison was carrying a ceramic cup and saucer of black tea and plate of 
British scones on a silver tray. 

Bruno and Perpetua stepped aside, allowing her to place the silver tray in the 
center of the desk. “Please do not forget to say grace, Harold.” She turned around 
and walked out of the office, the double doors closing and locking behind het. 

The report was an official communiqué from Halfrida. Ajfer Francine 
Cardington-McAdams and the FYC assured GACSS that it will abstain from declaring war 
against the Ryanites, Halfrida reported. Capturing Other-Savannah also marks our first step 
toward resolving the Savannah Corridor. Remnants frogmen, RGA and Adelburgers, and 
Ryanite insurgents spent the next four days wrestling control of Other-Savannah away from 
embattled Underground and Pax Americana forces. 

Our own forces pushed further into Other-Savannah, isolating the Underground and Pax 
Americana garrisons from each other into smaller, manageable pockets. Intense combat occurred 
in all of the city’s twenty-two public squares, where Underground and Pax Americana forces 
concentrated their pockets around. 

Today, I am proud to report that the last pockets of resistances were soon destroyed by the 
Ryanites. Our Ryanite Republic ensigns were hoisted over the city hall building. Operation 
Duchesne and the ceding of territories to a more pro-GACSS Confederation Program ended Pax 
Americana’s hegemony over the Savannah Corridor. 

Halfrida’s report continued. Similar overtures were also conducted by Underground, 
Neudeutschland, and Pax Americana. Remnants troops invaded Pax Americana’s colonial 
holdings in Other-Panama, Other-Nicaragua, Other-Guatemala, and Other-El Salvador. The 
neutral SSE of Other-Mexico witnessed an invasion by the Underground to prevent Remnants 
forces from attacking Eden from Other-Mexico. And Pax Americana sent troops to attack 
Other-Venexuela and Other-Columbia, tvo Neudeutschland-aligned buffer and chent SSEs. 
Ryanites feared the beginnings of a future war with the Clancyites as tensions between GACSS 
and Pax Americana flared as a consequence of the Battle of Other-Savannab. 

The tone of the report soon turned sour. Harold’s jaw dropped. Bruno 
snickered. “You look pessimistic, Cousin.” He cracked a smile. “It was just a 
minor setback, nothing too serious.” 

“T beg to differ,’ Perpetua yawned. “Pax Americana is supposedly the most 
powerful SSE in the entire SGIEO. They can and will eradicate the GACSS if they 
were ever given the chance.” 

Bruno laughed. “What a load of bullshit!’ His laughter grew even harder. 
“The Duopoly never won the Vietnam and Iraq Wars. All the money on the Erde 
will never defeat those born with indomitable will!” 

“T sure hope your boasting is worthy enough, Bruno.” Setting down the 
communique, Harold made the sign of the cross and proceeded to say grace. 
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Chapter Twenty Eight: HINDSIGHT, Pt. I 
(Ryanite Chorus; Jun. 30-Sept. 22, 2013) 


‘T have been taught by senior national security officials for decades never to bring them a problem 
without also suggesting a solution.” 

-Richard A. Clarke, Cyberwar: The Next Threat to 

National Security & What to Do About It 


with the GACSS were finally secured by June 30. The successes of Operation 

Duchesne and the capture of the Savannah Corridor coincided with another 
success for the GACSS on another front. Fifteen days earlier, on June 15, 
President Howard Erich Wolff, in a rare act of presidential clout, signed an 
uncompromised and unchanged draft of the ‘Empowering Childhood Nutritional 
Reasonability Act of 2013’, otherwise known as ‘Kohler Act’. 

Ostensibly intended to reduce childhood obesity rates among American 
youths, the Kohler Act’s true intention was to strike a devastating economic blow 
against American SSEs with the exception of the GACSS. It undermined the 
power and influence of multinational junk food corporations from influencing the 
affairs of secular American public and private schools, in addition to effectively 
prohibiting the manufacturing, possession, sale, and distribution of sugary and 
salty foods and drinks on school grounds. 

June 30. The value of such goods shot upward as demand far outpaced 
dwindling supplies. Shortages struck entire SSEs throughout the continental 
United States, as GACSS waged economic warfare against Underground 
Jackbooters and Pax Americana’s Reaganjugend. Ryanite Jackbooters cornered the 
trading of sugary and salty snacks inside the Floridian religious and secular 
schools, denying the profits of such goods from enemy Jackbooters. 

July 1. Entire battalions of Underground troops and Jackbooters became 
stranded in what was now Confederation Program territory. Under direct orders 
from Underground Central Command, they mounted a last-ditch capital flight 
plan of valuables from their holdouts and production centers within Floridian 
SSEs. Many MATVs and C-Wings were abandoned, their fuel tanks emptied of 
diesel or gasoline. In their wake came Confederation Program Jackbooters 
supported by victorious plainclothes RGA troops. 

July 2. The Confederation Program, upon capturing former Underground 
Jackbooter businesses and facilities throughout Florida, reactivated them under 
Ryanite control and oversight. Local friendly labor pitched in to bring overall 
productivity back to previous heights prior to Operation Duchesne. 

July 7. ANRI’s (American National Railway Initiative) ‘Richmond-Orlando 
Line’ completed the unfinished sections, presenting one of two opportunities for 
GACSS to link up with Ryanite Jackbooters in the Confederation Program. 
Another method involved a Teleportation Transponder junction linked to Other- 


A: to the Savannah Corridor for Ryanite Jackbooters and others aligned 
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Savannah, followed by either a highway or ferry trip from Other-Savannah to 
Confederation Program-occupied Other-Orlando. 

July 10. With the last of the Underground stragglers out of Confederation 
Program territory, Head Director Francis Leblanc proceeded to trade with 
GACSS. Its SSE and those belonging to others throughout Florida, along with 
holdings in various Dweller cities beneath the state, and assets in Other-Florida in 
Otherworld’s Eden were now to Ryanite Jackbooters from the GACSS. 

Ryanite capital, goods, labor, and commodities ebbed and flowed into the 
Confederation from GACSS. ERPA (Economic Redevelopment and Protection 
Agency) Bills, not US Dollars, became the medium of choice between the 
Confederation Program, GACSS, and others. 

In the late hours of the night, pairs of plainclothes RGA sentries mounted 
patrols on the countryside roads situated along the rail line on Ziindapp KS 750 
and BMW R75 motorcycles with attached sidecars. Searchlights were fixed onto 
the sidecars, allowing the passenger to shine powerful bright lights along the rail 
line for possible explosive devices or saboteurs. 

Armored train locomotives zoomed up and down ANRI’s completed 
‘Richmond-Orlando Line’. The front was festooned with Ryanite Republic 
ensigns. Each armored locomotive hauled a few dozen individual boxcars and 
flatcars covered with thick pieces of tarp. Crates and boxes stored inside boxcars, 
MATYVs and C-Wings atop the flatcars, and fuel cars filled with synthetic gasoline. 

July 20. The Ryanite student government received stimulating news from 
their friends in the Catholic School International (CSI). Pax Americana’s 
European allies, the Collaborators, grew polarized over support drifting away from 
Pax Americana and toward the GACSS. 

July 30. The Remnants of Neudeutschland had swept through Other-Mexico, 
reaching as far as the Other-Rio Grande separating Other-Mexico from 
Underground-held Other-Texas. Heavy fighting between Remnants and 
Underground forces became large-scale battles between thousands of MAFVs and 
A-Wings from both sides. 

September 2. GACSS’ Civil Guard uncovered evidence of subversive 
activities being conducted by a spy network connected to Pax Americana. Various 
intelligence reports indicated that Washington-Reich may be pursuing possible 
regime change against the GACSS from rogue elements within RGA High 
Command. Any discovered evidence regarding the identities of the suspected 
rogue generals and officers were destroyed. Traitors disappeared and found dead 
five days later. 

September 7. As if the threat of regime change by Pax Americana was bad 
enough, the Civil Guard also intercepted additional evidence of Horst Brotzman, 
Lady Ostara, and the rest of the Ostara Conspiracy undertaking similar activities 
against the GACSS as well. Again, more evidence continued to end up missing. 

September 15. With casualties soaring for Underground and Remnants forces 
along the Other-Rio Grande, the two sides dug in and fortified their positions. 
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Trench warfare was now all the rage. Sporadic skirmishes replaced the large-scale 
battles that defined the previous two months. 

September 22. The Brotzman twins had spent the past three months since 
Operation Duchesne in hiding. Nobody except their Cousins had any knowledge 
of either or both twins’ whereabouts. By late September, Harold and Halfrida 
reappeared from hiding. 

2K 
(Three months later) 

The Brotzman twins’ Mercedes-Benz 600 Grofer sped along the far-left lanes 
in the country highway in the German Autobahn. The chauffeur behind the wheel 
kept his foot on the accelerator. The Maybach V8 engine block beneath the matte- 
black hood roared like a thousand Valkyries. 

In the darkened backseat of the armored Mercedes, Harold sat in the seat 
next to the rear right-hand window. A leather briefcase rested on his lap, his wrist 
chained to its handle with a pair of handcuffs. He peered through the tinted 
bulletproof glass. Outside, it was still dark and the sun had yet to rouse her rosy 
fingers. Few cars were traveling on the other lanes. It was also a Sunday; the 
Autobahn would not be congested with busy commuters until tomorrow. 

The armored Mercedes was heading to Kaliningrad in Russia’s Kaliningrad 
Oblast—or Konigsberg in the Fatherland’s former East Prussia. Duchess Perpetua 
and Halfrida have made plans to conduct a sketchy undet-the-counter arms deal. 
Sis and me have friends who are a special kind of crazy, Harold reflected. 

“He (Hey)...!” Ulrich’s voice called out in a hushed tone. “...He, Bruno!” The 
darkness inside the backseat concealed his presence from Harold’s eyes. 

“Why do you need to speak with him, Ulrich?” Harold whispered. 

“Harold...,” Ulrich responded, “Are you awake, Cousin?” 

“Yeah, I’m wide awake,” he answered. 

“Could you check on Bruno for me and Halfridar” Ulrich asked. 

“Sure.” Harold turned his head away from the window and faced Bruno. 
“Cousin Bruno,” he whispered. “Are you awake?” 

Bruno sat in the seat opposite of Harold, the armored Mercedes’ minibar 
separating the two Brotzman Cousins. Harold saw Bruno’s head leaning against 
his window. Eyes were wide shut, his body curled whilst fastened to the seatbelt. 
Huh, he’s asleep, Harold pondered to himself. 

Ulrich called out to Harold. “Is he awake or not?” 

“No, [’m pretty sure he’s sleeping, Ulrich,” Harold replied. 

The ceiling car light in the backseat flickered to life. Halfrida had been asking 
for someone to get up from their seat just to turn on the light for her. Since Bruno 
was still asleep and both twins thought the other was asleep as well, Ulrich had to 
volunteer. “Is that better?” Ulrich asked Halftida. 

Sitting with her legs crossed, Halfrida unfolded the pages of a secret 
communiqué sent to GACSS’ student government directly from Washington- 
Reich himself. The light was enough for her to read the typewritten letters. 
“Perfect.” Halfrida’s jaw dropped. “You're kidding me!” 
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“Ob Mein Gott.” Ulrich plopped back on his seat and fastened his seatbelt 
again. “What is it now, Cousin?” Tilting his head toward Halfrida, he cocked his 
head to the side and glimpsed at the communiqué in her hands. 

Harold eyed his sister. “What does it say?” 

“Can you believe this, dear brother?” Halfrida scoffed at the communiqué. 
“Washineton-Reich swears that if we pull off another stunt like in Other-Savannah 
again, Pax Americana will not hesitate to unleash their Sarin nerve gas stockpiles!” 

So much for Weapons of Mass Destruction’, Harold thought. “It wasn’t that long 
ago when the Duopoly was concerned about somebody else having such chemical 
weapons...” His mind conjured images of Saddam Hussein meeting Donald 
Rumsfeld during the Iran-Iraq War back in the 1980s. Those images were later 
followed by another image of a bearded Saddam Hussein, caught by American 
troops at his hideout in ad-Dawr. 

The sun slowly rose from the horizon further up the road. The road led to a 
bridge across the Oder River portion of the Oder-NeifBe Line. Crossing the bridge 
across the Oder, the twins’ armored Mercedes entered Poland—or whatever was 
left of German Pommerania. 

Bruno yawned. He pulled his head away from the window. “Have we reached 
K6nigsberg yet?” He glared at Harold, Halfrida and Ulrich with bored gazes. “You 
know I hate long car rides whenever I’m not the one behind the wheel.” 

“We have quite a ways to go,” Halfrida replied. “Besides, Her Highness and I 
would not be going to Russia without a good reason.” 

“Remind me again why we’re going there?” Bruno quipped. 

“The money is not the important part, Cousin,” Ulrich said. 

“Then what is?” Bruno mused. 

Halfrida paused. “Have you ever read Catholic School Observer for once? The 
Duopoly, in addition to clashing with Al Assad’s Syria, is also planning regime 
change in Ukraine. No doubt Pax Americana will be involved there as well.” 

“T thought we established that Washington-Reich will start unleashing his 
chemical weapons arsenal on us and the Ryanites?” Ulrich recalled. 

“Of course,” Halfrida acknowledged, “But I am counting on Cousin Bruno 
and Her Highness to go after them instead of us, the Helden, and my dear 
brother.” Her mind was still bothered by the implications of Lady Ostara profiting 
from the infamous D-VIII drug to finance secret development of the Conspiracy 
Magic Eye A-Wings. “Besides, somebody has to remind the reader that the events 
of the next two Chapters are all connected to The Plaid Dream.” 

“Ja,” Ulrich quipped, “And in what way?” 

She stroked her chin. “Whatever the Conspiracy is developing must be 
enough to catch the attention of Pax Americana. That’s why we’re going to need 
Her Highness and Cousin Bruno to look into that matter for us and the others.” 

“And Pm guessing this is also where I come in as well?” Harold blurted. 

“Precisely, dear brother,’ Halfrida answered. She pointed her finger at the 
briefcase resting on Halfrida’s lap. “Remember that briefcase I gave you earlier?” 

He nodded. “What about it?” He tilted his chin down, eyeing it. 
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“Go ahead and open it,” she told him. 

With the key to his handcuffs, Harold freed his wrist from the briefcase 
handle. He opened the briefcase, pulling out a sheet of paper and a large stack of 
papers inside a file composition folder. Putting the sheet of paper back in the 
briefcase, Harold closed it and skimmed through the documents inside the folder. 

The file folder contained two sets of documents, typewritten and compiled 
by Duchess Perpetua and Halfrida. The two girls had spent the past year trying to 
piece together the history and origins of the Conspiracy’s Magic Eye A-Wings. 
They both concluded that the Magic Eyes were derived from an old Brotzman 
family-related R&D project known as ‘Project FORESIGHT’. 

The first set, authored by Harold’s twin sister, concerned FORESIGHT. It 
was the brainchild of ‘Dr.-Ing. Karl Johannes Stefan Wolk,’ an Austrian nuclear 
engineer from Vienna. The name was mentioned in the one of the pages which 
caught Harold’s eye. His eyebrows rose. Cardinal Wolk was a nuclear engineer before 
joining the Catholic priesthood? 

The second set pertained to a similar Brotzman family research project, 
‘Project HINDSIGHT’. As with FORESIGHT, Cardinal Wolk also headed 
HINDSIGHT. The projects were connected to His Eminence, both beginning 
and ending around the same time. Everything clicked inside Harold’s mind. 
“FORESIGHT and HINDSIGHT...,” he muttered. 

While Halfrida was mote concerned more about FORESIGHT, she was 
never able to find anything related to HINDSIGHT. Thus, Perpetua focused her 
attention on delving into Pax Americana and Washington-Reich’s unusual interest 
in HINDSIGHT. A passage within one of the pages confirmed Perpetua’s worst 
suspicions. It read: 

Unlike Project FORESIGHT, Project HINDSIGHT 7s not entirely a post-War 
development. Instead, HINDSIGHT is the Conspiracy’s attempts at continuing old Third 
Reich research projects related to ‘Stealth technology’. And Stealth technology would not be 
revisited until decades after World War II. In the meantime, however, the naval and aerial 
branches of the German Wehrmacht, the Kriegsmarine and the Luftwaffe, sought to develop early 
designs during that War. 

Two small glossy photographs were attached to the next few pages with 
paperclips. Harold paid brief glimpses of them as he read on. One photo depicted 
a German Type VIIC U-Boat, the other a modern-looking fighter-bomber 
resembling the much-later Northrup-Grumman B-2 Spirit Stealth Bomber. 

The Kriegsmarine commissioned U-480, a prototype Type VIIC U-Boat coated with a 
rubber-like adhesive known as ‘Alberich.’ The adhesive, filled with various holes to break up 
sound waves, enabled herself and her crew to become harder to detect on British AS DIC Sonar. 
U-480°s career ended in tragedy as the War came to a close. In 1945, she entered a secret 
minefield, designated Brazier D2’, where a seamine detonated near her stern. All hands on 
board perished as the U-480 descended further into the water, their fates unknown until 1997. 

Meanwhile, the Luftwaffe pioneered designs for a light bomber according to a directive 
issued by Hermann Géring himself. Known as the ‘3x1000’ program, Goring wanted a light 
bomber with a payload capacity of 1,000 kilograms (2,200 1b), be able to fly 1,000 kilometers 
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(620 mi) without refueling, and a top speed of 1,000 kilometers per hour (620 mph). One of the 
aircraft that entered the program was commissioned by the Gothaer Waggonfabrik aircraft firm. 
Designed by Reimar and Walter Horten, a delta-shaped stealth fighter-bomber known as the 
‘Gotha Go 229’ reduced its overall radar cross-section of aircraft, allowing it to become more 
difficult to detect on British radar systems. 

Horst and his brothers Arno and Sebastian were made aware of those projects late in the 
War, thanks to the military-industrial connections of their father, 44 Brigadefiibrer Dr.-Ing. 
Heinz Winifred Brotzman. As the Soviets and the Allies were sweeping through the Third 
Reich, the three brothers made a mad grab to acquire copies of the schematics for themselves. That 
enabled them to begin HINDSIGHT alongside Cardinal Wolk’s FORESIGHT. 

However, exactly how Pax Americana acquired the HINDSIGHT documents remains 
forthcoming. Regardless, one thing can be made certain. HINDSIGHT has reached the late 
prototype phase and it would not be long before it reaches early production. 

Harold sighed. That can’t be good. He shook his head. The rest of the 
document reported on a recent incident involving an A-Wing exhibiting 
characteristics similar to those which later inspired Project HINDSIGHT. 

cK 
(One month earlier) 

August 4. Thousands of Syrian opposition fighters launched an offensive 
from the rebel-held town of Salma. Their target was the coastal city of Latakia, 
which was still under the Al Assad regime’s control. A battalion of surplus Pax 
Americana DE-3 MAFVs spearheaded the rebel advance. Following in their wake 
were a platoon of ten St. Hubert H/B MAFV Destroyers. Turretless warhorses 
modelled after the StuG III/F, a dedicated tank killer modified from the Panzer 
III chassis. GACSS delivered those Ryanite-made MAFVs to the Syrian Army last 
year under the Anti-EuroGov Pact. 

August 8. In the late hours of the night, a Pax Americana C-130 Hercules 
aitdropped wooden crates of energy cells and spare parts over a rebel-occupied 
village. The captured Hubert II/Bs formed a defensive line along the road leading 
into the village, protected behind a wall of shoveled sand. The barrels of their 
plasma cannons tilted left and right as the gunners targeted an approaching Syrian 
Army platoon of Ryanite-made MAFVs. Downrange, in the vast expansive desert, 
were twelve Maurice II/Gs. 

The Hubert H/Bs fired their plasma cannons. The bluish energy bolts flying 
out of the cannons’ muzzle brakes brightened the surrounding darkness in brief 
flashes, giving away their positions. Most of the plasma bolts missed; the rest 
ricocheted on the front armor of the opposing Maurice II/Gs. 

The hostile Maurice I[/Gs returned fire as they kept moving. More brief 
flashes of bright blue lights illuminated the darkness before fading. Yet the closer 
they got to the rebel Hubert H/Bs, the deadlier the latter’s plasma cannons 
became. The rebel MAFVs hurled more plasma bolts at them. Some of their bolts 
pierced through two of the Maurice H/Gs, knocking both of them. Several more 
Maurice II/Gs had their coaxial turrets blown to pieces, others caught on fire. 
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Those Maurice II/Gs were not alone. The Syrian Army was just getting 
started. Following behind the destroyed Maurice II/Gs were additional Maurice 
II/Gs and several Maurice I/Fs led by a newer Maurice I/G. They throttled past 
their brethren’s destroyed and burning MAFVs, swerving and zigzagging as plasma 
bolts whizzed past them. 

Based on the Panzer IH/M, the Maurice I/G belonged to the officer 
commanding this MAFV unit. Its status as a ‘Command MAFV’ was made 
apparent by two funnel-tipped antennas protruding upward from behind its 
coaxial turret. The rebel Hubert H/Bs concentrated their firepower on the 
Maurice I/Gs, hoping to disorient and scatter the other Syrian Army MAFVs. 

The Maurice I/G took evasive maneuvers. The other pro-Assad MAFVs 
rolled in front of it, their front hulls, absorbing much of the incoming hits. More 
Mautice II/Gs wete knocked out, followed by the demises of several of the rebel 
Hubert II/Bs. Reinforcements from both sides converged on the roadway from 
opposing directions. 

Without warning, a Pax Americana squadron of delta-shaped A-Wings 
swooped down from the skies above. They resembled the Ga229 fighter-bomber 
outlined in Hermann GGring’s 3x1000 program, but boasting the state-of-the-act 
features of Lockheed-Martin’s ambitious F-22 Raptor. The center and side internal 
bay doors opened to reveal air-to-ground missiles and precision-guided smart 
bombs. “Pickle, pickle!” a girl announced over their radios. 

The girl and her squadron released their precision-guided bombs over the 
advancing Syrian Army Maurice I/Fs and II/Gs. The bombs landed over the 
roofs of the enemy MAFVs’ coaxial turrets, destroying them whole in an ensuing 
fireball. The delta-shaped A-Wings zoomed past the advancing pro-Assad 
MAFYVs, regaining altitude and preparing for another attack run. A few Maurice 
I/Fs were flipped over by the thrust created by these A-Wings’ afterburners, their 
crews disconnecting their headsets from them, virtually abandoning them. 

Circling overhead, the mysterious A-Wings returned and launched their air- 
to-ground at the remaining Maurices. Their missiles rammed straight into the 
chassis of twelve different MAFVs. One of them even struck the Maurice I/G 
Command MAFV, reducing it to a pile of scrap metal. 

The surviving pro-Assad MAFVs backed away from the defending rebels. 
Several more of them were knocked out when they rolled away with their rear 
engines were exposed whilst retreating. The girl and the other mysterious A-Wings 
picked away at them with potshots from their Gatling laser autocannons. 

“They’re retreating!’ One of the pilots bellowed. 

“We’re the best, we’re the best!” another bragged. 

“All in a day’s work, right?” The female flight lead chimed. “If only 
Hannelore was here...” It was Tsumugi Kessel, famed Hollywood child actress 
and fiancée of Washington-Reich. Under her command was a squadron of test 
pilots from the 280% Tactical Squadron, 5 Air Force Division. Cooling her 
afterburners, she yawed rightward in the general direction of the nearby village. 
The rest of her squadron followed suit. 


269 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 

Up ahead, TV-guided bombs, unguided rockets, and plasma bolts rained 
down on the rebel Hubert II/Bs and their DE-3 reinforcements. A squadron of 
seven Magic Eyes flew in an attack formation led by a larger saucer-shaped UAP 
(Unidentified Aerial Phenomena). The UAP was Lady Ostara’s AEIOU. 

“Look at what we have here?” Tsumugi and her fellow pilots intercepted 
them. Tsumugi chortled. “AEIOUs grace us with their presence!” 

“Praulein Kessel!’ Ostara cackled. “Face me, if you dare, Maschlingel” She 
shouted at Inge. “Kameradin Inge, you take the controls for me!” 

“Jawohl, Meine Dame!” Inge steered the AEIOU. 

A brief dogfight ensued between them, hundreds of feet above the carnage 
on the ground. At first, Ostara and her Magic Eyes appeared to be gaining the 
upper hand, but Tsumugi and the mysterious delta-shaped A-Wings proved them 
otherwise. Three Magic Eyes shot down. Two more badly damaged. 

Inge kept Ostara’s AEIOU on Tsumugi’s tail. Tsumugi, on the other hand, 
slammed on the brake and tilted the nose her A-Wing upward. AEIOU zoomed 
towards it, almost colliding straight into it. Inge swerved the AEIOU past it, 
inadvertently allowing Tsumugi to become the hunter. 

Closing in on AEIOU, Tsumugi unleashed a barrage of laser beams at it. She 
dodged a volley of incoming laser beams and plasma bolts fired by Ostara, her A- 
Wing weaving past them as they flew by. She lined up AEIOU in her sights and 
pelted bursts of laser beams at it. The beams ripped through the large flying disk’s 
armored hull. Sparks flew and black smoke plumed from the affected areas. 
“Verdammt\” Inge screamed, “Wir sind getroffen (We're hit)!” 

“Do not crash my A-Wing!” Ostara growled. “I shall have you whipped later 
for your insolence if you do!” 

“Ich weiB, Meine Dame!” Inge cried. She struggled with the controls as she 
did her best to keep AEJOU in the air, dodging more incoming laser beams in the 
process. Flames spewed from the damaged sections. 

Tsumugi and her fellow A-Wing pilots disengaged and flew away. It seemed 
like the AEIOU was going down-or so they thought. In reality, AEIOU survived. 
2 KK 
(One month later) 

Closing the briefcase with the documents secured inside, Harold peered 
through the window again. The armored Mercedes was now traveling through the 
outskirts of Kaliningrad. Everything about the former German city looked 
Russian, although there were occasional signs of its German origins. One street 
had a local Deutsche Bank branch. Another featured a bakery selling Pretzels. 

Bruno spoke to Ulrich and Halftida. “In 1944, the Duopoly and various allied 
nations convened at the Mount Washington Hotel in Bretton Woods, New 
Hampshire. The Second World War was coming to a close and the Allied Powers 
and the Soviets were both certain that the Fatherland would lose the War. It was 
there that the ‘Bretton Woods System’ came into being after 1945.” 

“Yet what was the goal?” Harold looked away from the window. 
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Rather than answer his question, Bruno had Ulrich explain on his behalf. “Ja, 
I will tell Cousin Harold.” Ulrich nodded. He eyed Harold. “Bretton Woods was 
ostensibly based on the harsh lessons learned from the Great Depression and both 
World Wars. Its purpose was to regulate unstable currency exchange rates, halt 
nations from devaluing their currencies, and promote economic growth through 
international trade.” 

Halfrida’s eyes narrowed. “Why do I get the impression that the Duopoly 
turned out to be the only one who benefited from it?” she sighed, crossing her 
arms and shaking her head in dismay. 

What made her say that? Harold pondered to himself. “Sis,” he asked his twin 
sister, “Why do you seem too unimpressed by it?’ Opening the briefcase on his 
lap, he pulled out a slip of paper and handed it to Halfrida. “Don’t you realize the 
potential in such a pursuit such as that?” 

The paper in question depicted a chart showing the number of financial 
crises since the beginning of the 19 century. The chart recorded a huge spike in 
financial crises coinciding with the Great Depression and both World Wars. These 
crises did not exist during the entirety of the Bretton Woods System. By the early 
1970s, when Bretton Woods ended, financial crises returned in full force, far 
exceeding the number of crises in the height of the Great Depression. 

Halfrida rolled her eyes at the chart. “That’s because it later morphed into a 
one-sided proposition designed to benefit the Duopoly, dear brother,” Halfrida 
told him. “Something tells me that the whole system wasn’t what it was made out 
to be.” She gave the paper back to Harold. 

“T still think it was a noble endeavor,” Harold said, reopening the briefcase 
and putting the paper atop a stack of other papers in a compositional file folder. 

“Your twin sister is Aorrekt, State Chancellor,” Bruno chimed. “The Duopoly 
was the chief benefactor of Bretton Woods and for good reason. In addition to 
ensuring that the US Dollar became the world’s new reserve currency, they created 
a fixed exchange rate which valued the price of gold at $35 USD per ounce. That 
in turn meant that every printed US Dollar was backed by gold, allowing other 
currencies like the Deutsche Mark to be pegged to it.” 

“That translates into the Duopoly wielding greater leverage over other 
nations through “Dollar Diplomacy’. International trade, the Marshall Plan, and the 
rebuilding of post-War Europe and Asia were their means of ensuring the rest of 
the Real World were dependent on American consumer and industrial goods. Just 
think of America’s trade deficits nowadays and you will see what I mean, Cousin.” 

“Of course, but the ‘Nixon Shock’ which ended Bretton Woods also 
contributed to the beginnings of ‘Stagflation,”’ Harold questioned. 

“Ja, and Nixon Shock was only made possible because of West Germany’s 
decision to pull the Deutsche Mark off Bretton Woods,” Ulrich said. 

“And not just the West Germans,” Halfrida spoke. “The French and the 
British were also trying to pull their currencies off of Bretton Woods as well.” She 
glared at Harold. “Dear brother, I may not agree with Cousin Bruno, but he still 
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has a reasonable point about this monetary system. Some in Europe felt that the 
whole thing was just a one-sided proposition to benefit the Duopoly.” 

Something tells me that its abandonment wasn’t planned all that well, Harold thought 
to himself. “I understand that, sis,” he told her, “But was the abandonment of 
Bretton Woods and the beginnings of today’s fiat currencies really worth it? The 
economic and financial ramifications of the 1970s continue to affect the Real 
World to this day.” 

Halfrida stroked her chin. “Speaking of which, how were the Soviets doing 
during the years Bretton Woods was active?” 

“The Soviet Union did not partake in Bretton Woods,” Ulrich replied. 
“According to Cousin Bruno’s logic, Stalin and those serving under him caught on 
to the whole scheme before other nations did. Regardless, it is still peculiar how 
the Soviets and the Warsaw Pact were also experiencing economic growth about 
the same time as the Duopoly and the rest of the West.” 

“It’s only when we reach the final years of Khrushchev’s reign—the early 
1960s—that the Soviet economy started going downhill,” Bruno opined. “Granted, 
some Laissez-Faire Capitalist Right-Libertarian would say that this is proof of 
Socialism’s failure, but guess what they are not telling you?” 

Bruno chuckled. “The United States, a nation which values Laissez-Faire 
Capitalism, also experienced the same economic headwinds under the Bretton 
Woods System. Economic growth by the 1960s in the US was also beginning to 
decline, with the Duopoly fearing its control over the gold backing Bretton Woods 
to be dwindling. That in turn made the Nixon Shock possible.” 

Ulrich continued. “For the Soviets, however, things are more complicated. 
Depending on who one consults, there is evidence for one to contend that the 
Soviet economy suffered from rampant corruption, shadowy criminal elements 
infiltrating the Soviet bureaucracy, excessive overspending of armaments over 
other considerations like food, and overdependence on the energy crises of 1973 
and 1979 to compensate for economic shortfalls. Unlike the Duopoly, the Soviets 
did not keep their economy in lockstep with their armaments industry.” 

“It also did not help that the Kremlin became a retirement home for senile 
geezers under Brezhnev’s reign,” Ulrich added. “They grew divided over trivial 
matters like whether light industry or heavy industry is more important than the 
other and vice versa.” He shrugged his shoulders. “But seriously, what difference 
does it make? Even GACSS knows full well that light and heavy industry are both 
important and neither should ever be favored at the expense of the other.” 

“No bureaucracy or state can ever function at its peak performance under 
senile minds like the ones Brezhnev had!” Halfrida laughed. “The GACSS’ old 
predecessor, the First RPS, can also attest to that reality during its final years!” 

The armored Mercedes came to a halt outside a Soviet-style cafeteria built 
next to a fabrication facility outside the city harbor. Duchess Perpetua greeted 
them from the doorway of the front entrance. The Brotzman Cousins had reached 
their destination. The chauffeur opened the backseat doors through the push of a 
button. The Brotzman twins and their Cousins unbuckled their seat belts. 
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Chapter Twenty Nine: Fata Morgana 
(Wise Man and Reichsadler; Sept. 22-Dec. 31, 2013) 


“Today the existence of many millions of expellees [from Germany’s eastern territories] constantly 
troubles the guilty conscience of our enemies. [...] The refugees from the East constitute a valuable 
factor in our coming negotiations with Russia, especially if we will one day demand the return of 
the stolen territories [...] or if we should insist on adequate compensation in the West. [...] The 
Cold War has fortunately relegated the memory of Germany’s march into Russia to the 
background far more quickly than we could ever have hoped. But we must not deceive ourselves; 
Moscow will not forget the Second World War so quickly.” 

-Madrtid Circular Letter, ca. September 1950, 
From ‘Germany Plots With the Kremlin’ 


building in downtown Kaliningrad swung open. Cousins Bruno and Ulrich 

emerged at the doorway. “I’m glad the others are joining us, Hans-Ulrich,” 
Bruno thanked Ulrich. “Better to pay our respects to old Preussen now than to be 
regretful on our trip back to Amerika.” 

“You know where the University of Konigsberg is?”’ Ulrich asked. 

Bruno nodded. “Isn’t that the ‘Immanuel Kant Baltic Federal University?” 

“Ts this Konigsberg or Kaliningrad?” Ulrich quipped. 

“For us, it’s K6nigsberg,” he said. “For everyone else, it’s Kaliningrad.” 

They trudged down the concrete steps. In their wake came Duchess Perpetua 
and the Brotzman twins, who were escorting Cousin Heinricka out of the building. 
Still wanted by Interpol, Heinricka had been hiding out at a Brotzman family 
safehouse somewhere in the building in recent weeks. She carried two duralumin 
attaché cases, each containing a laptop connected to Pax Americana’s computer 
networks via the FCIMS software. 

Bruno and Ulrich stopped at the sidewalk. A ZIL130 delivery truck cruised 
through the cobblestone street in front of them. When it passed them, they 
gestured the others to follow them as they hurried across the street. 

Where were we talking about again? Bruno thought. He snapped his fingers and 
tilted his chin toward Ulrich. “What were you saying, Hans-Ulrich? I couldn’t pay 
attention to you earlier; something else was on my mind.” 

“Like I said,’ Ulrich told him, “Something is not right about those ex-Soviet 
types that we sold those surplus weapons earlier this morning. They did not seem 
like hardline Marxist-Leninists.” He looked over his shoulder, checking to see if 
somebody else besides the twins, Perpetua, and Heinricka was following them. “I 
think their nostalgia for the Soviet Union and admiration of Josef Stalin is being 
driven by other, non-Communist motives.” 

“And what would that be?” Bruno pondered. 

Ulrich scoffed him. “Were you joking when you said you were a Strasserist in 
your National Socialist economic leanings, Cousin?” 

“Nein,” he answered. “But seriously, what made you say that?” 
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The two Cousins and the others stopped by a curbside. A couple old Soviet- 
eta automobiles drove past them. Their turn to cross the street came soon after. 
Looking both ways, Bruno and Ulrich crossed the street with the others. They 
continued their conversation once they reached the opposing sidewalk. 

“Ever heard of the ‘Nazbols’—the Nationalbolschenisten (National Bolsheviks)?” 
Ulrich asked him. “Those young men from earlier struck me as Nazbols.” 

The name puzzled Bruno. I thought they only existed in those Weimar horror stories 
that Opa used to tell us before bedtime. He gazed at Ulrich with a confused, contorted 
face. “Nationalbolschewismus (National Bolshevism)...Cousin, are you implying. ..P” 

“Ganz genau,’ Ulrich acknowledged. “There has been an air of mystery 
surrounding them, the National Socialist mercenaries fighting each other in the 
Yugoslav War over ethnic and sectarian divisions, and where Vladimir Putin and 
the Duopoly’s roles intertwine.” 

“What else there is to know?” he mused. 

“We still have much to understand, I fear,” Ulrich responded. “That is why 
we should scrutinize the details of the Cold War’s end in much greater detail. Even 
today, the Duopoly and the Kremlin continues to offer all kinds of answers. Some 
ridiculous conspiracy theories even emerged to offer some unreliable reasons.” 

“Name some examples,” Bruno quipped. 

“One popular Russian conspiracy theory accuses Mikhail Gorbachev of 
deliberately destroying the Soviet Union to discredit ‘Socialism,”’ Ulrich retorted. 
“A 9/11-related conspiracy theory claims that George H. W. Bush orchestrated a 
one-man covert operation to depress the Russian Ruble’s value, buy out Soviet 
gold reserves, and siphon off trillions of dollars in Russian capital.” 

You may have a point, Hans-Ulrich, Bruno thought. “Ich verstebe,” he said. “Then 
tell me, what do you know about them?” 

“T was about to ask you the same thing,” Ulrich opined. 

“But I don’t have much of an opinion,” he added. “That’s why I asked.” 

“Fein, if you insist...,” Ulrich spoke. “The West’s interpretation of the Cold 
War has it ending with the Berliner Mauer (Berlin Wall) collapsing. It led to a 
domino effect of similar overthrows in the Soviet bloc and the Soviet Union 
dissolving by 1991. As for Soviet Russia, the Duopoly claims that it dissolved 
because of economic problems and policies like Perestroika and Glasnost.” 

“Gorbachev was not expecting those policies to lead to Soviet Russia’s 
demise,” Bruno blurted. “Even so, Cousin Harold did make a decent point that 
the end of Bretton Woods, the energy crises of 1973 and 1979, and Stagflation. 
Both the US and the Soviet Union were affected by those historical events, all of 
which were perfectly timed to create the economic difficulties by the 1980s.” 

“Natirlich,’ Ulrich chimed. “Remember, the Duopoly under Nixon aligned 
with the House of Saud after Bretton Woods, creating the Petrodollar and 
heightened American interventionism in the Middle East. As for the Soviets, they 
were getting involved in a military intervention of own in Afghanistan.” 

“Speaking of which,” Bruno told Ulrich, “I also recalled a number of ethnic 
and sectarian nationalist sentiments going on in the Soviet bloc around this time. 
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It seemed like all of Soviet Russia was going to fracture into a patchwork of 
various ethnic states. All of that and more continue on in Putin’s Russia.” 

“Some things never end, I suppose.” Ulrich shook his head in dismay. 

“Like Nationalbolschewismus?” Bruno chortled. 

“Like Nationalsozialismus (National Socialism), Ulrich chuckled. 

Bruno and the others followed the sidewalk to a quiet side street which 
brought them to a park away from the nearby busy street. Nearby were the former 
grounds of what had been the University of K6nigsberg. 

“But the question on our minds is whether there was any correlation between 
those events and whatever was going on in East Germany,” Harold interjected. He 
and Halfrida were walking behind Bruno and Ulrich. 

Bruno looked over his shoulder. “Was there any ‘correlation?”’ 

“There had to have been,” Harold said. “Many Americans, even today, are 
unaware of what the East Germans originally wanted prior to the Berlin Wall’s 
collapse. They were demanding an end to the Stasi police state, not reunification.” 

“That’s right, dear brother,” Halfrida agreed. “East German National 
Socialists, with support from their brethren and others in West Germany, swayed 
the discussion away from reform and towards reunification. When the Berlin Wall 
collapsed and the Fatherland reunited, there was a huge spike in National Socialist- 
related activities in the former East Germany which continued on to this day.” 

Harold continued. “What’s more, some German expellees started returning 
to their ancestral homes in Sudetenland, Upper Silesia, and Pommerania. Similar 
efforts also happened here, in the Kaliningrad Oblast, but they all failed.” 

“And there was that one time when the Bundestag under Gerhard Schrdder 
tried to reacquire this place from Vladimir Putin before 9/11,” Halfrida recalled. 
“T wondered why nothing ever materialized from that.” 

“Putin declined because the Federal Assembly in Moscow would not agree to 
Schrdder and the Bundestag’s terms,” Harold elaborated. “Other attempts were 
also made when the EU/NATO expanded eastward.” 

“And yet nothing changed...” Bruno sighed, eyeing Harold and Halfrida. 
“The borders of Europe have not changed all that much since 1991, Cousins. Our 
ancestral homeland of Prussia remains occupied by the Poles and Russians. 
Neither of those two refused to budge.” 

Following the footpath to the center of the park, Bruno saw a bronze statue 
beyond a few trees up ahead. Opa Horst said he remembered seeing this monument to 
Immanuel Kant when he and his Brider were our ages, he reflected. Without warning, a 
suspicious individual dressed in all-black approached the monument. In his hands 
was a metal paint bucket. The individual hurled a fresh coat of pink paint at the 
statue. Several drops of pink rolled downward. A few leaflets were left scattered 
on the ground surrounding base of the statue. 

“What a shame.” Reaching for one of his Reichsrevolvers concealed beneath 
his leather coat, Bruno brandished it and opened the cylinder. All the chambers in 
the cylinder were still loaded. ““Ge/aden (Loaded).” 

Harold’s eyebrows rose. “Wh-what are you doing?” 
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“Something we should have done a long time ago, Harold.” Bruno bolted 
away. The suspicious individual spotted him. Tossing the empty paint bucket 
aside, he sprinted away with Bruno on his tail. The two disappeared behind the 
trees near the monument. 

“Let’s go after him, dear brother!’ Halfrida reached for her Cz75 Tactical 
Sports. “We can’t let him start an international incident like that!” 

Harold nodded. “Let’s!” He went for his SIG Sauer P210. 

Before either twin could draw their handguns, Cousin Ulrich latched onto 
their wrists. The twins struggled to break free from Ulrich’s grasp. But Ulrich 
could not afford to let them go after Bruno. Duchess Perpetua and Heinricka 
caught up with the twins and Ulrich. 

“What’s gotten into Cousin Bruno?” Heinricka asked them. 

“How the hell should we know?” The Brotzman twins cried, pulling their 
hands away from the pistol grips of their handguns. 

“Just let him be, Heinricka,” Ulrich said. “We have enough problems as it is.” 

Perpetua sighed whilst staring at the defaced statue. “Remind me again what’s 
so special about that monument over there?” She pointed at it. 

“That...is an erected monument to Immanuel Kant,” Ulrich replied. “It’s one 
of the last traces of this city’s Prussian origins.” 

“And why did you and Bruno decide to visit it?” Perpetua yawned. 

A strong gust blew one of the leaflets away from the base of the monument. 
Carried in the wind, the leaflet fluttered and whirled until it landed in front of 
Perpetua’s feet. She bent to pick it up. A small message was written on the leaflet. 
All letters were in Cyrillic. That was not a problem for Perpetua, however. ““Shame 
to traitors! Shame to Kant! Glory to Rus’...,” she murmured. “Huh...” 

2K 

September 22. Bruno lost sight of the mysterious vandal that he was chasing 
after. The vandal managed to get away with his life, knowing that Bruno and the 
Conspiracy will not retaliate. Returning to the others, Bruno fled Kaliningrad 
before the local authorities could arrest him for attempted assault. 

September 26. At the State Chancellor’s office in Plaidstadt, Harold and 
Halfrida concluded that Projects FORESIGHT and HINDSIGHT should be 
tackled separately. Since she and the rest of the Helden were unraveling all the 
mysteries around FORESIGHT, Halfrida resumed her investigations. Harold, 
meanwhile, joined Cousin Bruno and Duchess Perpetua as they were following up 
on HINDSIGHT. 

September 30. RGA High Command received an intelligence report from the 
Plaid Orchestra. Unknown A-Wings had bombed a Ryanite-controlled Anomaly 
refinery outside Other-Pittsburgh in Otherworld’s Eden. The report was the first 
of many sightings of Pax Americana’s mysterious delta-shaped stealth A-Wings. 

October 5. Another sighting was reported. Early warning radar systems in 
Other-Philadelphia picked up faint heat signatures of A-Wings converging on a 
Ryanite A-Wing airfield. All attempts to contact the A-Wings yielded no 
responses. A squadron of Fr150H-3s were scrambled and sent to intercept the 
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unknown A-Wings. They returned after flying in the general vicinity for the past 
several hours. RGA High Command piled this report on top of the one from 
September 26 and 30. 

October 8. In the Real World, several delta-shaped A-Wings were spotted 
shooting down a Ryanite A-Wing naval bomber formation of B1321Fs patrolling 
the waters of the Atlantic. The entire formation was wiped out. No survivors. 

October 12. The delta-shaped A-Wings struck again. This time, they bombed 
armored trains traveling along the Richmond-Orlando Line. An ANRI train was 
destroyed in a late-night attack. Dozens killed, hundreds injured, and over 
$12,000,000 worth of Ryanite-made goods destroyed. 

October 15. An aerial sortie against Underground targets by the RGA 
Luftwaffe’s famed ‘Plaid Squadron’ and the Plaid Eminence ended when Ulrich, 
Heinricka, and the others crossed paths with one of those A-Wings. Despite 
repeated attempts to shoot it down, the A-Wing escaped. 

October 20. A flood of reports related to those mysterious A-Wings was 
brought to State Chancellery’s attention by RGA High Command. Multiple attacks 
on Ryanite Jackbooters, along with property and assets in Wonderland and the 
wider GACSS, were reported. Three Cabinet members with strong ties to Cardinal 
Wolk were also targeted: Monsignor Charles Santoro, OFM Cap; Brother William 
Godfrey Stanley, OP; and Archbishop Gabriel Marfa Gutiérrez-Kneller. 

October 24, Despite combing through Pax Americana’s computer networks, 
Heinricka failed to find anything related to Project HINDSIGHT. There were, 
however, additional reports of those same mysterious A-Wings bombing and 
strafing various targets in Iraq, Iran, Yemen, Libya, Afghanistan, Palestine, Syria, 
Venezuela, North Korea, and Cuba. A recurring codename was used throughout 
to refer to the A-Wings: ‘Fata Morgana’. 

October 30. On FCIMS, Heinricka intercepted a copy of an official 
communiqué that Washington-Reich distributed to his Clancyite general staff. The 
Duopoly had formally requested Pax Americana to assist their regime change 
efforts in Ukraine. Washington-Reich accepted their request. 

October 31. Receiving the copy from Heinricka, Bruno and his Reichsadler 
Squadron warned Lady Ostara and the Conspiracy against intervening in Ukraine. 
Ostara in particular was also asked by Horst Brotzman to end all attempts at 
seeking rapprochement with the Russian Federation. Aware of the growing 
nationalistic developments in Russia, Ostara abided by the warning and sent a gift 
to Bruno and his like-minded Cousins. 

November 9. Bruno and Perpetua went to the Brotzman family safehouse 
outside Magdeburg to meet with Harold. Perpetua spent the past month digging 
up as much as she could on Project HINDSIGHT. 

KKK 
(Two months later) 

The Lovers left a digital recorder for Harold on the kitchen table inside the 
countryside safehouse. Working in a long-running assignment within the HSD 
(Heimatsicherheitsdienst, Homeland Security Agency), Walther and Isolde spent the 
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years since the Cold War compiling everything related to political life inside post- 
Soviet Russia. Harold was seated at the table when Bruno and Perpetua entered 
the safehouse. His head rested on the laminated wood, eyes closed, and dozing 
off. 

A fat file landed in front of his head, the impact smacking the wood. The 
noise alone was enough to awaken Harold. “Huh...?” he yawned. 

“Wir sind zurtick,’ Bruno announced his return. He and Perpetua sat in two of 
the chairs in front of Harold. 

Harold turned to Duchess Perpetua. “Your Highness, what did you find?” 

“T gathered as much as I could, State Chancellor,’ Perpetua told him. 
“Everything that we could ever ask for regarding HINDSIGHT is in side that file. 
All we have to do now is figure out who is piloting them and from where.” 

Bruno picked up the digital recorder from the table. Clutched in his hand, he 
showed it to Harold. “Did Walther and Isolde send you this digital recorder?” 

“Uh-huh,” Harold retorted, taking it from Bruno’s hand and placing it on the 
table. “Also, try not to break it. Walther wants it back from us after this.” 

In one swift motion, Duchess Perpetua hit the Play button on the digital 
recorder. The voice of Walther Schaffer blared out of its speaker. His voice was 
clear, albeit a little too loud on the device. Bruno lowered the volume a notch. 

The recording that the Lovers sent to Harold was a compilation of various 
intelligence reports that they had gathered over the course of their careers inside 
the Remnants’ HSD, both before and after the Rosy War. Even while the 
government in Neudeutschland had changed at the end of the Rosy War, Walther 
and Isolde have not. 

“This is Intelligence Report Nr...” Walther cleared his throat and enunciated. 
“... NULL-ZWEI-ZWEI-ACHT-EINS-NEUN-NEUN-SECHS (02281996) — 
‘Subjekt: Nationalbolschenismus (Subject: National Bolshevism).” There was a brief 
pause before Walther’s voice returned. “By its definition, National Bolshevism is a 
synthesis of Nationalism and Bolshevism. One may be tempted to say that it is 
similar to National Socialism, but it is a whole different ideology. Its origins, 
though difficult to pin down at first, can be traced back to two places: Imperial 
Russia and Weimar Germany.” 

“The Soviet version originated from Russian soldiers, generals, and 
nationalists affiliated with the ‘White Army’, a Russian Civil War term denoting 
Russians opposed to the Bolsheviks who founded the Soviet Union. Despite being 
forced to join the ‘Red Army’ at the end of the Russian Civil War, the ideology 
continued, existing on the peripheries of everyday Soviet life under Josef Stalin.” 

“The Weimar German version, however, came from Russian expellees and 
German Communists who sought to create an opposition to German 
Communism and National Socialism. Its adherents, at first, tried to find common 
ground with both Parties, but the closest that the National Bolsheviks got were 
with the Strasserists. Could this be what led to the infamous R6hm-Putsch?” 

The first recording ended with Isolde’s voice from a later intelligence report. 
“This is Intelligence Report Nr. 03031996,” she announced. “Swbjekt: Postsowyetische 
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Nationalbolschenismus (Subject: Post-Soviet National Bolshevism). Although 
German National Bolshevism died out, Soviet National Bolshevism lives on here 
in Russland (Russia). The Russian Federation today is a chaotic mess. Conditions in 
this land are fast approaching Weimar German-level conditions. Such instability is 
destined to generate any number of political parties offering solutions to a nation 
in serious decline. It remains to be seen whether any of them will take over and 
replace Boris Yeltsin.” 

The recording skipped several paragraphs about Yeltsin and his proposed 
policies to tackle the growing corruption and crime that infested the Russian 
Federation under his governance. “...One such Party, however, is the ‘National 
Bolshevik Party’. According to its members, the Party is committed to the 
principles and ideals of National Bolshevism in its distinct Russian form. Whether 
it succeeds in the upcoming elections later this year is anyone’s guess.” 

The spliced recording played another intelligence report by Isolde. It was the 
last one that the Lovers made on the subject before the Rosy War. “... Intelligence 
Report Nr. 04121997...,” Isolde’s voice in the recording came to an abrupt end. It 
turned out to be an informal recording about the circumstances related to Harold 
and Halfrida’s birth. Thus, the Lovers pulled it out of the recording. 

The Lovers’ reports on Russia resumed after the Rosy War. Apart from 
vatious domestic political affairs, economic matters, and military hardware, 
Harold, Bruno and Perpetua were bored by the insignificance of the reports. 
Harold pushed the Fast Forward button and went straight to the recent ones. 

Walther’s voice tfeturned once again. “...Intelligence Report Nr. 
01022012...Subjekt: Great Patriotic War. Our suspicions over the years posited the 
hypothesis that Russian over-commemoration of the ‘Great Patriotic War’—their 
term for the Second World War-—is an attempt to quell dissent by nurturing 
nostalgic sentiments and reliving old glories. Today, we now believe that there is a 
government incentive as well. By catering to such nostalgia, Russland could also 
prevent the Conspiracy, the Fatherland, Neudeutschland, Pax Americana and the 
Duopoly, and even the Second RPS from resolving the Kaliningrad Question.” 

The most recent report, dated October 10, 2012, detailed a peculiar finding 
from Isolde. “...Intelligence Report Nr. 10012012,” she voice declared. “Sabjekt: 
Stalin Personality Cult...Special Agent Schaffer and I have concluded that there is a 
puzzling political undercurrent among the Russian people. Our observations here 
in Russland proffered the idea that Josef Stalin’s personality cult is returning. Why 
is it returning, despite an obvious absence of Marxist-Leninist ideology? Our 
observations in previous years concerning post-Soviet Russland deserve to be 
reviewed. Perhaps there is something that we might have missed?” 

A later report, dated July 30, 2013, was filed by Walther and Isolde as their 
definitive explanation to understand the phenomenon. The subject of this report 
was entitled: ‘Duopoly Arrogance Created Nostalgia for Soviet Irredentism? “Our 
speculations from Intelligence Report Nr. 10012012, has only confirmed our 
worst imaginations. Today, I have concluded that part of this nostalgia for the 
Soviet Union, along with the return of National Bolshevism, is tied to the 
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Duopoly imposing its style of governance in Russland. Neoliberal Capitalism is 
frowned upon because it has led to Russland becoming a diminished superpower 
on Erde. But did the Cold War end by Horst Brotzman’s hand or the Duopoly’s?” 
2K 
(One month later) 

All the recent documents that Duchess Perpetua compiled on ‘Fata Morgana’ 
and its relationship to the delta-shaped A-Wing design pointed to a little-known 
A-Wing developed by Pax Americana during the Rosy War. Its designation, 
bearing the St. Fidelis of Sigmaringen series, was the ‘Fi229X’. The Fi229X was 
essentially the same A-Wing which had been reported in numerous sightings by 
Ryanite, Underground, and Conspiracy A-Wing pilots. Although most of the 
specifications related to it remained unknown, its outward appearance based on its 
technical patent yielded an exact match. 

The Fi229X developed around the same time as the Magic Eye, albeit in great 
secrecy under the auspices of Pax Americana. Its purpose was to fulfill the 
Clancyite and Reaganjugend’s desire for a supersonic A-Wing capable of aerial 
attacks with both impunity and plausible deniability. Part of its state-of-the-art 
stealth technologies was derived from the Joint Strike Fighter Program which 
spawned the American F-35 and its predecessors like the F-22 and F-117 stealth 
fighters. As such, its downsides were its steep production costs and sharing the 
same weaknesses that brought down an F-117 down during the Yugoslav War. 

Twenty four early production models were manufactured, all of them housed 
in hangars at a Pax Americana-controlled area known on German Kriegsmarine 
U-boat fleet maps as ‘Kesseschlacht-Atol? (Pocket Battle Atoll). A Second Reich 
island colony since the days of the Kaiser and Chancellor von Bismarck, 
Kesselschlacht-Atoll later became an Imperial Japanese colony when the ink on 
the Versailles Treaty dried. In the Third Reich, prior to the Second World War, the 
Reichskolonialbund (Reich’s Colonial League) sought to convince the Nazis into 
forcing Japan to return the German colony. But those ambitions died along with 
the Reichskolonialbund by the Fuhret’s decree in 1943. 

December 31. Somewhere in the Pacific, a harsh rainstorm swept through 
Kesselschlacht from the west. Strong winds blew. Loud thunder banged and 
boomed. Twin lightning bolts flashed in the dark gray clouds overhead. The 
waters near the atoll and coral reefs infested with bloodthirsty sharks and sunken 
US Marine landing ships that the Duopoly sent to capture the atoll in 1943. 

Three rubber rafts drifted through the choppy waters. A Ryanite U-Boat 
floated in the distance. Lightning bolts flashed in the clouds above it. The U-Boat 
disappeared as it dove underwater. The first two rafts were manned by Bruno’s 
like-minded Cousins and Perpetua’s cousins and crewmates of Borussia and Four 
Horsemen. They paddled after the third raft leading theirs. 

Harold and Halfrida shared the last raft together with Cousin Bruno and 
Duchess Perpetua. They paddled the raft together, the raft drifting closer and 
closer to the fortified perimeter of the atoll. The visibility tonight was so poor that 
neither twin could see the front of their raft, let alone each other. 
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“Are you certain that this is where Pax Americana are hiding those Fi229Xs, 
Your Highness?” Bruno said to Perpetua. “My A-Wing, along with the rest of 
Reichsadler Squadron, was shot down flying over this atoll several days ago.” 

“Pm positive,” Perpetua replied. “The defenses here are too suspicious. Why 
would Washington-Reich allow an atoll like this to be manned, when there is no 
indication that it would be of any threat to the GACSS or the Conspiracy?” She 
called out to the Brotzman twins. “You can stop rowing now, you two.” 

“You heard Her Highness, sis.”” Harold pulled his paddle out of the water. 

“So what’s the plan” Halfrida did the same with hers. 

“Halfrida,” Bruno requested, “You and Harold will need to help me and Her 
Highness in defusing the sea mines that Pax Americana has at the mouth of the 
atoll. As I and your other Cousins have found out, the defenses around 
Kesselschlacht-Atoll are too well-defended to warrant a frontal assault by day.” 

“Thus,” Perpetua added, “We are counting on both of you to clear a path for 
us to continue forward.” 

“Defusing a sea mine is different from defusing a regular antitank or anti- 
personnel landmine,” Halfrida voiced. “Do you think it’s going to be that easy?” 

“We have no other choice,” Perpetua retorted. 

“What about the sharks?” Harold asked. 

“The sharks are the least of our concerns, dear brother,” Halfrida told him. 
“Pm more concerned about what else this atoll has within the lagoon itself.” 

“Assuming this goes without a hitch,’ Bruno continued, “We’re going 
straight to the island in the middle of the lagoon. Fortunately, the water in the 
lagoon is shallow enough for us to walk on once we reach past the sandbars 
around it. From there, we hurry into the jungle before dawn and meet up on the 
outskirts of the local airfield.” 

Perpetua asked the Brotzman twins. “Are there any questions?” 

“None whatsoever,” Halfrida answered. 

“Stay close to me at all times, sis,” Harold said. “I can’t be so sure if I still 
know how to swim...!” 

Bruno encouraged Harold to find out by pushing him overboard. 
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Chapter Thirty: HINDSIGHT, Pt. II 
(Ryanite Chorus; Dec. 31, 2013-Jan. 5, 2014) 


‘Seen politically, systems follow one another, each consuming the previous one. They live on ever- 
bequeathed and ever-disappointed hope, which never entirely fades. Its spark is all that survives, 
as it eats its way along the blasting fuse. For this spark, history is merely an occasion, never a 
goal. |...] For the Anarch, [however,] little has changed; flags have meaning for him, but not 
sense. [Little is [also] changed when he strips off a uniform that he wore partly as fool’s motley, 
partly as camouflage. It covers his spiritual freedom, which he nill objectivate [sic.] during such 
transitions. This distinguishes him from the Anarchist, who, objectively unfree, starts raging until 
be is thrust into a more rigorous straightjacket. [Thus,] [a] basic theme for the [A]narch is how 
man, left to his own devices, can defy superior forces—whether state, society, or the elements—by 
making use of their rules without submitting to them. [H]e wages his own wars, even when 
marching in rank and file.” 

-Ernst Jiinger, Eumeswil 


members of Imperial Japan’s SNLF (Kaigun Tokubetsu Rikusentai, Special Naval 

Landing Forces). In 1943, they turned the whole atoll into an impregnable 
fortress as the Duopoly island-hopped from Midway and Guadalcanal to Tarawa 
and Okinawa. Although the Duopoly’s Fifth Fleet and V Amphibious Corps 
leveled much of the atoll, there was not much for Pax Americana to repair and 
replace. At the beachheads surrounding the lagoon, an outer perimeter ring of 
razor-sharp concertina wire, later erected by Pax Americana, led any would-be 
amphibious invader into a kill zone of landmines and machine gun fire. 

Bunkers and trenches protected the beachheads surrounding the lagoon’s 
outer perimeter. The Japanese garrison reinforced those defenses with coconut 
tree logs and oil drum barrels filled with sand. Refurbished Type 92 heavy machine 
guns wete housed inside each bunker. Between the bunkers and trenches were 
prefabricated steel pillboxes, each one containing an M2 Browning. Behind the 
trenches were dozens of concrete casemates. Half of them still had the original 
garrisons’ 120mm Type 10 Flak cannons and dual-mounted 25mm Type 96 ‘Pom- 
Pom’ guns. The other half had Pax Americana’s Raytheon BGM-71 TOW missile 
launchers, DE-3 coaxial turrets converted into pillboxes, and a few platoons of 
entrenched AJ-24 Light MAFVs. 

Security tonight was tight. Searchlights, positioned between the atoll’s air 
defenses, shined bright beams of light around the beachheads and the waves 
crashing against them. Several contact mines were deployed along the mouth of 
the lagoon. Steel cables attached them to anchors moored on the seabed, 
preventing them from drifting away into the Pacific. Beyond those anchors, on the 
seabed across the mouth were special steel cable Indicator Nets designed to 
prevent U-Boats and other submersible vehicles from entering the lagoon. 

All but a handful of the sea mines were rigged to magnetically detonate the 
moment they latched onto the hull of a ship. Most of the sea mines were filled 
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with nothing but sand. The magnets, imbued with the power of Anomalies, were 
too sensitive to allow anyone wearing a standard-issue Fackeltrager suit and 
wielding a rugged Cz75 Tactical Sports or ornate SIG Sauer P210. The magnets 
were powerful enough to detect anything that was not made of non-magnetic 
brass. A would-be Ryanite frogman had better luck wearing a bikini or speedo. 

Brief flashes of lightning bolts brightened the nighttime skies. The live sea 
mines slowly drifted away into the Pacific, followed by the dummy ones. Several 
searchlights posted at the sandbars near the central island spotted three rubber 
rafts floating in the middle of the lagoon. 

Halfway across the lagoon, a long wooden walkway was built between two 
long rows of overwater bungalows resting on stilts. Water splashed and swashed, 
as if a group of people were climbing onto the walkway from lagoon below and 
mantling over a section of its handrails. Multiple wooden boards creaked, the 
sounds traveling to a sandy beach on the western shore of the central island. 

On the beach, ten human footprints were found running in a beeline into the 
dense tropical brush nearby. Tonight’s storm washed away the footprints, wiping 
out all signs of their presence. The footprints may have been made by local 
Clancyites on a late night stroll or else pairs of British commandos boots with 
‘Sneakers’"—-deceptive overshoes shaped like bare feet to confuse wandering 
sentries. Either way, they avoided twenty well-armed Clancyites patrolling a dirt 
trail near the beach. Electrical lanterns suspended from multiple wooden stakes 
illuminated the trail. Loud thunder drowned out the sounds of rustling leaves and 
the breaking of small twigs that reverberated somewhere beyond the tropical 
brush near the trail. 

Purther inland stood a mountain in the center of the central island. 
Entranceways around the mountain’s base connected to a crazy, vast labyrinth of 
tunnels and various facilities that the SNLF built into the mountain. The whole 
mountain complex emulated and exceeded every claim Donald Rumsfeld had ever 
made about the Tora Bora complex in Afghanistan. 

The Japanese soldiers had erected tunnels leading to various lookout 
positions from the cliffs to the summit itself. Observation posts built into the 
cliffs covered all approaches to the atoll from the surrounding Pacific. Each 
observation post featured two 203mm coastal artillery guns and four Type 96 Flak 
guns that had also been left behind by the SNLF. 

The summit of the mountain provided breathtaking views of the seemingly 
endless ocean water. Various structures had been erected over the years. Concrete 
walls and steel gates surrounded a German Catholic parish and a Bavarian beer 
hall, a Japanese Minka country house near a garden of cherry blossom trees and a 
one-story Chashitsu for formal tea ceremonies. The garden of cherry blossom trees 
led to a well-lit marble obelisk commemorating fallen members of the 3? US 
Marine Division in the ‘Battle of Mount Kesselschlacht’. 

Light pierced the washi paper of the bamboo S/o door at the front entrance 
of the Chashitsu. A teenage girl’s shadow appeared on the other side of the Shoji. 
Somebody was climbing out of a trapdoor on the floor that connected the summit 
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to the rest of the mountain complex. The door slid to the side. Tsumugi Kessel, 
dressed in a pink Yukata garment, dialed Washington-Reich’s number as she 
stepped out. A canopy topped with a thick tarp kept her dry. She held the 
satphone close to her ear. 

Ahead of her was the narrow approach into the lagoon below. Waiting for 
Washington-Reich to answer his satphone, Tsumugi paced back and forth until 
she heard his voice on the other end. “Hello Tsumugi,” he greeted. “I regret not 
being able to contact you sooner.” 

“No worries, Thomas-kun,” Tsumugi replied. “I was busy myself taking care 
of these Conspiracy A-Wings. Ever heard of the infamous Reichsadler Squadron?” 

“Yes,” Washington-Reich said, “The mercenary A-Wing squadron 
commanded by the second-born grandson of 44 Colonel Horst Brotzman.” 

“Hai,” Tsumugi quipped, “And the local garrison had scavenged the crash 
sites for their black boxes. It seems like somebody, somewhete paid them a lot of 
money to conduct a reconnaissance mission out here.” 

“Your A-Wing hasn’t been damaged by the recent intrusion?” 

“The Goddess of Reason is still operational.” 

“Excellent,” Washington-Reich cheered. “A C-130 Hercules should be fueled 
and ready to go before sunrise—local time, of course. Have the C-130, the Goddess 
of Reason and your A-Wing squadron fly to Japan.” 

“Our final destination is still Atsug: Kaigun-hikojo (Naval Air Facility Atsugt)?” 
Tsumugi placed the satphone next to her other ear. “What about the other 
Fi229Xs? Are they still under orders to remain on the island?” 

“Affirmative,” he answered. 

“Understood,” she spoke. “My A-Wing squadron and I will leave for Adsugi 
Kaigun-hikgé when the weather improves.” Tsumugi cracked a smile, giggling. 

“What’s the situation out there?” 

“Aside from the terrible weather, there is a recurring report from the sentries 
posted on the central island.” She began to laugh. “You wouldn’t believe what 
came through the radio earlier. Apparently, there are sporadic reports of identical- 
looking twin sisters running around the atoll in G-string bikinis!” 

“Ts that true?” 

“To be honest, I have no clue if this is a prank or something serious 

“Could it have something to do with the Ostara Conspiracy?” 

“Muri (Impossible),” she opined. “But whatever the case may be, 
Kesselschlacht-Atoll has been an area of interest for the Brotzman family since the 
beginning of the Meiji Period, Thomas. I have a bad feeling that we may have to 
leave now rather than later.” She held the handset close to her other eat. 
“GroBprinzessin Shizuko may invade this atoll in the not-too-distant future and-” 


Tsumugi walked back inside and shut the door. 
2K 


? 


Not far from the Chashitsu, in a Tatami-carpeted room inside the Minka 
country house, the ceiling lights flickered. Rapid booms and rumbling sensations, 
as if somebody was detonating boxes of C4 plastic explosive charges somewhere 


284 


WORLD IN FLAMES 

inside the mountain complex, shook various chess-like pieces on a checkered 
board. The Brotzman twins played games of S/ogi, a Japanese strategy game similar 
to chess, with GroBprinzessin Shizuko and another friend of theirs from the 
Philippine Catholic School System. All four were dressed in matching Yukata 
garments, seated on Zabuton cushions around a short-legged Chabudai table in the 
center of the room. Nearby racks of Imperial Japanese-era Arisaka bolt-action 
rifles and Italian Beretta Modello 38 submachine guns fell off their wooden racks. 

It was Harold and Shizuko’s turn. They raised their glass bottles of Ramune 
over the Shogi board, the glass clinging as they toasted to the almost deafening 
detonations at the airfield on the eastern side of the central island. All their pieces 
on the board were mobilized for war, like the chess pieces on Zbigniew 
Brzezinski’s chessboard. Opposing sets of pieces advanced forward to the center 
of the board from opposite directions. 

Seated next to GroBprinzessin Shizuko was Amelia Maria Kessel-Cruz. 
Tsumugi Kessel’s half-sister and one of Halfrida’s contacts inside the Asian 
branches of Adalbert Munitions and the Catholic School International (CSD, 
Kessel-Cruz became the de-facto Generalissimo of Radical Distributist factions 
within the Philippine Catholic School System. 

Amelia breezed through the pages of an old leather-bound journal. “Your 
family history is quite extensive that I am surprised to find out that it goes back a 
thousand years,” she voiced, flipping through the pages. 

An old photo of Helmut and Renate Brotzman, the original owners of the 
journal, fell out and landed in the middle of the Japanese grand chessboard. The 
twin siblings in the photograph both bear an uncanny resemblance to twin siblings 
Harold and Halfrida Brotzman. 

Harold picked up the old photo. “Could you please not make us look old?” 

Halfrida giggled. “Our family lineage is older than Walther and Isolde, dear 
brother. Our Catholic faith, on the other hand, is far older than that same lineage.” 

“Ele” Shizuko cocked her head to the side. “Wait, Amelia-chan, go back to 
that previous page!” She turned back a page. 

Amelia went three pages forward and two pages back. “Although various 
unknown family members fought for the ‘Patriots’ and the ‘Loyalists’ in the 
American Revolution as mercenaries and arms dealers, the von Adalbert und StoB 
family-the ‘Brotzmans’—-did not establish relations with the Democratic- 
Republican Duopoly until the American Civil War.” 

“When do you think this was?” Shizuko sipped on her bottle of Ramune. 
“Tm not all that familiar with American history.” 

“The impression Pve gotten from Brotzman-sama’s writing suggests that it 
was before the Meiji and Showa Periods, so maybe near the end of the Edo 
Period?” Amelia pondered. 

“For American readers, that was back in the 1860s,” Halfrida said to the 
camera and three girls standing beyond the fourth wall. She turned her attention 
back to Harold and the two girls. “When the Confederate States of America—the 
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‘Confederacy’—seceded from the United States of America—the ‘Union’—the 
Duopoly declared war to preserve the integrity of the Union.” 

“But would the Brotzman twins before us support a dictatorial regime that 
condoned the enslavement of human beings?” Harold mused. 

“A better question is why British and French Empires originally plotted to 
support the Confederacy prior to the Battle of Gettysburg?”’ Halfrida surmised. 
“Also, why did the Russian Empire decide to support the Duopoly?” 

Harold stared at his twin sister with a blank face. “You're right, sis,’ he 
sighed. “Helmut and Renate probably did it in the name of Realpolitik. 
‘Emancipation Proclamation’, ‘States’ Rights’, and ‘Reconstruction’, were the least 
of their concerns. After all, the Duopoly can always use any one of those claims to 
direct others away from arriving toward their conclusions.” 

“And that’s the impression ve gotten from reading this journal so far,” 
Amelia opined. “Everything that Renate and her twin brother were hypothesizing 
reads more like the Real World of today, not the 1860s or even the 1870s. The 
latter of which was when this journal was finally compiled in chronological order.” 

Halfrida held out her hand over the Shogi board. “Mind if I take a look?” 

“T can’t see why not, seeing how this is a part of your family history.” Amelia 
gave her the leather-bound journal. 

GACSS’ Brotzman twins held the journal together on their laps. They 
returned back to the earliest written pages and continued on from there. Some 
passages were scribbled in Renate’s handwriting, others scrawled in Helmut’s. 
Prussia’s Brotzman twins wrote multiple entries about the Duopoly in their 
wattimes exploits during the American Civil War, arriving to conclusions almost 
identical to the ones that Harold and Halfrida have made since the Second RPS. 

In the minds of Helmut and Renate, the Signers of the Declaration of 
Independence and the Framers of the United States Constitution were far from 
benevolent in their Mission Civilisatrice (Civilizing Mission). The American Civil War 
and the racism which flourished afterward demonstrated one example among 
many. Embodied as the ‘Democratic-Republican Party’, the Enlightenment thrived 
in the United States, giving birth to an ‘Empire of Liberty’. 

The Prussian Brotzman twins feared the Duopoly more than the British, the 
French, the Austrians, and the Russians. The Duopoly wielded tremendous 
propaganda and economic power, ginormous armies and navies, and a populace 
unable or unwilling to stop voting Democratic and Republican every two-to-four 
years. Even in those days, stupidity and corruption kept the Democrats and 
Republicans restricted to the North American continent, but historical events 
during the Gilded and Progressive Ages within American history demonstrated 
their willingness to pursue We/therrschaft (World Domination). 

To achieve We/therrschaff, the Duopoly needed to weaken and destroy all the 
kingdoms and empires of Europe. But no European people on the Erde presented 
a far preater threat to them than the very people who helped them achieve their 
independence from the British Empire: the Prussians. Were Helmut and Renate 
espousing propaganda and conspiracy theories? Or, were they, like Richard Alan 
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Clarke in the weeks and months before the 9/11 Attacks, warning others to do the 
impossible and avert an impending tragedy of global proportions? Many people 
after 1945 have maintained that it was definitely the former. 

Harold and Halfrida slowly tilted their chins toward each other and gazed in 
perplexed bemusement. “What the hell...did we just read?” they told each other. 

“World history from the 18 century to the present day,” Amelia said. “Even 
today, my homeland may no longer be an American colony, but the Duopoly 
continues to sway immense influence over the nation. Prior to GACSS, the 
Chinese and the Japanese were the only ones who could have changed the status 
quo, but I do not wholeheartedly trust either. Beijing and Tokyo yearn for 
domination over Taiwan, both Koreas, and the Senkaku Islands.” 

“T, on the other hand,” Shizuko swore, “Am as aghast as you all are.” 

Halfrida, closing the journal, handed it over to Harold. “Dear brother, I 
cannot help you, Cousin Bruno, and Duchess Perpetua in ascertaining what on 
Earth were Helmut and Renate were both smoking a century and a half earlier. 
The rest of the Helden and I still need to go after Lady Ostara and the 
whereabouts of Project FORESIGHT. In the meantime, do everything you can to 
figure out what Pax Americana has in store for GACSS.” 

“Can we still count on those two?” Harold asked. “They are not like us and 
the rest of the Helden. Remember, we’re not supposed to be working together like 
this in front of our allies. Reichsadler Squadron and Four Horsemen have 
priorities very different from our own.” 

“Trust me,” Halfrida said, “They may stop us from getting ourselves killed.” 

The Si behind the Ryanite Brotzman twins slid to the side. Duchess 
Perpetua, clad in a Sacred Heart Academy-patterned Fackeltrager uniform, 
appeared with Halfrida’s Type 4 semiautomatic rifle. “Catch!” Perpetua cried, 
chucking the Japanese-looking M1 Garand at Halfrida. 

Halfrida turned around and caught the Type 4 with one hand. The weapon 
was loaded. She cocked it. “And the C4 went off as planned!” 

Perpetua and Shizuko’s voices traveled across the Minka. 

“You still have my family’s Ky# Gunté (Old Military Sword)?” Shizuko asked. 

“Yes, along with your Fackeltrager’”’ Perpetua declared. “We must hurry; every 
Clancyite on this atoll will be looking for us!” 

Meanwhile, in a different room, Cousin Bruno stared at the reflection of 
himself in front of a mirror. He was clad in the khaki uniform of the Schutztruppen 
(Protection Troops) of the Second Reich’s Schutggebiete (Protectorates)—the name 
used to refer to the ‘Ko/onien’ (Colonies). A brown Sam Browne belt and necktie 
worn over a form-fitting khaki tunic with breast pockets, 1889/95 ammunition 
pouches containing .44 Russian rounds for the Rezchsrevolvers holstered on his hips, 
dark brown jodhpurs, and matching polished jackboots. The uniform mimicked 
the brownshirts of the Strasserist Starmabteilung (SA). 

A khaki Aussie-style slouch hat was laid on a table next to an Imperial 
Japanese copy of the ‘Rolls-Royce of submachine guns’"—a Waffenfabrik Steyr MP34. 
Heinz Winifred Brotzman’s pre-1933 SA and 44 daggers were arranged in a row 
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below the MP34’s bayonet lug. The inscription on the SA dagger read, ‘Ales fiir 
Deutschland (Everything for Germany). The other, an 44-Ehrendolch (Ceremonial 44 
Dagger), in addition to bearing the usual inscription of ‘Meine Ehre Heift Meine 
Treue (My Honor is Loyalty), bore another inscription on the reverse in Heinrich 
Himmiler’s handwriting. ‘In Herzhcher Kameradschaft H. Himmler (In Warm 
Camaraderie, H. Himmler), it read. The symbolism of the special inscription 
denoted more than its theatrical value. The Reichsfiibrer had given its owner his 
personal blessing to wield the dagger as a weapon against anyone who defiled the 
honor of the #4 or, in Bruno’s case, the ownet’s family. 

Bruno donned the hat and attached the scabbards of both daggers to the belt 
loops of his jodhpurs. The §4-Ehrendolch scabbard slanted at a forty-five degree 
angle over Helmut Brotzman’s Reichsrevolver, holstered on Bruno’s left hip. 

Duchess Perpetua lingered at the doorway behind him, on the other side of 
the room, her arms crossed. She leaned against the moveable panel of a Fusuma, an 
interior door panel similar to a Shi to rearrange the spacing of a room. “Bruno,” 
she chortled, “Not too bad for a commoner’s garb.” 

“Is that so?” Sheathing the $4-Ehrendolch, Bruno turned away from the mirror. 
“My great-erandfather’s old SA uniform makes me look like a Neo-Colonialist.” 

“What,” she chortled, “You mean, like, Washington-Reich?” 

“Ja, that kind of Neo-Colonialist,” he answered. “Do I...” 

“No, more like someone who walked off the Hollywood set of a John Wayne 
Western flick,” she said. “Anyway, we have to leave now. The Clancyites will be 
raiding this place any moment and the Ryanites will be invading this island in the 
coming morning.” Perpetua motioned him to hurry. 

Grabbing the MP34 from the table, Bruno scurried away from the mirror. He 
followed Perpetua away from the room, switching off the lights on the way out. 
The clock had struck midnight. The new year was beginning with a bang. 

SKK 

Three AJ-24s sporting side-mounted TOW missile launchers rolled out of a 
winding tunnel. Platoons of Clancyite infantry rode atop the rear engine hoods 
and coaxial turrets. The tunnel from which they came was a downward slope 
spiraling around the entirety of Mount Kesselschlacht like the Islamic minaret at 
the Great Mosque of Samarra. Perpetua’s Four Horsemen and Bruno’s Reichsadler 
Squadron had no time to prep the tunnel entrance with C4. Additional 
reinforcements will be pouring into the summit until daylight. 

The Clancyite infantry and MAFVs gathered at the entrance into the summit 
compounded behind an entire company of Clancyite marines and a fourth AJ-24 
that lacked a TOW missile launcher. The officer commanding the marines pointed 
his finger at the fourth AJ-24, its hands gesturing at the commander’s cupola drive 
straight into the gates. 

The fourth MAFV’s gasoline engine revved, its headlights lighting up the 
steel gates as it drove towards it. The sheer mass of its multi-ton chassis slammed 
against it like an iron fist pounding on a wooden door. The driver reversed the 
MAFYV several yards and rammed the gate again. The second collision almost bent 
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it. The AJ-24 crashed through it on the third collision. It rolled forward as 
platoons of Clancyite marines jogged past the gates with the other AJ-24s followed 
it along the dirt trail. The enemy, expecting to find two identical twins frolicking 
around in G-string bikinis, was walking into an ambush. 

The compound’s gates were situated in the west. The dirt trail was mined 
with Ryanite-made Teller antitank mines, the grass around it laden with 
antipersonnel box-shaped Schu-Mine (Shoe-Mine) 42s and cylindrical Behe/fs- 
Schiitzenmine $.150s. A cross-shaped footpath of marble foot followed rows of 
cherry blossom trees and untrimmed hedges to the center of the compound. The 
white marble obelisk to the fallen personnel of 34 US Marine Division was 
centered in the middle of the cross-shaped footpath. 

Bruno and Cousins Rosalinde, Fabian, Adelwolfa, Dieter, and Kathe hid in 
the garden with Shizuko. They were curled into fetal positions inside camouflaged 
one-man foxholes that Imperial Japanese soldiers nicknamed “Takotsubo’ (Octopus 
Pot). They were taught this tactic by President Howard Wolff, who learned about 
it during his Vietcong days in the Vietnam War. Not to mention learning that 
Saddam Hussein also tried hiding inside of one during Operation Iraqi Freedom. 
Pax Americana and the Duopoly just called them ‘Spider Holes’. 

North of the marble obelisk were the ruins of a dilapidated Catholic parish 
and a Bavarian beer hall, abandoned since 1918. The ‘Roman Catholic 
Archdiocese for the Military Services, USA’ had one Catholic priest overseeing 
another parish in the large village near the airfield. As far as Cardinal Wolk and the 
American Catholic bishops were concerned, this parish did not exist and so did 
the beer hall standing across from it. Halfrida and Perpetua were garrisoning them. 

The front entrances into the parish and beer hall were barricaded with 
decaying wooden pews. Halfrida climbed up a rusted steel ladder to the bell tower 
on the parish’s roof and drew her Type 4 rifle. Perpetua, lugging around Percival 
Alexander Richardson’s Panzerschreck and spare HEAT warheads, crawled up a 
ledge on the beer hall’s roof. Baroness Felicity, Princess Philomena, and Countess 
Cecilia crawled behind her, each crewmate carrying an Imperial Japanese Type 10 
grenade launcher—-what Pax Americana and the Duopoly called a ‘Knee Mortar’. 
US Marines hated the Type 10 after a translation error—like Hillary Clinton’s reset 
button—in the Japanese instruction manual caused injuries due to improper use. 

To the east, the trapdoors hidden beneath the Tatami inside the Minka and 
the Chashitsu had their tunnels sealed with the last C4 charges. Harold dashed 
back into the Minka, while Amelia went for the Minka. They crouched behind a 
window overlooking the obelisk ahead of them and deploying the bipods of Type 
99 light machine guns atop Chabudai tables. All their Shogi pieces on the board 
were mobilized for war, like the chess pieces on Zbigniew Brzezinski’s chessboard. 
Opposing sets of pieces advanced forward from opposite directions. 

A red flare flew out of a narrow slit from the bell tower. A rapid succession 
of gunshots broke out from a Japanese-looking M1 Garand. No muzzle flashes 
from the bell tower. The grounds of the compound glowed ted, the flare rising like 
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the rising sun in the east. Harold and Amelia emptied their machine guns on the 
infantry, mowing down several as they hit the dirt. 

Small explosions rippled through the dirt trail. The AJ-24s on the road were 
unable to proceed any further. The MAFVs ran over the Teller mines and got their 
treads blown off. The survivors blitzed past them to the obelisk with their 
bayonets fixed. Two platoons triggered the Schu-Mine 42s and Behelfs- 
Schitzenmine S.150s, setting off a chain reaction that consumed them whole. 
Nothing remained of them other than cinders and ash. 

The enemy infantry went ahead without them, their movements once again 
reduced to a slow crawl. Back at the bell tower, Halfrida continued picking off one 
soldier after another, while her twin brother and Amelia kept the rest pinned 
down. From the beer hall rooftop, Perpetua clenched her fist and pushed it 
upward in the air three times. She signaled Felicity, Philomena, and Cecilia to 
ready their Type 10s. 

While her crewmates took their deploying weapons that had never been 
replicated after 1945, Perpetua crouched upright and held the Panzerschreck over 
her shoulder. All of the AJ-24s were lined up in the Panzerschreck resting over 
Perpetua’s shoulder; their coaxial turrets were damaged by the recent detonations. 

She propelled a single warhead into the left-hand side armor of the AJ-24. 
The projectile pierced the rear engine hood, knocking it out of commission. She 
loaded the next warhead into the cumbersome stovepipe and scored direct hits on 
all the other three. Felicity, Philomena, and Cecilia lobbed grenades as the 
surviving infantry and marines on their approach to the obelisk. 

When the enemy soldiers were within range, Shizuko and the members of 
Reichsadler Squadron lunged away from their hiding spots. Shizuko unsheathed 
her heirloom katana and sprinted toward the soldiers. Countless bullets whirled 
and whizzed all around her. 

Bruno and his like-minded Cousins assaulted the enemy’s positions with a 
hail of bullets from their MP34s and Beretta Modello 38s. “Steg oder Tod (Victory 
ot Death)!” Bruno and his like-minded Cousins screamed at the top of their lungs, 
Banzai-charging the Clancyites. Bruno tossed his MP34 aside, drew his 
Reichsrevolvers and unloaded them. With their submachine guns also emptied, his 
like-minded Cousins reached for their HiHlerjugend daggers and entered the fray 
with Shizuko and Bruno, stabbing, hacking, and slicing the survivors to pieces. 

2K 


Several Fi229Xs and a C-130 disappeared into the cloudy skies over 
Kesselschlacht-Atoll. The skies brightened into hues of blue as the sun slowly roused 
her rosy fingers from the east. Thanks to Bruno’s like-minded Cousins and 
Perpetua’s fellow crewmate cousins, all of the coastal cannons around the 
mountain were silenced. The Pax Americana garrison also lost all but six of their 
Fi229Xs in a big explosion last night. “It’s about time, Kameraden!” Halfrida 
declared over the radio. “Hurry up and remake Flags of Our Fathers, boys and girls!” 

Twelve Remnants’ light cruiser warships and Ryanite troop transport ships 
sailed through choppy waters. A Yamato-class battleship cruised in the center of 
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the advancing flotilla. The battleship’s impressive naval cannons rotated rightward, 
aiming high at the atoll on her starboard side. Each of her cannons unleashed a 
deafening roar not heard since the Second World War. 

Although the Ryanite Marie lacked a naval wing as powerful as the 
Underground, Pax Americana, or Remnants, RGA High Command did activate 
naval infantry formations modelled after the Prussia’s Seebataillone (Sea Battalions). 
Unlike later Adelburger Divisions, which were named after various figures of 
Catholic education, the Ryanite Seebataillone was named after various Marian 
apparitions. Their Fackeltraéger suits and coal scuttle helmets colored in dark blue 
and their black hobnailed jackboots polished. 

Dozens of Landwasserschlepper amrnphibious tractors raced to the battered outer 
perimeters of the atoll. Ryanite Republic ensigns fluttered through the strong early 
morning winds as machine gunners peppered the coastal defenses up ahead. 

Sounds of a centuries-old Prussian ‘diss track’ blared in the distance. 
“Firidericus Rex, unser Konig und Herr, der rief seine Soldaten allesamt ins Gewebr, 
gweihundert Bataillone und an die tausend Schwadronen, und jeder Grenadier Rriegt sechzig 
Patronen? (Frederick the Great, our King and Lord, calls upon his soldiers to gather 
their rifles and form two hundred tall battalions and a thousand squads, with every 
Grenadier getting his sixty rounds!)” 

Twenty Huey helicopters flew past them like a scene parodying that one air 
attack scene from Apocalypse Now. Their loudspeakers were playing Ferdinand 
Radeck’s Fridericus-Rex-Grenadiermarsch, Not even the smell of napalm in the 
morning was comparable to the cheerful melody and the joyful lyrics. Naval 
artillery fire from Shizuko’s forces kept the crack Clancyites marines and regulars 
huddled inside their bunkers and trenches. Smoke shells slammed against the 
beachheads around the lagoon, kicking up massive amounts of sand as clouds of 
white smoke blossomed. 

“Die Kais’rin hat sich mit dem Franzosen altiiert, und das Romische Reich gegen mich 
revoltiert, die Russen sind gefallen in Preufsen ein, auf, lasst uns zeigen, dass wir brave 
Landeskinder sein! (The Empress has sided with the French, and the First Reich is 
now up in revolt! The Russians are even invading Prussia! Come on, let’s show the 
whole world what we Prussians ate made of})” 

Clancyite machine gunners inside the bunkers and pillboxes retaliated. 
Antiaircraft Flak cannon and gun crews turned their barrels around and loaded 
new shells. They hurled hundreds of shells and tracer rounds at the approaching 
amphibious tractors. 

“Nun adje Luise, nisch ab das Gesicht, eine jede Kugel, die trifft ja nicht, denn traf jede 
Kugel apart ihren Mann, wo Rriegten die Konige ihre Soldaten dann!’ (Parewell, my dear 
Luise, and could you please wipe away your tears for once? I am marching forward 
without fearing death! If every bullet ever made was always pin-point precise, 
where else do you think we’re going to get our soldiers from?)” 

Enemy infantry hurried to the trenches, armed with Vietnam-era M14s and 
Ml6s, pelted bullets at their most hated of enemies. The Ryanite Hueys soared 
past them as they flew over the large town near the local airfield. Individual 
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infantry exchanged potshots with the helicopter door gunners. The door gunners 
unloaded their MG42s. 

The Hueys weaved through AA tracers and plumes of black smoke from 
FlaK cannons. Passing the walls surrounding the airfield, the Hueys descended 
over plumes of green and blue smoke. Squads of Seebasaillon infantry leaped from 
the troop compartments of their Huey transports and fanned out. They piled up 
around the doorways of nearby ruined buildings, tossing fragmentation 
Stielhandgranate and Eibandgranate into the ground floor windows. Shrapnel 
scattered throughout the rooms inside the buildings. Every closed door was kicked 
down. Entire squads stormed the buildings. Gunfire and shouting ensued. 

“Unsre Artillerie hat ein vortrefflich Kaliber, und von den Preufen geht Reiner zum 
Feinde tiber, die Schweden, die haben verflucht schlechtes Geld, wer weif, ob der Ostreicher 
besseres halt?(Our artillery has an excellent caliber, and we Prussians do not retreat 
before our enemies! The Swedish have terrible luck in war and who knows if the 
Austrians are any better!)” 

Back at the beachheads, other Hueys swarmed overhead. They were gunships 
outfitted with unguided rockets and twin-mounted machine guns. They strafed the 
beachheads. Multiple explosions flared, the impacts sending debris and mangled 
corpses flying all around. Several pillboxes collapsed inward on themselves, their 
machine gunners torn to pieces by the shrapnel and metal debris. Remaining 
defenders at the beaches fought on despite mounting casualties. 

“Mit Pomade bezabit den Franzosen sein Konig, wir kriegen’s alle Woche bet Heller und 
Pfennig. Potz, Mohren, Blitz und Kreuzsakrament, wer kriegt so prompt wie der Preufse sein 
Traktament?(The French receive bottles of Pomade from their King, whereas in 
Prussia, we are always getting our pay on time! Bolts, lightning, thunder, bloody 
hell and horrid woe! Who else gets their pay as timely as ours?)” 

The Landwasserschlepper tractors reached the beaches. Emerging from the 
crashing waves of water were twenty four Maurice I/F and II/G MAFVs, each 
one modified to operate as an amphibious Tauchpanzer (Diving Panzer). The steel 
doors on the backs of each amphibious tractor swung open. Twenty-man Ryanite 
Seebataillon platoons hurried out. 

“Firidericus, mein Konig, den der Lorbeerkranz ziert, ach, hatt’st du nur ofters zu 
plindern permithert, Fridericus Rex, mein Konig und Held, wir schhigen den Teufel fiir dich 
aus der Welt” (Frederick the Great, my King, the laurel wreaths adorns every sworn 
Prussian who had their convictions tested in the field of battle! Seriously, we’d 
follow you to Hell and back if only you ordered us!)” 

The RGA Seebataillone charged up the sandy beaches, crawled through the 
barbed wire and lobbed hand grenades and rifle grenades into every trench and the 
bunker, mopping up all resistance before moving further inland. The mountain 
complex would not be cleared out for the next four days. 
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Part Sour: Haheheit Hacht sre! 


(Truth Will Set You Free!) 
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Chapter Thirty One: Unser Wilde Jagd, Pt. I 
(Wise Man and Duopoly; Jan. 6-31, 2014) 


“There are people among us who can see the future. [...] Buried in billions of pages of blog posts 
and tweets, academic research, and government reports, Cassandra figuratively calls to us, 
warning of calamity. Often she is unheeded, sometimes unheard. Frequently she is given only a 
token response or dismissed as a fool or a fraud. [I']be Cassandra problem is not only one of 
hearing the likely accurate predictions through the noise, but of processing them properly once they 
are identified. |...] If, however, we ignore a true Cassandra, the cost of not acting is usually far 
higher than the cost of dealing with the problem later. [...] [Thus,] [w]e begin this journey [this 
Wild Hunt’), well aware that, like the citizens of Ancient Troy, we are mere mortals 
frequenting the oracular temples of the gods in our search for the truth and a vision of the future.” 
-Richard A. Clarke and Randolph Post ‘R. P.’ Eddy, 
Warnings: Finding Cassandras to Stop Catastrophes 


Federalist’. The Framers of the Constitution and The Federalist Papers also 
employed some subtle time-tested defenses and fortifications. Thomas 
Jefferson, James Madison, James Monroe, Alexander Hamilton, and John Jay 
erected them while writing The Federalist Papers, the Constitution and Bill of Rights. 

The Framers built Congress, the White House, and the Supreme Court to 
withstand sustained assaults and sieges, which left dislodging and encirclement out 
of the question. Later generations of Democrats and Republicans bolstered the 
defenses of all three Branches, turning them into impregnable fortresses. No 
quarter will ever be given to all other ideologies invading the State and Federal 
governments. That included the ‘Grenadiers’ and ‘Household Cavalrymen’ of the 
Helden and Four Horsemen, ‘Prussian Mercenary Hussars’ like Ulrich and Bruno, 
and ‘Nobility’ like Duchess Perpetua and Cardinal Wolk. The Constitution ensured 
that they will always be easy to deter with steamrolling ‘Bipartisanship’. 

President Howard Wolff and Vice President Nicholas Fitzgerald were 
different. Swift and silent, they traveled light and well-camouflaged in public even 
in broad daylight, always ferocious in political combat. The whole Duopoly viewed 
them as ‘unpredictable’, ‘aloof’, ‘distant and calculated’, ‘energetic’, ‘obstructive’, 
and ‘daringe’-words describing an Ernst Junger-esque ‘Anarch’. Wolff and 
Fitzgerald were to Political Science, what formidable pairs of Jager (Hunters) were 
to the Prussian Army during the Napoleonic Wars. The Helden, RGA and Adelbu, 
and the Anti-EuroGov Pact, will all be thanking their skirmishes later. 

Something had to be done to prevent the Anarchic ‘Jager von Newmann-Setow 
(Hunters of Ss. John Neumann & Elizabeth Ann Seton Catholic High School) 
from splitting apart the Duopoly. Thus, Pax Americana always kept their Clancyite 
equivalent—a ‘Heckerist’—lurking inside Congress and stalking Wolff and Fitzgerald 
from the halls of various Federal buildings around America’s National Mall: 
Congresswoman Virginia Cassandra Washington-Reich (D-VA). 


"Tis since the 1780s has always been centered on ‘Federalist’ and ‘Anti- 
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A civil servant since 9/11 and the Rosy War, Congresswoman Washington- 
Reich rose through the ranks, her reputation held in high regard by many among 
the Duopoly and Pax Americana that knew her name. Their perception of her was 
comparable to the one Adolf Hitler and some Nazis had toward Horst Brotzman’s 
mentor and Heinrich Himmler’s protégé: 44-Obergruppenfiihrer Dr.-Ing. Hans 
Kammler. Ambitious, restless, well-bred, well-spoken, pragmatic, foreboding, and 
sociopathic as Dr. Kammler, she was their ‘Goddess of Reason’—a title more 
befitting than ‘Lady Liberty’. 

Congresswoman Washington-Reich’s congressional office was inside a 
building reserved for congressmen not far from the steps of Capitol Hill. She sat 
cross-legged at her desk, lighting a hand-rolled cigarette attached to a silver 
cigarette holder with her golden lighter. Cassandra’s ash blonde tresses were 
curled, the bangs over her thin eyebrows side-swept and covering her left eye. Her 
white $10,000 two-piece business suit always dry-cleaned and kept spotless. 

Exhaling tobacco smoke through her nostrils, she pulled the cigarette holder 
from her sensual red lips with her index and middle fingers. Her all-seeing right 
eye glared at two official Federal government portraits of Wolff and Fitzgerald on 
her other hand. “Unser Wilde Jagd (Our Wild Hunt) is only beginning, Wolff and 
Fitzgerald. .., Cassandra murmured under her throat. The fingers on her left hand 
stroked their faces. “...I would be very aroused and ecstatic the moment you two 
are impeached and indicted by all of my colleagues...” 

All the clocks on the walls never went like clockwork, but always in sync like 
Bipartisanship. Every clock bore a circular photo of the Twin Towers of the 
World Trade Center just moments before the 9/11 Attacks. A tall Grandfather 
Clock standing against a wall between two windowsills symbolized everything 
about the Duopoly, Pax Americana, and the Clancyites. A pendulum oscillated 
back and forth like American voters swinging between Democrat and Republican. 

Unlike the two hands on all the Twin Towers clocks, the three hands on the 
Grandfather Clock corresponded to the three most important concerns among 
many Americans: coin, colon, crotch. The hands revolved clockwise in Permanent 
Revolution in honor of the Enlightenment, forever in syne with the Bipartisanship 
of both House and Senate. Despite Fitzgerald usurping the role of Vice President, 
the Speaker of House, Senate Majority and Minority Leaders remained loyal 
timekeepers. No one debated over ideals or values, but always over accelerating or 
deaccelerating the progression of the Grandfather Clock without ever stopping it. 

The door to her office opened. All the hands on every clock came to a halt, 
rather than revolving counterclockwise like the Underground or falling apart like 
the Conspiracy. Time became a meaningless concept whenever Harold and Halfrida 
stepped into this “Temple of Reason’, their Catholic faith reminding them to seek 
asceticism and selflessness, not decadence and selfishness. 

Cassandra put out her cigarette with a stainless steel ashtray and concealed 
the cigarette holder beneath her white tunic. She stared at Harold and Halfrida, 
tugging her side bangs, revealing her other eye. The twins were doppelgangers—evil 
twins—of Hans Fritz and Sophie Magdalena Scholl, the GACSS being the Anti- 
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Nazi opposite of the White Rose Movement. Nothing between Ryanites and 
Clancyites was personal in their centuries-old Erbfeindschaft (Hatred-Passed-Down- 
to-Future-Generations). Ss. John Henry Newman and Johann Nepomuk 
Neumann were just opposites from the same time period during the 19 century. 

The Brotzman twins dumped a fat file on her desk. A deluge of loose papers 
flooded the desk by the hundreds. “Why have you come?” Cassandra spoke, 
repeating that same question every time the Brotzman twins visited. 

“The latest reports from our Cousin Ulrich regarding ‘Operation Noble 
Eagle,”’ Halfrida said, her eyes crossed. “Remember, your younger brother wants 
us Ryanites and Clancyites to refrain from declaring war on each other.” 

Harold bit his tongue. “And so we apologize for..uh, rearranging the 
furniture at...” Halfrida smacked his back. “Never mind...forget what I just said.” 
“If you meant Kesselschlacht then, yes, you need to die!” Cassandra cackled. 

“Where is she, Cassandra?” Halfrida demanded. “Where’s Tsumugi-sama?”’ 

“Yes, the A-Wing which bears my name and its pilot...” She gawked at the 
photo of Tsumugi and Thomas at her desk. “Tsumugi and my brother are out 
terror-bombing in Yemen, Syria, and Iraq. I'll let her know you stopped by...” 

Cassandta’s cryptic words and stalling was getting on Halfrida’s nerves. “You 
Clancyites always love to cherish the American saying ‘#me is money!” she 
complained. “Who would have thought that money is power and power is controk” 

“Pfft...Lady Ostara and her Esoteric Hitlerist cult preach that ‘creation and 
destruction are one, to the eyes who can see beauty,” the Congresswoman snorted, quoting 
Savitri Devi. “Never forget: ‘the Swastika and Fascist movements are basically offspring of 
Ostara,’ I, on the other hand, have chosen to birth a different offspring.” 

“Ah, so that’s why Savitri Devi derided the Democratic-Republican Duopoly 
as being ‘Men in Time’ in her 1958 book, The Lightning and the Sun,” Harold sighed. 
“Tf that’s the case, then Adolf Hitler to you is...” 

“A “Man against Time,” Cassandra rolled her eyes. “Ostara believes that 
Hitler is a godlike entity sent down to paint the Real World blood-red, in pain and 
suffering worthy of ushering a new Golden Age without Liberalism. Hitler did not 
commit suicide in the Féhrerbunker. Eva Braun died a mortal woman’s death, 
whereas he slumbers and waits for those to call forth his name again and continue 
the National Socialist Kampfzeit (Time of Battle) from 1945.” 

“So what does that make us, the ‘Men above Time?” Harold yawned. 

“More like the ‘Men without Time’—Lenin, Stalin, and Trotsky,’ Cassandra 
chuckled. “The Soviet Union is dead. Marx is stone-cold dead. America’s Empire 
of Liberty is forever eternal. None shall topple it or its benevolent governance.” 

“What is this, Ring des Nibelungen (Ring of the Nibelungs)?” Halfrida cried. 

“T was going to say Lord of the Rings, but I see where you are coming from,” 
Cassandra gigeled. “We Ryanite and Clancyites are all Catholics... Distributists...” 
She stroked her chin. “But the Ryanites and the GACSS follow the Sonderweg 
(Special Path) of Preufentum und Distributismus (Prussianism and Distributism)!” 

“Our Permanent Revolution embodies Distributism in One, Holy Catholic, 
and Apostolic Church!” Harold growled. “Yours embodies the legacy of the 


297 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 
Enlightenment and all the materialist forces that sought to desecrate and trivialize 
everything that which is sacred and beautiful in life, turning everything into 
commodities to be bought and sold and then thrown out when no longer usefull” 

She chortled at the outrageous thought of Hilaire Belloc and Gilbert Keith 
and Arthur Kenneth Chesterton sharing three .44 Russian bullets and a ditch, 
courtesy of Bruno Brotzman. “The Ryanites are fools so long as you and they 
continue to be allies of him and that whore of his! The Underground and the 
House of Raynerson are gathering allies and strength in the Otherworld and 
Dweller World! GACSS will collapse like the Third Reich, and we will smile down 
and piss all over your Helden for war crimes—both the real and the imaginary!” 

“Don’t you ever compate us to him and the National Socialists!” Halfrida 
screamed. “Bruno is a part of our family and we sought to look after him! What 
have we done against the Jewish people or anyone else for that matter?” 

Cassandra smirked. “Relax, I know both of you and the GACSS are as Anti- 
Nazi as the White Rose Movement! The differences between GACSS and White 
Rose predate the 20% century! It dates back to the Catholic Church and its 
existential crisis during the Americanist Heresy!’ She pointed at the door behind 
them. “But for now, get out of my office or I will have to call security on you!” 

The Framers of the Constitution did not just fear the possibility of political 
power in the hands of foolish tyrants. They also feared that same power wielded 
by the ever-increasing determination and unremitting resolve of the Anarchic Jager. 
Wolff and Fitzgerald presented enough problems for Congress and the Supreme 
Court. Thanks to their Erbfeindschaft with the Ayatollahs Khamenei and Khomeini, 
the Duopoly kept America in a State of National Emergency since 1979. That also 
meant access to powers normally unavailable in other nations. Thus, Wolff used 
Executive Orders and National Emergencies to his advantage. He had no choice. 

2 KK 
(Four hours later) 

‘Waldganger (Forest Rebels) was Ernst Jiinger’s term for Duchess Perpetua 
and Cardinal Wolk—people witnessing and helping the commoners achieve true 
freedom through their Noblesse Obiige. Though few in numbers, they presented a 
far greater threat to the Framers, the Duopoly, and the Clancyites. As Duopoly 
ptiestess Ayn Rand maintained in The Virtue of Selfishness, Capitalism is ‘Separation 
of Economics and State’ and is derived from Thomas Jefferson’s Establishment 
Clause which enforced the Duopoly’s ‘Separation of Church and State’. 

The Framers made straightjackets to deter His Eminence from challenging 
either the Duopoly or else the Americanist Heresy. His Eminence knew that, for 
Wolk and Fitzgerald, the Framers made sure that their faith in the Constitution 
was greater than their adherence to the Catholic faith. Fortunately, the Bush 43 
White House established the ‘Office of Faith-Based and Community Initiatives’ 
(OFBCD on January 29, 2001. The Obama White House inherited and renamed it 
the ‘Office of Faith-Based and Neighborhood Partnerships’ (OFBNP). And while 
Wolff had no real interest in abolishing OFBNP, he left this office inactive 
because he felt it was an unjust playpen to deter people like Cardinal Wolk. 
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For Perpetua, the Framers designed the Nobility Clause to prevent people 
like her from participating in the Federal government as an American citizen. ‘No 
Title of Nobility shall be granted by the United States: And no Person holding any Office of 
Profit or Trust under them, shall, without the Consent of the Congress, accept of any present, 
Emolument, Office, or Title, of any kind whatever, from any King, Prince, or foreign State, 

Snow descended like white confetti from dark clouds over the gated grounds 
of Cardinal Wolk’s Archdiocesan manor house in Philadelphia. All the old clocks 
inside the building chimed at the stroke of midnight. It was now January 7. The 
conference room was well-lit and its doors closed. Cardinal Wolk sat back in his 
chair at the oak-furnished conference table, holding a printed copy of GACSS’ 
Wonderland daily paper, Ryanite Weekly Review. 

The front page headline article covered the recent inauguration of President’s 
Wolffs brother as de-facto Mayor of New York City Council. Photos of Herbert 
Wolff touring the New York City subways, boarding a subway train as the doors 
closed behind him and his old Ryanite advisors from the First RPS. Thanks to the 
combined efforts of Brotzman twins and their peers in the Anti-EuroGov Pact, 
Herbert Wolff won the 2013 Mayoral Election, becoming the first New York City 
Mayor in American history to shatter the Democratic-Republican Party’s 
centuries-long political monopoly over City Hall. 

Our RDVP (Radical Distributist People’s Party) has emerged with Mayor Wolff as the 
largest political party inside City Council, the headline article proclaimed. Swall businesses, 
especially family-onned ones, will once again become the backbone of New York’s economy. The 
forces of Wall Street and the multinational corporations that benefited from Duopoly-imposed 
Globalization will become isolated from City Council. Their power and influence under Mayor 
W olf will be relegated to only Wall Street and all of Lower Manbattan. 

Labor unions, backed by the Ryanites, shall evolve into fully-fledged Guilds forming 
Betriebsrat (Workers’ Councils). These Ryanite-backed Guilds, operating through these 
Workers’ Councils, will finally cast aside self-destructive class warfare and wield true 
representation inside the boardrooms of corporate America. In New York alone, working class 
Americans shall acquire the power to control their economic and political destinies. 

Forty hours after inauguration, Mayor Wolff formally abolished the sacrilegious plan to 
open a restaurant and gift shop at, of all places, the soon-to-be-completed National September 11 
Memorial & Museum. ‘The museum and memorial also doubles as a cemetery and nobody 
charges $24 just to visit a cemetery, let alone to shop and dine,’ the Mayor said over a telephone 
interview. “The reason why anyone would tolerate this is because neither the State of New York 
nor the Federal government wants to pay anything to run and maintain it. Therefore, the City 
Council and I voted to scrap those plans while addressing the site’s security needs.’ 

“Mayor Wolff never bothered to mention the Lesbgarde Harold Brotzman 
detachment providing security,” the voice of a man in his early sixties blurted. 

The voices of five other middle-aged and elderly men responded to the first. 

“Would ALQdidah want to bomb a place as miserable as that?” 

“The agencies in the so-called ‘Beltway’ are confident that they would, 
whereas our two former classmates in the White House suspect somebody else.” 

“And who would that ber” 
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“The Leibgarde detachment ought to switch places sooner than later. One of 
these days, the Clancyites or else 44 Colonel Brotzman may attack.” 

“Where else do you think Mayor Wolff is going to get security then? This 
country values profit because it has conflated freedom and democracy with it.” 

The first man chuckled. “And the ‘Goddess of Reason’ who enthralled our 
predecessors after the ‘Raynerson-Nazi Affair’ and the First RPS continues to be 
worshipped and idolized by the Clancyites.” 

“What about the Anti-EuroGov Pact?” His Eminence folded the newspaper 
and set it down on the table. “Perhaps they should provide security for the site 
and for Mayor Wolff? Washington-Reich and his Clancyites are now going to great 
lengths to assassinate him, his brother, the State Chancellor and President, and all 
of us.” Cardinal Wolk glared at the six clergymen who sided with himself and the 
Brotzman twins during the ‘Fourth Plenary Council of Baltimore’ in 2012. 

Seated around the table were six Ryanites who once held former positions in 
the First RPS as students of Neumann-Seton in the 1950s. Archbishop Hetzer, 
SDB, of Baltimore; Bishop Engstr6m-Guérin, MIC, of Arlington; Monsignor 
Santoro, OFM Cap., of Philadelphia; Brother Stanley, OP, of Harrisburg; 
Archbishop Gutierrez-Kneller, CSsR, of New York; and Father Brotzman, OSA, 
of Arlington. Though Father Leonard was the sole exception, they and dozens of 
other appointed Ryanite students, teachers, parents, clergy and religious presided 
over the Upper House of the Ryanite Convention alongside them. 

“How about it?” Cardinal Wolk turned to his post-surgery caretaker and 
assistant, Sister Maria Bianchi, IHM. “Should we let the Helden take over or do we 
let the Four Horsemen and Reichsadler Squadron?” His Eminence asked her. 

Sister Bianchi nodded. “Let Her Highness and her fiancée to take over. The 
State President still needs the Helden to go after Project FORESIGHT. The State 
Chancellor, on the other hand, is hiding from Congresswoman Washineton-Reich. 
She, her brother Thomas, and Kessel-san wish to poach him like a wild animal.” 

“It’s the least my nephew could do after what he and my niece did back at 
Kesselschlacht,’ Father Leonard said. 

“And you are confident that nothing will ever happen to him” Sister Bianchi 
said. “How certain are you, Father Brotzman?” 

Father Leonard paused and stroked his chin. “I am certain that he will be fine 
in the presence of his Cousin Bruno and Duchess Perpetua. He and his twin sister, 
along with their Cousins Ulrich and Heinricka, have been getting along.” 

KK 

January 8. A private security firm with ties to Bruno and Perpetua provided 
the additional security forces requested Mayor Wolff for the rest of January. The 
Leibgarde detachment rejoined with the rest of the Lesbgarde Harold Brotzman. 

January 12. Congresswoman Cassandra drafted two plans for the Duopoly 
with her brother and T'sumugi Kessel. If impeachment on charges of ‘Obstruction 
of Justice’ proved insufficient, overwhelming Wolff and Fitzgerald with a deluge 
of Democratic and Republican presidential candidates next year and 2016 will. 
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January 13. Harold and Halfrida disappeared and severed all contact for the 
time being. The Conspiracy, in addition to Pax Americana, was now looking for 
them. Several of the twins’ doubles had been found and killed. But not all of them 
were found and others were too formidable for either side to kill off. 

January 26. The days between this Sunday and February 1 marked Catholic 
Schools’ Week 2014. The State Chancellor and State President, despite their 
absences and replacements with their doubles, still did their best to ensure that this 
year’s was unlike the ones before the Second RPS and GACSS. 

January 31. A heavy snowstorm pounded the New York City Metropolitan 
Area. Pax Americana and Conspiracy death squads prowled the streets, searching 
for the State Chancellor and State President. Harold had been hiding in the DMZ 
in New York, posing as a student of Sacred Heart Academy in Syosset. His twin 
sister, meanwhile, was at an RGA installation somewhere in Otherworld’s Eden. 

By the height of Brotzmanskrieg, between 2014 and 2016, the Anti-EuroGov 
Pact dwindled to twenty five members—the Helden, the Four Horsemen, and 
Reichsadler Squadron. Everyone had either left like Horst and Ostara and 
Emperor Bernard and Empress Benita, or else they were unable to participle like 
President Wolff and Cardinal Wolk. Pax Americana, meanwhile, knew Harold and 
Halfrida were one of its members were racing to find the identities of the others. 

National Insecurity, not ‘National Security’, reigned supreme throughout the 
history of New York City. Greed governed the Reagan Revolution, giving way to 
‘Giuliani Time’the reign of Rudolph ‘Rudy’ Giuliani-and the Duopoly’s 
indecisiveness and incompetence to save World Trade Center survivors, civilian 
and first responder alike, even after 9/11. The 9/11-induced cancers were like a 
never-ending Socratic war crimes tribunal for all survivors. Rather than helping 
Mayor Wolff ease their burdens, the Duopoly doubled down on their insecurity. 

The weather forced most of the city indoors. Outside, security was tighter 
now in this snowstorm than the immediate aftermath of 9/11. Battalions of US 
National Guard troops with EU/NATO STANAG weaponry guarded prominent 
landmarks and transportation hubs. Armored NYPD vehicles patrolled the streets. 
Port Authority bolstered their security forces with Federal money. 

Augmenting their firepower were Clancyite Heckerists and MAFVs posing as 
PMCs (Private Military contractors)—a policy pursued by the Rumsfeld Pentagon. 
Unlike the security forces, whose presence was arranged through painstaking 
arrangements by Congresswoman Cassandra, the Heckerists hunted for Harold 
and a briefcase containing financial documents related to the Anti-EuroGov Pact. 

On Pax Americana’s computer networks, another notorious relic of the 
Rumsfeld Pentagon was also realized: the ‘Special Policy Analysis Market’ GPAM), 
a futures market exchange for all Clancyites looking to invest in the future of 
Brotgzmanskrieg and the War on Terror. Countless red lines quickly jumped up and 
down on onscreen charts in real-time, high-frequency trades. Millions of 
Clancyites betted on coup d’éfats, assassinations, and terrorist attacks. The vast 
majority betted on Heckerists presenting before Congress, like Hans and Sophie 
Scholl before the Hitlerists, heads of Harold and Halfrida on silver platters—what 
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Congresswoman Cassandra originally planned for Osama Bin Laden before SEAL 
Team Six took over. The Goddess of Reason’s reward: twenty-five ‘Congressional 
Medal of Honor’ awards for the twins and the identities and lives of the twenty 
three unidentified members of the Anti-EuroGov Pact. 
2K KK 
(Three weeks later) 

“Are we satisfied with our plans?” Duchess Perpetua asked Princess 
Philomena, Countess Cecilia, Baroness Felicity, the Helden and Reichsadler 
together inside Room 360-A at Sacred Heart Academy. 

Everyone was present except Drusilla’s crewmates of Dewy-Princess. Everyone 
and Drusilla remained split between rushing in guns-blazing like ill-fated 
passengers on United Airlines Flight 93 and sneaking around like Otto Skorzeny 
and the Briider Brotzman (Brotzman Brothers) in Operation Greif’ And unlike the 
people on the upper floors of the South Tower, nobody wanted to stay here, 
waiting for the Heckerists to come and massacre them. 

Everyone was seated behind an individual desk, a white snow cape draped 
over their charcoal black Fackeltrager suits and greatcoats. They bided time to lock 
and load their weapons. The problem for Perpetua was the Helden, all of them 
unsure and uncertain even while they were trying to prove themselves as being 
worthy members of the Lesbgarde Harold Brotzman. 

Margaret Diana Richardson tilted her chin up at Duchess Perpetua and 
adjusted her circular-framed eyeglasses. A fluorescent beam reflected on the frame. 
“T just have one objection, Your Highness.” Her head turned to Rosalinde 
Brotzman, seated in the desk across from hers. “Can we still trust those six to fight 
alongside us? What happens if Horst and Lady Ostara discover that their true 
loyalties and convictions are with us and not with them?” 

Perpetua snapped her fingers. “That is a very good question, Representative 
Richardson! I was about to ask you the same thing as well.” 

“Natiirlich,’ Bruno chimed, “You have nothing to fear from us, but it would 
be best that the House of Raynerson, Dame Ostara, and my Opa are kept in the 
dark regarding our associations.” 

“Foolish Madchen (girl)...,” Rosalinde sighed, staring at Margaret. “Time is 
money for Clancyites, not Ryanites.” She shook her head, her eyes rolling at 
Bruno. “Our Squadron expects your Cousin Halfrida’s peers to be more resolute 
in their convictions.” 

Bruno nodded. “Ich weil}, Rosalinde. It’s just that...” 

“Well, what is it then?” Adelwolfa barked. “Speak up!” 

“How do you expect us to describe it in English for you, Adelwolfa?”’ Fabian 
spoke on Bruno’s behalf. “There is another pressing concern—the identities of 
individuals who wanted all of us dead. Thomas and Congresswoman Cassandra 
Washington-Reich may be ruthless and sociopathic, but neither are not 
psychopaths, nor would there be someone trying to figure out our identities.” 

“Fabian is korrekt,’ Kathe opined. “Somebody must have offered the 
Heckerists some hefty bounties on everyone’s heads somewhere on FCIMS.” 
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“And the question on our minds,” Dieter added, “Is figuring out their 
identities? How certain are you that they have not yet discovered us yet?” 

“T doubt anyone took us into consideration in the events of Fame and Honor 
and The Plaid Dream,” Bruno said. “It is possible that readers did not consider that 
our presence in those novels were just as important, if not more so. But that’s 
their problem and not ours. I am perfectly fine if people forget to know who I 
am.” He loaded the sixth .44 Russian round into the chamber of his second 
Reichsrevolver and twirled the cylinder. “Not everyone wants to listen or accept 
the sincere help offered by people like Duchess Perpetua and I.” 

Bruno reassembled the fieldstripped parts of his Volkssturmgemebr, piece by 
piece. “Monarchism and Socialism have always been with my family for centuries. 
Liberal Capitalism has always been one of our two ideological enemies, most 
Americans having deemed them verboten topics since 1776. ‘Progressivism’ and 
‘Social Liberalism’ and ‘Modern Liberalism’; ‘Neoliberalism’ and 
‘Neoconsetvatism’, ‘Fiscal Conservatism’ and ‘Economic Liberalism’; 
‘Libertarianism’ and ‘Paleoconservatism’—what do they all have in common?” 

“They’re all obsessed with a Grandfather Clock,” Ulrich called out, “Because 
if given any more time, it will bestow them more money, power, and control.” 

“And they are all ideologies obsessed with trying to move the hands on the 
clock clockwise or counterclockwise,” Halfrida chimed. 

“Hmph,” Rosalinde snorted, “We figured as much as well, Hans-Ulrich. The 
question on our minds and Bruno was whether the Helden and Four Horsemen 
are willing to stop the Grandfather Clock and let humanity live peaceful lives 
without it. The Anti-EuroGov Pact lives on so long as we stick together.” 

“So where does that leave us?” Margaret asked. 

“Do you really want to know?” Bruno told her. “All of us and the State 
Chancellor have been chasing after the same thing from different angles. Our goal 
was and always has been defined as the pursuit of the Wo/ksgemeinschaft (People’s 
Community) in a Real World controlled by time. Adolf Hitler, the Hitlerists, and 
the Ostara Conspiracy stole it and have absconded with it. The Duopoly, the 
LIEO and Pax Americana all decree it belongs to them and that’s...so fucked up!” 

Perpetua snatched the loaded Tokarev AVT-40 automatic rifle from the 
teacher’s desk. “Then let’s reset the clock and take it back together!” She gestured 
at the others. “Come on, there’s a Ryanite State Chancellor we have to protect!” 
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Chapter Thirty Two: Unser Wilde Jagd, Pt. II 
(Wise Man and Duopoly; Jan. 31-Feb. 21, 2014) 


“Today nothing is more modern than the onslaught against the political. [Liberal Capitalist] 
financiers [and] industrial technicians and [Marxist-Leninist] and [Anarchic-Syndicalist] 
revolutionaries [all united] in demanding that the biased rule of politics over unbiased economic 
management be done away with. There must no longer be political problems, only organizational- 
technical and economic-sociological tasks. The kind of economic-technical thinking that prevails 
[in the Real World] today is no longer capable of perceiving [any] political idea. The modern 
state seems to have actually become what Max Weber envisioned: a huge industrial plant.” 
-Carl Schmitt, Political Theology: Four Chapters 
on the Concept of Sovereignty, ca. 1922 


known career as a painter. Painting was the Prussian pretty boy’s passion 

before drifting into politics. With color palette and paintbrush, he held his 
paintbrush and stroked its fine hairs on a blank canvas. “Willkommen in der Holle 
(Welcome to Hell)...’ he greeted the tripod-mounted camera and three girls 
beyond the fourth wall. He winked. They winked back. 

The canvas depicted war-torn Venice, Italy as part of a 2014 series of Harold 
Brotzman oil paintings entitled “Tourismus und Terrorismus (Tourism and 
Terrorism). The series so far had exotic locales like Reykjavik, Dublin, Barcelona, 
Paris, Amsterdam, Prague, and Vienna. 

In this painting, Acqua Alta (High Water) gathered strength in the Adriatic 
Sea and racing toward the Laguna Veneta (Lagoon of Venice). Ginormous luxury 
liners crammed with thousands of ‘tourists’ like the cattle cars which once hauled 
‘terrorists’ to their deaths at Auschwitz. A ‘Holocaust of Love’ from the massive 
engines pumped toxic pollutants into the air and lungs of Venetian Jugend. 

Local boaters tried blocking the canals with their own boats. The police 
stopped them with their own boats. They allowed those vessels to sail past a rusty, 
unreliable and unfinished contraption called the ‘MOSE’ (MOdulo Sperimentale 
Elettromeccanico, Experimental Electromechanical Module). ‘Construction’ never 
ended after a deluge of €5,496,000,000 flooded city council in envelopes. The 
luxury liners kept their passengers’ money, saving only scraps of US Dollars, 
Euros, Chinese Yuan, and Japanese Yen for the Venetian Volk. Local police in full 
regalia stood and watch on as long columns marched past the paid turnstiles. 

He paused and shook his head in dismay. If sis and I were Venetians, we'd prefer 
ISTS fighters conquering Venice with guns, not the ‘tourists’ who conquered it with their money. 

The ‘tourists’ garrisoned the Piazza San Marco. They celebrated by snapping 
selfies with their smartphones. They jumped and swam in the filthy, disgusting 
canal water. They congested the narrow streets and prevented the elderly from 
even going to the local grocery store. Some even bought the dilapidated homes of 
evicted Venetian families and their Jugend for as little as just €1. 


5. and beauty flowed from Harold’s delicate, manicured hands in his lesser- 
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Struggling newly-weds awakened late at night by the rancorous orgies of 
tourists. No time to rest or starting a family. A Clancyite couple rode a gondola 
with smug grins in a traffic jam with other gondola. They asked their overworked 
gondoler a terrifying, nightmarish question: “At what time does Venice close, Signor?’ 

This is too good! Harold chuckled. Adding to the finishing touches of his 
painting was, away from the floating ‘Historical Museum’, an island where the city 
once kept its local insane asylum. The crazies rejoiced after the Duopoly restored 
their ‘Individual Freedom’ and ‘Equality of Opportunity’. Their mental instability 
meant they were ‘political prisoners’ on par with Nelson Mandela and Aleksandr 
Solzhenitsyn. The insane asylum was now being renovated into a resort by an 
Italian company known to have built a theme park near a nuclear power plant. 

What a masterpiece! He stepped a few paces backward to gaze in awe of this 
masterpiece. [7'// be every Ryanite’s future if GACSS finally loses Brotzmanskrieg. 

Harold’s captors, the ‘Heckerists’, had already captured him unbeknownst to 
Halfrida, the Helden, and the Anti-EuroGov Pact. Paramilitary students and 
alumni of ‘Father Hecker Catholic Preparatory School for Boys’ and ‘Cardinal 
Gibbons High School for Girls’ in Washington DC, the Heckerists rarely 
accommodated their victims with warm hospitality. Awaiting the ransom money 
from Cardinal Wolk, the Heckerists had imprisoned him inside a tall building 
somewhere in the downtown district of New Europe. 

The ostensible ‘Dweller metropolis’ of New Europe, several miles below the 
bustling New York City Metropolitan Area was a misnomer. The vast majority 
here was predominantly Clancyite and Underground, plus various non-Catholic 
minorities and then Mole and Blueblood Dwellers. 

Harold’s predicament was an exception unlike the captivities of Rudolf Hess 
ot Benito Mussolini. He was a damsel in distress by crossdressing as his twin sister 
again. He passed the time waiting for his knight with Skorzeny Syndrome to 
rescue him; Halfrida was that knight. Setting down his paintbrush and palette atop 
a cabinet, he walked up to an opened windowsill in front of his finished painting. 

The Heckerists guarding outside his quarters were encouraging him to jump 
and escape. They speculated-a Clancyite verb meaning ‘to bet on’—Cardinal Wolk 
refusing and Harold plunging to his death. The bone-chilling blizzard and the 
heavy presence of National Guard and NYPD personnel upstairs prevented him 
from escaping to the Real World. Any hopes of rescue in this massive cavern in 
the Dweller world will come from ‘a different Venice’ somewhere beyond the 
pitch-black abyss of flowing water, schools of fish, and merchant U-Boats. 

Suddenly, the door to Harold’s prison was kicked down and Halfrida bolted 
past the doorway, crossdressing as himself. “Sis,” Halfrida declared, “His 
Eminence has sent me to set you free!” 

“Dear brother...,” Harold bit his tongue. “I mean, sis..., I think Skorzeny 
told Mussolini: “Duce, the Fiihrer has sent me to set you free!”’ 

Halfrida’s eyebrows rose. “Dammit Your Highness, you almost botched our 
rescue mission!” She turned her head to the right-hand side of the outside hall. 
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“Our rescue mission,” Perpetua’s voice called out from the hallway outside 
the room, “What the hell are you talking about? I assume you meant ‘yourr”’ 

Did they just pull an Operation Eiche on the Heckerists? Harold smiled. “It’s about 
time!” Rolling his eyes, he knew Skorzeny rescued Mussolini without a shot fred. 
What Harold did not realize was Halfrida rescued him without a single US Dollar 
spent. “Where are we heading?” He gathered his paintings and fled. 

“Tl let you know when we get there,” Halfrida retorted. 

2K 

“The Free SSEs of New York and Northern New Jersey are self-autonomous 
and neutral,” Perpetua told Halfrida. 

“Neutral and self-autonomous enough that the Ryanites and Underground 
are occupying their Real World, Dweller world, and Otherworld territories and it is 
totally fine by them!” Halfrida cried. “All they care about is money!” 

“Well don’t blame your twin brother, Halfrida,” Perpetua said. “It wasn’t his 
idea, but one of Drusilla’s crewmen.” 

I can barely see a thing, Harold though. Concealed by the darkness of the cavern 
housing New Europe, Perpetua and Halfrida took Harold and his paintings on a 
boat and traveled away from New Europe. Speaking to his twin sister and Her 
Highness created a small echo. “Sis,” he asked, “Are we heading back to the...” 

“The Ryanite subterranean city of ‘New Olbia,”’ Perpetua interjected. 

“Your life is in danger, dear brother,” Halfrida said. “Lady Ostara is going to 
kill us unless we keep you safe someplace more dangerous than New Europe.” 

“And what do you have in mind?” Harold pondered. 

“Somewhere in the Old Europe,” Halfrida replied. 

“Fair enough,” Perpetua voiced. “About that merchant U-Boat you arranged 
for us...” She paused. “Where exactly is it plotting a course for?” 

“At a coastal area near Dublin,” Halfrida said. “Remember Victor Gordon, 
the General Secretariat of the CSI/DI? Well, he and his cousin Gregory have 
requested that the Anti-EuroGov Pact deal with a brewing situation in Ireland.” 

What the hell kind of rescue mission is this? Harold cocked his head to the side. 
What was the point of those speeches at the end of Chapter Thirty One? 

Bright lights, tall buildings, gondolas, RGA patrol gunboats and Ryanite 
ensigns greeted them in the distance. “Dear brother,” Halfrida spoke to him, “Stay 
away from the GACSS until after March 21s. If the reader skips this novel and 
reads The Dawning Day after The Plaid Dream, pretend that I had ‘rescued’ you from 
the computer servers of Fort Redemption.” The lights glowed brighter. “I need to 
find a way to ‘deactivate’ the probe in Delaney’s brain before she kills herself.” 

“And where will you be when that happens?” he asked. 

“Look for me in the Dweller world,” she replied. “I'll be waiting.” 

The lights engulfed them whole. “Step into the light...,” Perpetua quipped. 

KK 
(Three weeks later) 

February 1. Trouble brewed in the Catholic world. Ryanite-backed Radical 

Distributist student parties and Clancyite-backed Liberal Capitalist parties in 


306 


WORLD IN FLAMES 
Europe flooded the offices inboxes of the Brotzman twins and the Washington- 
Reich siblings with worrisome communiqués. Their reports expressed concerns 
about the British Catholic School System (BCSS) and Irish Catholic School System 
(ICSS). Every report accused $4 Sturmfiihrer Sebastian ‘Stablsebastian’ Brotzman, 
Harold and Halfrida’s Opa, for causing unprovoked regime changes. 

In the ICSS, the pro-Clancyite student government and its pro-Ryanite 
Radical Distributist opposition party relocated to Brussels, setting up a student 
government-in-exile. The ‘Socreds’ (Social Creditors), the new régime, accused the 
Clancyite Liberal Capitalists of breaking the Good Friday Agreement (Read: How 
dare you let the British pursue a hard border along Northern Ireland)). 
Congresswoman Cassandra and Thomas Jefferson Washington-Reich levied 
sanctions and threatened to send Underground troops. 

In the BCSS, the pro-Ryanite student government and their pro-Clancyite 
Tories, Whigs and Labour opposition parties relocated to GACSS, setting up a 
student government-in-exile. The “ChesterBellocists’, the new régime, accused the 
Radical Distributists of being ‘Revisionists’ and ‘Irredentists’, (Read: “The Ryanites 
are not real Distributists! How dare they support Irish Reunification”). 

February 5. Local Radical Distributists in Northern Ireland turned to the 
GACSS for help. Instead, the Ryanite student government warned the twins in the 
strongest-possible language to avoid any military action against the BCCS and 
ICSS. Sparking a conflict will divert direly-needed RGA troops from Otherworld’s 
Eden and damage Ryanite relations among unaligned SGIEO SSEs. Harold and 
Halftida levied sanctions against the BCSS and banned its CSI/DI membership. 

February 12. While acknowledging their obligations to support the war effort 
against Underground in Eden, the Anti-EuroGov Pact refused to let the ICSS and 
the BCSS to vie for control of a pro-Ryanite SSE called the ‘Ulster Backstop’. The 
Anti-EuroGov Pact deemed that losing it is a severe blow to the integrity of the 
CSI/DI, denying GACSS much-needed strategic materials to sustain its war effort. 

February 20. Rapid gunfire rippled through a mist-shrouded fog in Northern 
Ireland outside Belfast. The noises came in burst intervals, as if somebody was 
shooting submachine guns or machine pistols at a makeshift outdoor firing range. 
They traveled before dissipating and fading into emerald landscape as the sun 
roused her rosy fingers that morning. Cousin Rosalinde had invited Harold to 
practice his skills with submachine guns. The ‘Harold’ posing as the State 
Chancellor during this timeframe was one of his doubles. 

The two Brotzman Cousins stood erect behind a sturdy wooden table. 
Harold and Rosalinde took turns spraying bullets at targets downrange with 
preferred weapon of choice in Bruno’s’ Reichsadler Squadron: the 
Volksmaschinenpistole (People’s Submachine Gun). It was like a British STEN Mk. II 
Submachine Gun with a vertical magazine port. Privacy for Bruno and his like- 
minded Cousins extended to weapons that never gave away their national origin. 

Several small paper boxes of German 9mm Parabellum and Soviet 9mm 
Makarov rounds were stacked in two separate pyramids. Resting between the piles 
were a submachine gun and two handguns. A refurbished Provisional IRA M1921 
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Thompson, complete with a fifty-round drum magazine, charging handle and 
Cutts Compensator muzzle brake for easier handling on full-auto. Harold’s ornate, 
ceremonial SIG Sauer P210, the sun’s rosy fingers reflecting on the polished icon 
of St. Johann Nepomuk Neumann staring back at the real State Chancellor. 

Laid next to the two weapons was Rosalinde’s pristine, well-polished 
handgun, a North Vietnamese-made Czech CZ83 handgun chambered in 9mm 
Makarov. It once belonged to an NLF (National Liberation Front)—lzetcong— 
tourist named ‘Howard Erich Wolff. The President of the United States gave it as 
a birthday gift after he won the 2012 US Presidential Election with credence to a 
fatally-flawed ‘Wolff-Russia Collusion Narrative’. 

Behind Rosalinde and Harold was Cousin Bruno, sitting with his arms 
crossed on a backdoor porch of a farmhouse. He was watching them practice. 
Across from the farmhouse was a dilapidated barnyard. The sizzling sounds of a 
welding torch’s flame against the Anomaly-infused RHA (Rolled Homogeneous 
Armor) of an MAFV crackled from inside. With her actual crewmates of the Deny- 
Princess posing as doubles, there was no reason for Drusilla to be with her 
replacement crew. She came with Duchess Perpetua, Baroness Felicity, Princess 
Philomena, and Countess Cecilia to develop a new MAF'V chassis. 

The closed wooden barnyard doors were also guarded. Cousins Ulrich and 
Heinricka, their backs leaning against the doors, read old newsprint copies of The 
Trish Times. On the front page of their newspapers were old sepia-toned photos of 
44 Obersturmbannfiihrer Otto Skorzeny ‘tending’ to his brief stint as a local ‘farmer’. 

Multiple holes blossomed on the taped black silhouettes downrange by the 
millisecond. An entire magazine of empty shell casings littered the dew-covered 
grass beneath their feet. Rosalinde praised Harold’s handiwork. “I always knew 
you preferred your trusty SIG SG550 service rifle,” she voiced. “Have you been 
taking the time out of our schedule to clean your SIG Sauer P210?” 

“T have,” Harold replied, setting his /o/esmaschinenpistole down on the table. 
“And yes, I even got it blessed by His Eminence of Philadelphia as well.” 

“Super (Awesome)! Rosalinde removed the now-emptied magazine on het 
Volksmaschinenpistole, setting it aside on the table while holding the submachine 
gun aloft. “You're like your twin sister sometimes, Harold: you know how to 
handle yourself with a firearm once it’s in your hands.” 

“Tt runs in our family’s blood,” Harold told her. “We did practice early on.” 

Rosalinde turned to Bruno, Ulrich, and Heinricka, whistling and gesturing 
them to come to them. The three Brotzman Cousins proceeded. Harold glared at 
Rosalinde. “So tell me, Cousin, what was Skorzeny doing in Ireland during the late 
1950s?” He tilted his head to the side. “It’s already odd enough for his uncle-in- 
law, Hjalmar Schacht, to be visiting Palestine and Indonesia back in the 1950s.” 

“Farming for old wartime intelligence contacts among living IRA personnel 
and various Irish Nationalists to start “The Troubles,” Rosalinde explained. “He 
established a safehouse on the other side of Ireland, in County Kildare.” 
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“But what other reason is there for Herr Skorzeny to be visiting Ireland to 
begin with?” Harold pondered. “Pd imagine the local authorities at the time 
deemed his sudden presence in their country with great suspicion.” 

“It’s also why Halfrida asked me...,” Bruno opined, paying brief glimpses of 
Ulrich and Heinricka, “...and your other Cousins to have you fight alongside us. 
We now know that both Skorzeny and others like our Opas (Grandpas) Horst and 
Sebastian had anticipated the British Empire dissolving back in the Cold War.” 

Ulrich, his irises drooping downward at the ground, rolled up his copy of the 
newsprint paper, clutching the paper with both hands. “There were also others 
who wanted the British Empire, along with the French Empire, survive well into 
the Cold War and perhaps even beyond.” 

Seems like our family weren't the only ones on the post-War contingency bandwagon after 
1945, Harold thought to himself. “Who are you talking about, Ulrich?” 

“Cousin,” Ulrich asked, his eyes staring into his, “Have you ever heard of 
‘Arthur Kenneth Chesterton?” 

“No.” Harold shook his head. “Well, his surname seems familiar.” 

“He was a key player inside Sir Oswald Mosley’s BUF (British Union of 
Fascists), Ulrich elaborated. “That’s the Fascist cousin of Gilbert Keith 
Chesterton and his cohort, ‘Joseph Hilaire Pierre René Belloc.’ Like Gilbert Keith, 
Arthur Kenneth condoned British colonialism, but unlike his cousin, he believed 
the Duopoly and the Soviets were conspiring to junk’ Her Majesty’s Empire.” 

“Except the fucking Arsch/och (asshole) claimed it was the Juden (Jews), not 
the Duopoly and the Soviets!’ Bruno snorted. 

“Natirlich,’ Heinricka yawned. “What an idiot!” 

Rosalinde giggled. “It was then in 1954 that Arthur Kenneth Chesterton 
formed the ‘League of Empire Loyalists’ (LEL), which was a coterie of Tories and 
others seeking to save the British Empite.” 

“The British LEL reminds me of the French OAS (Organisation Armée Secréte; 
Secret Army Organization),” Harold said. “They were French colonialists who 
tried assassinating Charles de Gaulle after allowing Algerian independence. 
Skorzeny was also in Algeria prior to independence. I think one of its members 
included Front National's Jean-Marie Le Pen, who is the father of Marine Le Pen.” 

“Not much changed after Prussia was eradicated, Cousin,” Ulrich chuckled. 

“T know,” Harold moped. “Even I want to go home, back to Prussia...” 

“Anyway, back to Chesterton’s LEL,” Rosalinde continued, “Bruno and I 
were surprised to find that Hitlerist Colin Jordan among its ranks.” 

“This is also the same ‘Colin Jordon’ who was a cohort of Savitri Devi 
Mukherji and George Lincoln Rockwell, if memory serves,” Bruno recalled. “And 
Prau Mukherji was one of the intellectual minds behind ‘Esoteric Hitlerism,’ which 
is rife with Hitler and Conspiracy hero worship and Magic Eye A-Wings.” 

“Mukherji and Serrano also remind me of Rand and von Hayek.” 
Reaching into the handbag slung over her shoulders, Heinricka whipped out her 
new smartphone. She went on the Internet vis-a-vis SuperEnigma.exe and showed 
them photos of four people forming the Occult backdrop behind Brotzmansknieg. 
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“...Alisa Zinovyevna Rosenbaum—‘Ayn Rand’ and Friedrich August von Hayek 
are to the Austrian Ludwig von Mises, what Savitri Devi Mukherji and Miguel 
Serrano ate to another Austrian, Adolf Hitler.” 

‘One shall remember that the Swastika and Fascist movements are basically offspring of 
Ostara’, Harold recalled. “Austria...th-that was Prussia’s old enemy.” 

“All four are opposites in Pax Americana and the Conspiracy’s ideological 
struggle,” Bruno told Harold. “Hilaire Belloc’s book, The Servile State, apparently 
made a lasting impression on von Hayek, inspiring him to write his own book, The 
Road to Serfdom. This is the same von Hayek who favored Augusto Pinochet’s 
willingness to kill for Liberal Capitalism in the Chile of Miguel Serrano.” 

Logging onto a hacked user account through a pirated FCIMS copy, 
Heinricka infiltrated Pax Americana’s FCIMS computer networks and hitched a 
ride to their databases. Inside the central server, somewhere in the Washington 
DC Beltway, was an updated relic from Donald Rumsfeld’s Pentagon. “After 
9/11, during the Rosy War, the Duopoly ordered Pax Americana to update their 
FCIMS v5.21 software in the immediate aftermath. The post-9/11 ‘v7.40’ even did 
the unthinkable: the ‘Special Policy Analysis Market’ (SPAM).” 

“SPAM?” Harold murmured, glancing at the smartphone screen from overt 
Heinricka and Rosalinde’s shoulders. “You mean like the canned meat product?” 

“Do people still think Spam is that tasty?” Rosalinde sighed. 

“Nein,” Heinricka told Harold. “It’s some kind of working model of the 
Bush 43 administration’s Policy Analysis Market (PAM). Like PAM, SPAM is a 
futures exchange that ‘markets in the future of the War on Terror.’ Here, Clancyite 
shareholders like Tsumugi-sama can speculate on futures, shorts and put options, 
and derivatives that are all political happenings within Brotymanskrieg.” 

Pointing her finger at a large-scale, high-frequency financial chart, she 
showed everyone a ted line that was oscillating up and down in real-time. The red 
lines within multiple charts indicated the overall value—the perceived likelihood—of 
the Duopoly, Pax Americana, Conspiracy, Underground, GACSS, and everyone 
else pursuing any given action at any given time in the entire War on Terror. 

Millions of Clancyites were logging onto SPAM to bet on assassinations, 
regime changes, humanitarian aid, terrorist attacks and insurgencies, economic 
crises, viable fiscal and monetary policies, and the occasional risqué news exposés. 
This morning, most were betting on Harold being Halfrida and vice versa, while 
also betting on Harold’s assassination. “There they go again,” Rosalinde sulked in 
disgust. “What the fuck is wrong with them?” She shook her head in dismay. 
“This is like hiring a hitman to kill someone!” 

“Except all of it is both legal and permitted under the Duopoly’s Free Trade 
agreements!” Bruno fumed. “I know...the Duopoly enjoys talking a lot about 
meaningless platitudes, but this is bullshit!” 

Ulrich eyed Harold. “That’s why Halfrida and I, along with the rest of the 
Anti-EuroGov Pact are counting on you to help our friends in the CSI /DI to end 
the nightmares of both ‘Europe a Nation’ and the ‘United States of Europe.” 

“Anything for the family,” Harold responded, nodding his head. 
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The tall wooden, sturdy doors of the barn swung open. Borussia rolled out of 
the barn, a second MAFV following in its wake. Harold and the others, grabbing 
the weapons and boxes from the table, ran up to Duchess Perpetua, who was 
sitting atop the repaired superstructure of Borussia. Grinning, she addressed 
Harold: “The Ryanites ought to be thanking Leon Trotsky when you return to 
Plaidstadt, Kamerad State Chancellor. A ‘Permanent Revolution’ is just what we 
need to end Pax Americana’s Model-EU/NATO and get restore the 
Underground’s pre-Rosy War sovereignty.” 

“Yes, but we also have Dorothy Day to also thank for opening our eyes 
first,” Harold retorted. He climbed onto the chassis of Borussia, Perpetua helping 
him climb onto it. Bruno, Rosalinde, Ulrich, and Heinricka joined them whilst 
Borussia was still moving, the tracks spinning. 

Every Eurosceptic and Europeanist ought to read Trotsky’s Permanent 
Revolution at least once while reflecting on post-War Europe. Nothing truly ended 
when the 20" century ended. The imperialism of every ideology will always remain 
constant so long as it has flesh-and-blood movements, parties, and nation-states. It 
is the consequence of humanity’s ability to express free and independent thoughts, 
together with the pursuit to circulate them to as many readers as possible. 

Today’s Europe—and Ireland—remained split not in two, but also three after 
1945. History knew Count Richard von Coudenhove-Kalergi’s ‘United States of 
Europe and Josef Stalin’s ‘Socialism in one Country. The third was Sir Oswald 
Mosley’s ‘Europe a Nation’ and Adolf Hitler’s ‘Newordnung Europas (European New 
Order); both were after the same goal from the realms of Fascism and National 
Socialism. One may restore old Empires like the British Empire, French Empire 
ot Roman Empire. One may even wipe the slate clean like the CSI/DI. 

Other options were on the table and known in due time. Every geopolitical 
road was open to Harold and Halfrida; any one may hinder or help the GACSS. 

2K 

Ballots and bullets share familiar destinies. Skorzeny also left a live mine for 
Britain and Ireland, still active decades after his own death in 1975. The deadliest 
mine on the Erde was only a simple Referendum ballot. ‘Should the United Kingdom 
remain a member of the European Union or leave the European Union?’ it read. If Leave: 
What will be the EU/NATO Deal and what Border should Britain build along Northern 
Ireland? If Remain: What role should Britain pursue in the Real World and in the 
EU/NATO? Achtung: Do not obsess over Pound Sterling going to Brussels or President Wolff 
buying out the NHS (National Health Service)! 

The ChesterBellocists of London chose ‘Leave’, ‘No Deal’, ‘Hard Border’, 
and ‘Empire 2.0’. “Get it done, crash out, nationalize, and take back controll’ 

The Socreds of Dublin chose ‘Leave’, ‘No Deal’, ‘No Border’ and 
‘Reunification’. ‘Sob and mope before the SGIEO about our Good Friday 
Agreement and forgetting why Skorzeny was even in Ireland!’ 

The Clancyites chose ‘Remain’, ‘Deal’, ‘Irish Backstop’, and ‘Second 
Referendum’. ‘Delay the ChesterBellocists and stop the Socreds at any cost!’ 
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The Ryanites chose ‘Remain’, ‘Deal’ ‘Closed Borders’, and ‘Independence’. 
‘Scotland and Wales will be independent again, Kameraden’ 

The ancestral home of cousins Victor and Gregory Gordon were the ruins of 
two bombed-out villages standing on opposite ends of a stream along Northern 
Ireland’s western border. Collin’s Abattoir was a “Townland-sized Industrial Plant’ 
named after famed IRA leader Michael Collins. Split into ‘East Hamle? and ‘West 
Baik’, the Ryanite family had once constructed everything with the finest materials 
from Palestine, Kashmir, Hong Kong, Rhodesia, Kuwait, Iraq, and Iran. 

Heavy rainfall poured from dark gray clouds blotting out the late afternoon 
sky. The sun was fading. Evening descended on the border of Northern Ireland. A 
strong wind carried leaves and eroded a few inches of topsoil that had been 
reduced to soft mud. Every so often, the occasional delivery truck with bright 
headlights cruised up the left lane, transporting various EU/NATO wares and 
goods from the European mainland to Northern Ireland. 

Driving away from West Baile, each delivery truck crossed a stone bridge 
riddled with a few bullet ricochets and passed by the bullet-ridden stone walls of 
East Hamlet. A large blast hole from a Provo mortar shell never healed when the 
ink on the Good Friday Agreement dried. Two sedans, a Volkswagen and a 
Bentley with British license plates, drove down the opposite lane into Ireland. 

Emerging from the overgrown foliage and brush at an abandoned, untended 
meadow on British soil, ‘Borussia 7 and another MAFV, ‘Borussia 2, rolled several 
yatds forward. Like Borussia 1, Borussia 2 was also a Ss. Perpetua & Felicity Heavy 
Tank Hunter MAFV. Broken tree branches, leafy shrubs and brush, leaves, tall 
grass, four-leaf clovers, and a coating of mud served as makeshift camouflage. 

They crept slowly, their designated drivers keeping the engine noises down. 
Both parked behind the thick brush and foliage at an abandoned, untended 
meadow, positioning themselves about two hundred yards apart from each other. 

“MAFYV sharpshooter in position,” Drusilla announced over Harold’s radio. 

“Sharpshooter in position,” Felicity whispered. 

“Got it,’ Harold retorted. “Watch your fire on the Baile. No stray shots!” 

“They'll be careful, Wise Man,” Perpetua said. 

“Are you okay with me being Borussia 1’s gunner?” Drusilla asked Perpetua. 

The gasoline engines switched off. The trees towering over them provided 
ample concealment, the low-profile chassis now more difficult to spot. Darkness 
made things even more complicated. Their convenient sniping positions provided 
clear view of the bridge and the old buildings of West Baile beyond the border. 

“For now,” Perpetua said. “Felicity is a better gunner than me. She’s already 
controlling the gunner’s seat in Borussia 2. We need somebody who won’t miss.” 

“T understand,” Drusilla spoke, “Going to night vision.” 

C4 charges had been planted in the key structural points on both sides of the 
bridge. From the Irish side of the border, Perpetua put her radio handset away in 
her satchel. After making the sign of the cross, she loaded a full magazine into her 
Volksmaschinenpistole and handed Harold a spare. “State Chancellor, take it.” 

“No thanks, Your Highness.” Harold placed his hand over it. “Let’s go.” 
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In West Baile, Bruno, Ulrich, and Heinricka mantled onto a rubber raft and 
started rowing across the stream into Northern Ireland. Bruno covered his 
Cousins, the barrel of his Vo/kssturmgewebr aiming at the cliffs and an inclined slope 
connected to a ramp into Hast Hamlet. Nobody knew if the Socreds 
ChesterBellocists will attack first. The Socreds were expected to breach Northern 
Ireland from the streets of West Baile. The ChesterBellocists were expected to 
breach Ireland from the vast expanse of countryside east of East Hamlet. 

Fabian, Adelwolfa, and Dieter followed them on a second raft, with Kathe, 
Countess Cecilia and Princess Philomena joining suit on a third. Cousin Rosalinde 
hopped onto a fourth raft. “Mach Schnell, Kameraden (Quickly, Comrades)!” she 
called out in a hushed voice. Harold and Perpetua joined her and together and 
they rowed their way across the stream. 

The C4 went off in a synchronized detonation, the explosions collapsing the 
bridge beneath its sheer mass. “Come out and die, you black and tan Nazis!” An 
Irish-accented voice wailed like a wild boar. Gunfire broke out from West Baile. 
Bullets rippled through the water. Plasma bolts kicked up buckets of water, 
showering over Harold, Perpetua, and Rosalinde. 

“Scheifee Shit)!’ Rosalinde cried. A bullet flew past her ear. 

“Are you hit?” Harold called out. 

“What do you think is happening?” Perpetua shouted. “The Socreds are 
shooting at us from behind!” She paddled faster. “Pick up the pace, State 
Chancellor, or this stream will be our graves!” 

Harold patted on Rosalinde’s shoulder. “Cover us, will your” 

“Verstanden,” Rosalinde said. As more bullets and plasma bolts splashed the 
water, Rosalinde sprayed magazine after magazine with her Vo/ksmaschinenpistole in 
the general direction of the sudden muzzle flashes. The muzzles were coming 
from rooftops, windows and the stone ramps of West Baile. 

Purther upstream, Ulrich, Bruno and the others disembarked from their rafts 
and hurried up the slop to rejoin with the defenders of East Hamlet. Harold and 
Perpetua sprinted after them. Rosalinde crouched beside their raft and covered 
their advance. “Clancyites A-Wings,” Heinricka screamed, “Deckung (Take cover)!” 

A pair of Pax Americana MSB-D1 Dive Bomber A-Wings descended from 
the clouds to the west, strafing the stream and the surrounding areas with laser 
machine guns and plasma bolts. Another pair, twin-engine Rb-26 A-Wings, 
released napalm and cluster bombs over the bridge. 

“Mutterficker (Motherfucker)! Rosalinde tossed her submachine gun aside 
and sprinted for her life. The bombs exploded on impact. An intense inferno 
enveloped the area behind her. It chased after her, almost consuming her whole. 

Borussia 1 and 2 lobbed anti-personnel plasma bolts at the advancing platoons 
of Socreds. A lone Socred Marcella V/8, an Underground-made Medium MAFV, 
rolled up the bridgehead. Its coaxial and hull-mounted laser machine guns 
peppered platoons of British Radical Distributists sent to reinforce both MAFVs. 

They kept their heads down, their spirits as high and euphoric as a 
competitive football match. “No surrender to the IRA!” A barrage of plasma bolts 
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rained down on them. Unbeknownst to everyone, the ChesterBellocists were 
softening the whole area with MAFV artillery fire, preparing for their own assault. 
They continued their advance as their other enemy’s barrage intensified. 

“Holy shite!” a Scottish boy shouted. “Remain and hold this position!” 

“This is madness!” an English boy screamed. “We should’ve voted Leave!” 

A Welsh girl slapped his cheek. “‘Leave means Leave’, you idiot!” 

“T don’t want to Remain in this meat grinder!” He tossed his helmet aside 
and fled. “I’m Leaving!” Several bullets from a Socred Kalashnikov dropped him. 

“Medic!” a Cockney girl shouted. “Fuck, show no mercy to these Socreds!” 

The Socred Marcella V/8 sustained two direct hits to its frontal armor from 
Borussia 1 and 2, the turret blown to pieces and scattered all over the place. The 
gasoline-fueled flames from the napalm continued to burn. An intense firefight 
ensued between the two opposing forces. 

Meanwhile, in the countryside near East Hamlet, laser tracers fired from 
ChesterBellocist Flax MAFVs lit up the nighttime skies. Their tracers riddled the 
Clancyite A-Wings, swatting them out of the air like flies. The A-Wings burst in 
flames, spiraling and crashing into emerald fields in the distance. 

Self-propelled artillery MAFVs continued shelling the buildings of West Baile 
and East Hamlet. A motorized infantry battalion of ChesterBellocists were 
huddling in trenches, staring at the Brotzman Cousins and their Anti-EuroGov 
Pact peers downrange. “Brotzman is a Nazi! Brotzman is a Nazi!” the 
ChesterBellocists chanted in unison, calling one of the Brotzmans a ‘Nazi’. 

“Brotzman is a Nazi! Brotzman is a Nazi!” They did not care if they meant 
Harold, Ulrich, and Heinricka—or better yet, an actual National Socialist family 
member like Bruno and Rosalinde. Enthralled in their own Holocaust of Love, all 
they cared about was how terrorists Left and how many terrorists Remained. 

“Rule Britannia!” The battalion commander stood up and shot a red flare 
into the pitch-black sky. 

The boys and girls wailed. “Hurrah!” 

He blew his whistle, ordering them to attack. “Over the top, lads and lasses 

“For Queen and Country!” Like their ancestors in the First World War, the 
ChesterBellocists fixed bayonets and climbed out of their trenches. They weaved 
through the machine gun bullets of the Brotzman Cousins. Many never got their 
beloved ‘three acres and a cow’ at East Hamlet, but ‘three bullets and a ditch’. 

Ballots and bullets share familiar destinies. When the morning roused het 
rosy fingers again, the ‘British Exit’ out of the Model-EU remained inconclusive 
and undecided. The whole thing just devolved into political trench warfare. As far 
as the local authorities were concerned, this was just a bunch of youths involved in 
a symbolic performance art piece, warning of the UK leaving the EU/NATO. 


1? 
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Chapter Thirty Three: ‘Klotzen, Nicht Kleckern!’ 
(Wise Man; Feb. 28-May 1, 2014) 


“Among the unknown imponderables are the following: secret weapons, new tactics, planning for 
sabotage, extent of future destruction, choice of theaters of war, and of neutral zones. [...] The 
critical world situation compels unemotional and painstaking pondering/,] no matter how 
favorable or unfavorable it [is for] Germany|, the Catholic Church,] and Europe. Everything 
[depends] on [flar-sighted, subtle and quick-shifting [policies,] [ahvays factoring in those three]. 
[We do not need Liberal Capitalism] but |statecraft going above and beyond even Soviet Russia, 
allowing] political and military elite [t]o organize [Europe's] industrial capacity [a]nd 
[Germany’s] military qualities[.] [Always] be constantly on the alert, evaluate future 
developments correctly[,| miss no opportunities|,] learn from [others’] defeat|s,] [and] work 
[diligently] with determination and endurance [in preparation] for a great world political task.” 
-Madrtid Circular Letter, ca. September 1950, 
From ‘Germany Plots With the Kremlin’ 


Panzertruppen (Panzer troops) to ‘Klotzen, Nicht Kleckern? (Smash the enemy 
together with full-force and never hit the throttle against them separately or 
haphazardly!). War is politics and politics is war. Radical Distributism will always 
prevail over other forms of Distributism. History repeatedly demonstrated this. 
‘Right-Wing Distributism’ leads to the Conspiracy’s “Third Position’ or the 
Duopoly’s “Third Way’. Hilaire Belloc and Gilbert Keith and Arthur Kenneth 
Chesterton condoned British imperialism and colonialism in both World Wars. 
They cried ‘three acres and a cow’ without explaining how and why and also 
courting a real Capitalist, Ludwig von Mises, the mentor of Friedrich August von 
Hayek and Duopoly high priestess Ayn Rand. Rotting in Hell with the Souls of the 
Damned, they got ‘three .44 Russian bullets and a ditch’ from the Lord’s 
Himmelreichsrevolver (Revolver of the Kingdom of Heaven) for equating Capitalism 
with ‘Jews’ and ‘Communists’. Meanwhile, Seward Bishop Collins, an American 
Fascist, sacrificed Distributism on altars to Adolf Hitler and Benito Mussolini. 
‘Left-Wing Distributism’ also leads to either “Third Position’ or “Third Way’. 
Dorothy Day and Peter Maurin were Anarchists raging against Liberal Capitalism 
in straightjackets while crying for Pacifism. Neither were Anarchs like Ernst 
Jinger, and neither got the Guillotine like Hans and Sophie Scholl, but both 
eventually succumbed to the regretful Schu/d (Guilt/Debt) of Richard Alan Clarke. 
The Social Creditor Clifford Hugh Douglas never got along with Belloc and 
the Chesterton family despite still equating economies as being independent 
regimes somehow inherently ‘Jewish’ and ‘Communist’. Fabian Socialists Arthur 
Eric Rowton Gill and Arthur Joseph Penty played by Liberal Capitalism’s rules 
and were as Anarchistic as Day and Maurin. Meanwhile, Douglas Arnold Hyde 
valued both Communism and Distributism. He distanced himself from 
Distributism and Catholicism after Pope St. John Paul II condemned Liberation 
Theology as being too ‘Anarchistic’ and too self-destructive for the Catholic faith. 
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‘Center-Wing Distributism’ was like a fencer dueling Otto Skorzeny, ‘feinting 
and sidestepping’ with blindness and deafness once Reaspolitik, Machtpolitik, 
Macroeconomics, Monetary and Fiscal Policies, and reality itself demonstrated 
their weaknesses before Liberal Capitalism. The “Third Way’ and “Third Position’ 
always lay in wait for them before moving in for the kill, Skorzeny-style. 

Father Horacio de la Costa, SJ, of the Philippines backed Duopoly Dollar 
Diplomacy while also fighting Imperial Japan in the Second World War, unaware 
of the political and economic circumstances which led to that War. Father Vincent 
McNabb, OP, demonstrated indecisiveness and cluelessness, even more so after 
deciding to side with men like G. K. Chesterton and Hilaire Belloc. He too was 
unable and unwilling to comprehend the economic and political issues of his day. 

Leo Brent Bozell Jr. was an Anti-Soviet Duopoly bozo and Pax Americana 
Clancyite from the Cold War. Bozell Jr. proved himself as a GOP Republican 
Libertarian by siding with William Frank Buckley Jr. of National Review and John 
Birch Society BS) infamy. He also backed the Reagan Revolution by being the 
same man who inspired Ronald Reagan to say ‘Mr. Gorbachev, tear down this 
Wall’ And Ernst Friedrich Schumacher, besides cowering from Adolf Hitler and 
his Hitlerists in Great Britain, criticized Globalization in the 1970s by praising 
Microeconomics to the detriment of Macroeconomics in S7all is Beautiful. 

Can any of these people be counted on in any wat as unparalleled and 
ultraviolent as Brotzmanskrieg and the War on Terror? Do they deserve to be called 
‘Radical Distributists?’? Would they support the Greater American Catholic School 
System? Will Harold and Halfrida trust these people after everything they did back 
in the late 19% and 20" centuries? Answer: Niemals (Never)! 

‘New weapons require new tactics. Never put new wine in an old wine bottle, Heinz 
Guderian wrote in Achtung — Panzer!. ‘Actions speak louder than words. In the days to 
come the Goddess of Victory will bestow her laurels only on those who prepared to act with 
daring. Distributists are Anti-Junger Anarchists who deserve to get crushed in war 
and in politics for foolishly associating every just and reasonable consolidation of 
power by politicians, by technology, by economy, by the military as constituting a 
‘Servile State’. What they failed to understand is that the ‘Servile State’ has and had 
always been the forces of Liberal Capitalism since the days of the Enlightenment. 

True Radical Distributists wage war together like Anarchs, like Ryanites 
united against Lady Ostara and the Bruder Brotzman and against Thomas and 
Congresswoman Cassandra Washington-Reich. Here, there will be always hope for 
GACSS to decisively combat Underground, Pax Americana, and the Conspiracy 
head-on. For Harold and Halfrida realized it by joining the Anti-EuroGov Pact, 
giving the Ryanites access to some serious Wunderwaffen (Wonder Weapons). 

2 KK 

February 28. At South Philadelphia’s Ss. John Neumann and Elizabeth Ann 
Seton Catholic High School, sounds of rocks being crushed echoed throughout 
the empty halls. Jackbooted Ryanite Civil Guards patrolled in squads of ten, a 
loaded Luger holstered to their hips. Inside Classroom 318, at the marker board in 
the front of the room, Harold scribbled ‘Ant-Capitahst Information Warfare with a 
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black marker. Halfrida, Ulrich, Heinricka, Bruno and, Perpetua taped photographs 
of various individuals on the board, the individuals deemed by the Anti-EuroGov 
Pact as holding the keys to unlock the secrets to fight Liberal Capitalism. None of 
the individuals cited by the Anti-EuroGov shared the same ideology. 

“Our Catholic children can be saved only by Cathole schools,’ Harold mused, 
quoting St. Johann Nepomuk Neumann. 

“Wer je auf Preufens Fahne schwort, hat nichts mehr, was ihm selbst gehort (He who 
swears on Prussia’s flag has nothing left that belongs to himself).”’ Halfrida shed a 
tear quoting the Preufischer Fabneneid (Prussian Military Oath). 

“T earning carries within itself certain dangers because out of necessity one has to learn 
from one’s enemies,” Perpetua spoke, quoting Leon Trotsky’s Literature and Revolution. 

“Money is not always synonymous with wealth,” Ulrich said, quoting Hjalmar 
Schacht’s The Magic of Money. “It makes a great difference whether a millionaire possesses 
one million Deutschmarks in cash or in his bank account, or whether he owns property of the 
same value. The difference lies in the ways in which such wealth can be used. Money may at any 
time be converted into other goods, other properties, or other people’s services, but the reverse is not 
true. The magic of money lies in its protean nature, which enables it to be used at all times, in all 
directions and for all purposes. This constitutes its wizardry, its secret, its mystery, its magic.” 

“Tove all ling things whose humble task is not opposed in any way to_yours, to ours: men 
nith simple hearts, honest, without vanity and malice, and all the animals, because they are 
beautiful, without exception and without exception indifferent to whatever ‘dea’ there may be,” 
Bruno mumbled, reflecting on the words of Savitri Devi. 

Heinricka gigeled, quoting Ernst Jiinger’s The Glass Bees. “I came to realize that 
one single human being, comprehended in his depth, who gives generously from the treasures of bis 
heart, bestows on us more riches than Caesar or Alexander could ever conquer. Here is our 
kingdom, the best of monarchies, the best republic. Here is our garden, our happiness.” 

““Flabent sua fata libelli et bali (Books and bullets have their own destinies).”’ 
Bruno spoke, also quoting Jiinger. “Before we discuss viable strategies and build 
Anti-Capitalist weaponry, let’s remember who originally started the arms race 
against Liberal Capitalism?” He glanced at a photo of Karl Marx on the board. 

“Marx, Cousin,” Harold said, pointing at the photo. 

“Genau, Herr Staatskanzler,” Bruno retorted. 

Ulrich stroked his chin. “And guess what Marx envisioned in February 1858, 
towards the end of St. Johann Nepomuk Neumann’s lifer” 

“The Fragment on Machines,” Perpetua answered. “Marx predicted the rise of 
automated machinery capable of displacing price controls on the value of labor, 
thereby removing labor from Capitalism. There will also be a time in the Real 
World where machine-based production outpaces the people, forcing the people 
to supervise them. At that point, Information, not labor or capital, ultimately 
becomes the force which drives economic growth and prosperity for everyone.” 

“Ja, Your Highness.” Ulrich nodded. “Fast-forward the clock to 1914, when 
Kaiser Wilhelm II declared Burgfriedenspolitik (Castle Peace Politics), mandating that 
the German people as a whole are a Vo/ksgemeinschaft (People’s Community). After 
the First World War, in Weimar Germany, some Germans wished to continue the 
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productive qualities of the Burgfriedenspolitik and Volksgemeinschaft. There were two 
groups: the Social Democrats—Democratic Socialists—driven by German 
sociologist Ferdinand Tonnies and the National Socialists—both ‘Hitlerists’ and 
‘Strasserists’—led by Austrian painter Adolf Hitler.” 

“The Strasserists,” Bruno said, “Unlike the Hitlerists, were driven by Gregor 
StraBer and his brother Otto: ‘We must take from the Right, Nationalism without 
Capitalism, and from the Left, Socialism without Internationalism.” 

“But the Strasserists were as Antisemitic as the Hitlerists,” Halfrida recalled. 

“So were the ‘Chesterbelloc’ and ‘Social Credit’ Distributists,” Bruno told 
her. “In the end, Distributism and Strasserism are indebted with the same Schu/d.” 

“And we all know how Bruno and his likeminded Cousins have nothing 
against the Jaden or anyone else for that matter,” Ulrich chimed. 

“How sure ate you about that, Cousin?” Harold scratched his head. 

“White Nationalism’ and ‘Christian Identity’ are both 20% and 21s century 
manifestations of 19% century ‘British Israelism,”’ Bruno replied. “This worldview 
was present inside the British educational system even as recent as the 1970s, right 
before Margaret Thatcher. It teaches that the British people are a Herrenrasse 
(Master Race), their old Empire symbolic of their moral superiority over others.” 

“And Schuld also means ‘Debt’ in German,” Perpetua yawned. “That brings 
us to the 1930s. In the Third Reich years, Hjalmar Schacht sparred with Hermann 
GGring over the use of MEFO Bills to rearm Germany. Géring pursued Autarky 
through a ‘Four Year Plan’, which Schacht opposed because wars are expensive.” 

“And why are wars expensive again?” Halfrida rolled her eyes. 

“Schacht wrote in The Magic of Money that fiscal and monetary policies must 
be in sync with one another,” Ulrich said. “Later, when it came to discussing 
actual war, this is where Schacht shuts the debate just as he did with the 
Strasserists. He cited that there were three avd only three ways to finances a wat: 
raise taxes, issue bonds or borrow money, print money. Hitler chose the third.” 

“And while the third one does make perfect sense from a military 
perspective,” Perpetua chimed, “The problem for economists and bankers like 
Schacht is that inflation skyrockets and money depreciates in value. Therefore, this 
also explains why Hitler and his Hitlerists condoned the looting of national 
treasuries, the theft of gold and artwork, and forced labor during the Holocaust.” 

“Isn't that like borrowing sand from someone for an hourglass?” Heinricka 
asked. “Savitri Devi’s description of the ‘Men in Time’ in her 1958 book, The 
Lightning and the Sun, best fits Hjalmar Schacht. This is a Gentile German, born in 
the US, who worked with time-obsessed bankers and politicians and bluffed his 
way out of the Nuremberg Trials. This man, in the 1950s, attempted to build in 
Sukarno’s Indonesia an ‘Islamic Caliphate’—decades before Al-Qa’idah and ISIS.” 

“And if that’s the case,’ Harold concluded, “Then Karl Marx deserves to be 
the real ‘Man against Time’, not Adolf Hitler. After all, those who are ‘Men in 
Time’ love time because it gives them money, power, and control over others. And 
seen from those Marx and Engels...marks and angles...the Men in Time are the 
ones who rule the Servile State which Hilaire Belloc warned in The Servile State.” 
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“Or why Ernst Jiinger would later advocate for the return of the Gold 
Standard in his 1977 novel, Eumeswil?’ Perpetua chortled. “The problem with 
Jianger’s calculation, as Harold and Halfrida learned in Chapters Nine and Ten of 
World in Flames, 1s jast how much gold is hidden throughout the Real World?” 

“We never found the answer when we visited Inse/ 117, Your Highness,” 
Halfrida said. “Sukarno’s gold remains missing. The Reichsbank gold at the 
Federal Bank of New York that Schacht mentioned in Confessions of the Old Wizard 
is probably still there as well. Those gold-backed certificates we cashed in at the 
Federal Reserve are worth their weight in increasingly worthless US Dollars.” 

“And those Duopoly Commissars from the ADL and the SPLC fell for 
them!” Bruno laughed. “Some fighters against ‘Hate,’ I suppose. Is it any surprise 
how they are now on the online frontlines of waging wars against anyone whom 
they and the Duopoly believe are spreading ‘Hate’ like the Anti-EuroGov Pact?” 

Harold recalled what he once said back in Chapter Eight. “Well, ‘the answer 
is simple: love conquers all, and can drive anyone into pursuing the most heinous 
acts. It is human nature for us to justify what is evil as being good.” 

“Today,” Heinricka opined, “Information is now circulating throughout the 
Internet today that no human being will ever be able to keep pace. Thus, it 
becomes justifiable under Liberal Capitalism to restrict the flow of information 
online through consolidations of tech companies and Internet entities. It also 
becomes justifiable to institute post-9/11 surveillance measures on all Internet 
users. Social Psychologist Shoshana Zuboff, a professor at Harvard Business 
School, calls it ‘Swrvellance Capitalism.” 

“Don’t forget about Naomi Klein’s ‘Disaster Capitalism,” Bruno chimed. “I 
heard ‘Weather Derivatives’-the profiting of natural disasters—ate popular among 
the Reaganjugend at the Special Policy Analysis Market on FCIMS.” 

“Not to mention,” Ulrich added, “The dissemination of untold hundreds of 
remakes, reboots, and sequels by ever-shrinking numbers of entertainment 
companies to reap more profits—‘Peak-TV” streaming, anyone?” 

“T know, right?” Harold nodded. “Piece-by-piece, Liberal Capitalist ‘Freedom 
of Speech,’ ‘Freedom of Assembly’, “Freedom of Protest’, and ‘Freedom of the 
Press’ wither away on their own.” 

“Meanwhile,” Perpetua snorted, “‘Freedom of Religion’ becomes. state- 
sponsored Godlessness. And what is left of their appreciation of Democracy then 
under Liberal Capitalism? Democracy dies. You won’t even need Socialism, 
Distributism, Communism, Anarchism, Fascism, National Socialism, Monarchism, 
or even Radical Distributism to bring about that downfall, State Chancellor.” 

Halfrida’s mischievous grin grew wider than usual. “The Post-Capitalist 
Century has begun, Kameraden (Comrades)! President Wolff and Vice President 
Fitzgerald are now accelerating its demise sooner rather than later. Everything we 
have cited here is more ammunition for both them and for all of us.” 

“Then we should all go back to work together at Adalbert Munitions, 


Cousin!” Bruno smiled, embracing and cheek-kissing Halfrida. 
KK 
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(Two months later) 

April 30. “We never found Halfrida at her cell inside Fort Redemption, 
Cousin,” the voice of Cousin Bruno rang inside Harold’s head like a loud 
gunshot. “She just escaped on her own for some reason.” He slouched in his 
comfy leather chair behind his desk at the State Chancellor’s office, alone and 
bored. He stared at his satphone lying in the middle of his desk. 

“You have nothing to fear, State Chancellor,” the voice of Duchess 
Perpetua reassured him, “Chandler is doing fine under the House of Raynerson’s 
custody. Countess Cecilia, Baroness Felicity, Princess Philomena and I will never 
allow even Kyle Raynerson to lay a single finger on him...”” Everything up to this 
present moment had been a flashback for him. Tapping the fingertips of his right 
hand on the desk, he was still waiting for Halfrida to call him. 

Without warning, the satphone rang and vibrated. Harold swiped it from the 
desk and answered it. “Talk to me, sis,” he spoke into it. 

“Nein, es ist mich, Kousin.” The voice on the other end belonged to Cousin 
Ulrich. “TI just got a call from your Cousin Bruno. He and his likeminded Cousins 
got back in touch with me and Heinricka after going silent in the days leading up 
to the ‘March 21st Plot.” 

“T was always left wondering where those two tan off to.” Harold 
straightened his seating posture and leaned back in his chair. “The readers from 
Fame and Honor and The Plaid Dream need to be filled in on where Bruno and 
Reichsadler Squadron were, since they obviously knew where the Helden and Four 
Horsemen were in both novels.” 

“Ja...that was because we sent them on a ‘assignment’ with Adalbert 
Munitionenfabriken AG back in the Fatherland’s old eastern territories,” Ulrich 
clarified. “Since we didn’t want the readers and Washington-Reich to know 
everything that they were doing, it made sense for us to compartmentalize and 
make it seem as though we were still enemies.” 

“Was that also alluded to back in both novels?” 

“For Fame and Honor, the Author did everything he could to provide the 
reader an impression that there was always something beyond their knowledge.” 

“And in The Plaid Dream,’ Harold recalled, “The Author made frequent 
allusions and a girl named ‘Fake News’ to point out that there was always still 
more information just beyond their knowledge as well.” 

“Not everything should be divulged at once,” Ulrich said. “Let readers piece 
together the jigsaw puzzle and exercise their God-given minds. We have other 
concerns besides being spied on by Pax Americana and the Conspiracy.” 

Harold chortled. “I agree,” he murmured. 

“When are you returning to Europe?” 

“What's going on over there?” 

“What else were we doing back on 28 February?” 

Go figure, Harold thought, recalling the flashback in the second section of this 
Chapter. “I should be able to get in touch with the Anti-EuroGov Pact soon. I’d 
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say within the next twenty four hours from now. In the meantime, there are two 
siblings that I need to take care of first.” 

Ulrich blurted the identities of two pro-GACSS Clancyites who were 
American Girl Scouts, one of Harold and Halfrida’s doubles, and the Driver and 
Gunner of the Dewy-Princess. Drusilla’s Radio Operator was another girl whom 
readers were familiar with the events of this novel. “Joan and Delaney Adelaide...? 
Are Representative Richardson and the Lovers looking after Delaney with Joan?” 

“Yeah, they're back in Lansdale now,” Harold retorted. “For now, let’s 
pretend that this conversation never happened. Nobody should ever have to know 
all the identities of me and my twin sister’s doubles.” 

“Genau,” Ulrich agreed. “Auf Wiedersehen, Harold.” 

“Auf Wiedersehen, Ulich.” Harold hung up the satphone. 

2K 
(One day later) 

May 1. While his double recovered under the watch of another Harold 
Brotzman double, Walther Schaffer, the State Chancellor hopped in the backseat 
of his Mercedes-Benz 600 Grofer. The armored Mercedes drove him to the 
Ryanite and Remnant commune in northeastern Pennsylvania, ‘Allenstein-an-der- 
Delaware’ (Allenstein on the Delaware River). From there, the real Harold 
Brotzman stepped into a Teleportation Transponder, transporting him to the 
Adalbert Munitions industrial park in the dilapidated rust town of Neuadelburg. 

Inside one of the factories, a stainless steel crucifix and icons of Catholic 
Education Patron Saints were affixed to the wall of an archway overlooking 
several assembly lines below. The words ‘Passio Christi, Conforta Me (Passion of 
Christ, Strengthen Me) were painted along the archway in boldfaced German 
blackletters. Walking across a steel-grated platform above the concrete arches, 
Harold toured the facility with Ulrich, Heinricka, Perpetua, and Bruno. 

On the factory floor below, laborers toiled and supervised automated 
machinery side-by-side, manufacturing new MAFVs along separate assembly lines. 
One conveyor belt carried Louis II/Gs, Light MAFVs based on the Panzer II/L 
‘Luchs’. Another had Maurice I/Ns patterned after the Panzer II/N, and a third 
built more Maurice I1/Gs. Finished MAFVs rolled through opened garage doors 
into a motor pool of finished MAFVs parked inside a loading yard surrounded by 
concrete walls topped with Concertina wire. 

“Der Motor des Panzers ist ebenso seine Waffe wie die Kanone (The motor engine of 
the Panzer is a weapon just like the cannon itself.),”’ Bruno told Duchess Perpetua 
and his Cousins. He unlocked the door of the foreman’s office and stepped inside 
with the others. “What Liberal Capitalism has taught us about Macroeconomics is 
that there is always a fast-moving fourth ‘Invisible Hand’ on the face of the 
Grandfather Clock.” He closed the door behind the others and Harold. 

“The Grandfather Clock is an analog, not digital,” Perpetua added. 

“What difference does it make?” Heinricka shrugged her shoulders. 

“It makes a great deal of difference, Heinricka,” Ulrich clarified. “Most 
conventional analog clocks tend to have either two or three hands on the face. 
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The first set corresponds to minutes and hours, whereas the other corresponds to 
seconds, minutes, and hours.” 

“If so,” Harold added, “What’s the fourth ‘Invisible Hand’ supposed to ber” 

“Try to imagine what Savitri Devi’s logic must have been while she was The 
Lightning and the Sun, except from a Liberal Capitalist perspective,” Bruno 
explained. “Seen in this perspective, one would have to assume that Savitri Devi is 
insane. She is literally claiming that there is an imaginary fourth ‘Invisible Hand’ on 
the Grandfather Clock of Liberal Capitalism.” 

“What could that fourth hand be?” Perpetua asked. 

“Your Highness,” Bruno said, “The Invisible Hand in Savitri Devi’s mind is 
akin to setting off a conventional alarm clock. Working and middle class people 
under Liberal Capitalism are always paid in either hourly wages or an adjusted 
salary. Adam Smith, the grandfather of Liberal Capitalist economic thought, 
alluded to this concept from his own works in 1759 and in 1776.” 

“The Theory of Moral Sentiments and The Wealth of Nations,’ Ulrich blurted. 

“Ja, Natiirlich, Hans-UlrichY’ Bruno nodded, clapping his hands in appraisal. 
He motioned everyone and Harold to follow him to a desk on the other side of 
the foreman’s office. The top of the desk were strewn with vatious economics 
tomes written by men like Adam Smith. “Herr Smith, in The Wealth of Nations, talks 
about the Invisible Hand only in passing. It is unclear whether he meant this 
concept from a Microeconomic or from a Macroeconomic perspective.” 

“So,” Heinricka pondered, “Which one is it, Bruno?” 

“Personally,” Bruno answered, “I think Adam Smith referred to the Invisible 
Hand from both perspectives, since there is room for Microeconomic and 
Macroeconomic interpretations. Regardless, the Invisible Hand later received its 
modern form in Ludwig von Mises’ Magnum Opus (Masterpiece) on Laissez-Faire 
Capitalism, Haman Action: A Treatise on Economics.” He picked up a copy of Human 
Alction resting atop the desk. He showed Harold and the others various highlighted 
passages reminiscent of Savitri Devi’s ‘Men in Time’ from The Lightning and the Sun. 

“Savitri Devi was referring to the ‘Meliorism’ of Duopoly intellectuals like 
John Dewey, who, in the early 20 century, perpetuated Liberal Capitalist thought 
among American teachers, professors and educators in secular and religious 
educational institutions...,” Perpetua opined. 

Harold shook his head in dismay. “Aw no...we might as well also throw in 
two American 19‘ century intellectuals: renowned Sociologist Lester Frank Ward 
and Harvard University Philosopher and Psychologist William James. The latter is 
credited, alongside Leipzig University Physician and Physiologist Wilhelm 
Maximilian Wundt, as being one of the fathers of Modern Psychology.” 

“And yet every post-War National Socialist I have ever spoken with has not a 
fucking clue as to who those men are or what Meliorism is,” Bruno sighed. 
“Harold, because you and Cousin Halfrida are so interested in the historical 
circumstances related to St. Johann Nepomuk Neumann’s life, I’m not surprised 
to find out that you, of all people, would know those men or even Meliorism.” 

“What is Meliorism?” Ulrich asked. 
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“Meliorism is the philosophical worldview permeating every secular and 
religious American history textbook,” Harold replied. “It teaches that history itself 
is linear and progressive. If one goes by that train of thought, then one has to also 
conclude that the end of the Cold War is literally the ‘End of History like what 
Prancis Fukuyama wrote in The National Interest back in Chapter Four.” 

Bruno opened his copy of Lightning and the Sun and read aloud what Savitri 
Devi wrote about the Duopoly and Pax Americana, the EU/NATO and LIEO, 
the Soviet Union, the Conspiracy, the Underground, and the GACSS. He wanted 
his Cousins and Duchess Perpetua to understand that their Anti-EuroGov Pact 
was prophesized decades earlier, in 1958, by the high priestess of Adolf Hitler. 

“While living, apparently, as ‘modern’ men and women,—using electric fans and electric 
irons, telephones and trains, and airplanes, when they can afford it—they nourish in their hearts 
a deep contempt for the childish conceit and bloated hopes of our age, and for the various recipes 
for ‘saving, mankind,’ which zealous philosophers and politicians thrust into circulation. They 
know that nothing can ‘save mankind,’ for mankind is reaching the end of its present cycle.” 

“The wave that carried it, for so many millenniums, is about to break, with all the fury of 
acquired speed, and to merge once more into the depth of the unchanging Ovean of 
Undifferentiated Existence. It will rise; again, someday, with abrupt majesty, for such is the Law 
of Waves. But in the meantime nothing can be done to stop it. The unfortunate—the fools—are 
those men who, for some reason best known to themselves——probably on account of their 
exaggerated estimation of what is to be lost in the process—would like to stop it.” 

“The privileged ones—the wise—are those few who, being fully aware of the increasing 
worthlessness of present-day mankind and of its much-applauded ‘Progress,’ know how little there 
is to be lost in the coming crash and look forward to it with joyous expectation as to the necessary 
condition of a new beginning—a new ‘Golden Age,’ sunlit crest of the next long drawn 
downward wave upon the surface of the endless Ocean of Life. To those privileged ones—amongst 
whom we count ourselves—the whole succession of ‘current events’ appears in an entirely different 
perspective from that either of the desperate believers in ‘Progress’ or of those people who, though 
accepting the cycle view of history and therefore considering the coming crash as unavoidable, feel 
sorry to see the civilization in which they live rush towards its doom.” 

“If that’s the case, then the ‘desperate believers of Meliorism are men like 
Michael Lind and Ted Halstead,” Harold recalled. “Lind and Halstead are the 
authors of the 2001 Radical Centrist tome, The Radical Center: The Future of American 
Politics. Meanwhile, the men perceiving ‘the coming crash as unavoidable are William 
Strauss and Neil Howe of The Fourth Turning: An American Prophecy — What the Cycles 
of History Tell Us About America’s Next Rendezvous with Destiny.” 

“That latter book’s title reads like something Ronald Reagan once said,” 
Ulrich chimed. “‘You and I have a rendezvous with destiny. We will preserve for our children 
this, the last best hope of man on Earth, or we will sentence them to take the first step into a 
thousand years of darkness. If we fail, at least let our children and our children’s children say of 
us we justified our brief moment here. We did all that could be done.”” 

“Pm assuming the ‘thousand years of darkness is a new “Tausendjahriges Reich’ 
(Thousand-Year Reich)?” Heinricka pondered. 
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“Looks like we found the ideological rivals of Savitri Devi and Miguel 
Serrano,” Perpetua snorted. “I bet the economic worldviews of Lind and Halstead 
or Strauss and Howe bear strains of Laissez-Faire Capitalist thought.” 

“Yes,” Harold said, “And their worldviews are, in fact, Liberal Capitalist.” 

“Fireo, the Invisible Hand is the philosophical forces ultimately driving all 
political and economic forces behind Duopoly-style Liberal Capitalist 
Democracy,” Bruno said, closing the book. “Every piece of legislation by the 
American Congress, every transaction on Wall Street and Main Street, every 
Hollywood and Broadway celebrity in the limelight, every General planning inside 
the Pentagon, every engineer and scientist toiling at Lockheed-Martin, Northrop- 
Grumman, General Dynamics, and Boeing, and every professor in the lecture halls 
of Harvard, Yale, Princeton, MIT, and other IVY League colleges.” 

“The Americanist Heresy incarnate...,” Ulrich muttered under his throat. 

“And Traditionalist Roman Catholics like Chandler Daniel Martinsen or 
Eastern Rite Roman Catholics like Margaret Diana Richardson are just as 
susceptible,” Bruno added. “We are and have always been Kameraden, Pm afraid.” 

Harold’s mind was blown open like a blast to his cranium from a Remington 
870 shotgun. “What should the GACSS do and how do we fight this Heresy?” 

A reinforced steel safe, built into the wall behind the desk, slowly opened. 
Inside were bundles of ERPA (Economic Redevelopment and Protection Agency) 
Bills. “Aside from strengthening our faith and living ascetic, pious lives like Ss. 
Johann Nepomuk Neumann and Elizabeth Ann Seton...” Bruno turned and 
pointed at a wall safe. “We convert our ERPA Bills into financial ammunition.” 

Perpetua smiled and nodded. “Why let ourselves be enslaved to the whims of 
ideas like ‘Opportunity Cost’, ‘Marginal Thinking’, ‘Globalization’, ‘Free Trade’, 
‘No Such Thing as a Free Lunch’, ‘Supply and Demand’, and so forth? Why 
bother with any of these things when you can always just maintain, fine-tune, and 
rev up your economic engine just like the gasoline engine in an MAFV?” 

Ulrich smirked. “‘Man schlagt jemanden mit der Faust und nicht mit gespreizten 
Fingern (You strike someone with your fist and not by spreading your fingers.)!”” 

““Fabrkarte bis zur Endstatiow (Ticket to the Last Station)?” Harold said. 

“We must often draw the comparison between time and eternity,”’ Bruno 
said, drawing comparisons between the words of St. Elizabeth Ann Seton with 
those of Savitri Devi. ““This is the remedy of all our troubles. How small will the 
present moment appear when we enter that Great Ocean...Can you expect to go 
to Heaven for nothing? Did not Our Savior track the whole way to it with tears 
and blood? And yet you stop at every little pain.” 
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Chapter Thirty Four: The Americanist Heresy 
(Reichsadler and Plaid Eminence; May 3-31, 2014) 


“Capitalism is the only system where such men are free to function and where progress is 
accompanied, not by forced privations, but by a constant rise in the general level of prosperity, of 
consumption and of enjoyment of life. [...] [That being said,] [w]hen I say ‘Capitalism,’ I mean 
a full, pure, uncontrolled, unregulated Laissez-Faire Capitalism—uwith a separation of State and 
Economics, in the same way and for the same reasons [that Thomas Jefferson maintained in 
Justifying] the Separation of State and Church [in a January 1, 1802 letter to the Danbury 
Baptist Association in Connecticut].” 

-Ayn Rand, The Virtue of Selfishness 


best performance when fiscal and monetary policies are aligned. In the First 

RPS, Ryanites under then-State Chancellor Howard Erich Wolff yearned for 
an alternative currency. Nothing materialized as later generations either became 
Clancyites, left the Catholic faith, or else acquired a phobia of anything resembling 
‘Socialism’ (Read: Soviet-style Marxist-Leninism) after decades of Duopoly 
propaganda campaigns during the Cold War. The effects alone are indicative of 
what Pope Leo XHI, Holy Father of Radical Distributism, meant by the 
‘Americanist Heresy’—Liberal Capitalism is the ideology ultimately fueling it. 

Liberal Capitalism, Ayn Rand wrote in The Virtue of Selfishness, is the 
‘Separation of Economics and State’, its basis derived from Thomas Jefferson’s 
‘Separation of Church and State.’ The latter is based on the ‘Establishment Clause’ 
of Amendment I in the US Constitution. The Establishment Clause prevents 
America from instituting any state religion while also instituting state-sponsored 
Atheism, Agnosticism, and Secularism. Its purposes are similar to the ‘Nobility 
Clause’ which forbids the United States from establishing a Monarchy. 

Fortunately, during the height of the War on Terror, during Brotzmanskrieg, 
GACSS under State Chancellor Harold Brotzman emerged as the only force in the 
entire Catholic world opposing the Americanist Heresy. GACSS opposed 
‘Separation of Church and State’ because the crux of opposition against the 
Americanist Heresy involves implementing Church teaching and Catholic tradition 
into secular American life. GACSS opposed ‘Separation of Economics and State’ 
because most Ryanites want their student government to help grow their Secret 
School Economy, if individual Jackbooters prove incapable of doing so. 

The pervading consensus within the GACSS was that Cardinal Wolk and His 
Eminence’s peers inside the USCCB should help reinforce this view and help 
spread it to the Catholic world. Why the St. Thomas More School of Political 
Warfare in the GACSS devised various strategies and tactics to challenge Liberal 
Capitalism in its political, economic, financial, philosophical, and ideological forms 
while shielding Radical Distributism from hostile subversion and propaganda. 

Meanwhile, many Ryanites since the Second RPS have never ceased to ask 
‘Where and how did the Brotzmans acquire $300,000,000,000,000 before 9/11?” 
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Baroness Felicity, clutching a glass of white grape juice, sprayed the liquid in 
front of Bruno out of sheer astonishment. “What. ..$300,000,000,000,000!” 

Bruno Brotzman nodded. “Jawoh/, the Right Honorable Mistress of Other- 
Boston: $300,000,000,000,000.” He smiled, chuckled, and proceeded to underline 
a long black string of numbers he jotted on the marker board with a red marker. 

“Holy shit!’ Countess Cecilia cried. “Is that really the combined net worth of 
the Brotzman family’s coffers? I’d imagine the figure to have been a lot smaller!” 

“That family’s coffers alone exceed the total valuation of even the United 
States’ GDP (Gross Domestic Product)!” Princess Philomena voiced. “With that 
kind of money, the Duopoly will repay its national debt in 2014 at least ten times!” 

Lance Jansen asked Hannelore. “How did their family pull it off, anyway?” 

“A better question, Lance, would be how did the Ostara Conspiracy 
orchestrate multiple economic meltdowns since 1973?” Hannelore chortled with 
her arms crossed. “The post-World War IH economic boom did not just burst on 
its own like a bubble. The same is true with recessions and headwinds since 1945.” 

“No wonder economists and bankers are sissies against financial terrorism!” 
Rosalinde giggled, chewing and nibbling on sticks of Ryanite-made beef jerky. Her 
Cousins Fabian and Kathe gorged on cream cheese-filled Kopenhagener Plunder, 
Viennoiserie-style-perhaps better known as Austrian ‘Danish pastries’. Dieter and 
Adelwolfa wolfed down on plates of Kénigsberg Marzipan, a type of confectionary 
that every Brotzman since Helmut and Renate has eaten at least once in their life. 

It was an early Saturday morning at Neumann-Seton’s Classroom 318 on May 
3. Cousin Ulrich invited Cousin Bruno and his likeminded Cousins, along with 
Hannelore Bauer, Lance Jansen, and Duchess Perpetua and her cousins to devise 
economic strategies for their ‘ERPA Rounds’. Bruno, standing behind a podium at 
the front board, divulged the net worth of his family’s net worth to the Anti- 
EuroGov Pact. Harold and Halfrida were made aware of it thanks to Horst 
Brotzman’s ‘Economics of Violence’ trust fund during The Plaid Dream. 

“Wealth,” Ulrich told Bruno, “Is measured not in stacks and stacks of paper 
money or financial instruments, but in the properties and assets one owns. The fiat 
currency of the LIEO is the Real World’s reserve currency, the US Dollar.” 

“Genau, Hans-Ulrich,” Bruno replied, “And what agreements is the US Dollar 
based on?” He and Ulrich simultaneously responded: “Schu/d (Debt/ Guilt)!” 

“Guilt-ridden money,” Lance opined, “Where one borrows sand from a 
timekeeper just to build an hourglass.” 

“And the hourglass alone becomes collateral to the timekeeper, since he lent 
sand to a borrower just to build that same hourglass,’ Hannelore retorted. “See, 
this is how Bruno and his Cousins should debate with us. They'll never get 
anywhere in life or in GACSS if they started by raging one pathetic ad hominem 
after another against a lender’s ethnicity and calling for their swift deportation!” 

Bruno bought everyone else’s attention to a chart correlating the deteriorating 
value of the US Dollar, America’s annual debt and GDP (Gross Domestic 
Product) since 1871. That year alone also occurred during America’s post-Civil 
War Reconstruction Era, coinciding with the beginnings of the Second Reich. 
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Seen from economic and financial contexts, Helmut and Renate Brotzman’s 
warnings about the Democratic-Republican Duopoly achieving Weltherrschaft 
(World Domination) in the 20 century became incontrovertible. The Duopoly 
was set on expanding Thomas Jefferson’s Empire of Liberty globally. The 
problem for Bruno and Ulrich was the Duopoly seldom collected financial and 
economic statistics for GDP and unemployment rates between 1834 and 1873—-the 
‘Free Banking Era’—except for special exceptions like the Banking Panics of 1857 
and 1873. That too was another reason why this chart had to begin in 1871. 

Regardless, the chart demonstrated how the purchasing power of the US 
Dollar rose and declined, with national debt rising upward at a steady pace in the 
wake of Reconstruction. Several dark gray shades, each indicating an economic 
recession or bank panic, were marked from 1871 to 1907. Up to ten different 
recessions and panics occurred between 1871 and 1910, each one bearing serious 
economic ramifications for the American economy and people. Starting in 1871, 
the US Dollar’s purchasing power increased as America industrialized her cities, 
during the Gilded and Progressive Eras which followed. 

Both the Gilded and Progressive Eras coincided with rampant corruption, 
dubious business practices and ethics, Yellow Journalism or ‘Fake News’, wealth 
inequality, racial, ethnic, and sectarian animosities, and waves of immigration from 
the Fatherland, Europe, Latin America, China, Japan, and Asia. The 1880s also 
marked the Third Plenary Council of Baltimore, which institutionalized American 
parochial education after St. Johann Nepomuk Neumann. The Americanist Heresy 
also began around this time. 1891 marked Pope Leo XIII’s Rerum Novarum, which 
spawned both Radical Distributism and all other forms of Distributism. 

Contrary to various Right-Libertarians, Progressives, and Antisemitic 
conspiracy theorists, the Federal Reserve did not deteriorate the US Dollar’s 
purchasing power. Instead, it improved the Duopoly’s odds of avoiding financial 
crises, economic recessions, and bank panics. The US Dollar’s decline began with 
a combination of German U-Boat torpedoes, Duopoly mobilization for the First 
World War, the Spanish Flu pandemic, the fall of Imperial Russia and more 
interventionism in war-torn Russia after the October Revolution. Everything led 
to the ‘Depression of 1920-1921’, spurred by military demobilization, Amendment 
XVII—Prohibition’—and the so-called ‘prosperity’ of the Roaring Twenties. 

Following the economic crash which spawned the Great Depression in 
October 1929, the Dollar’s purchasing power rose briefly and declined again due 
to indecisiveness on President Franklin Delano Roosevelt’s part. Just as America 
was tecovering, another recession struck the nation in 1937, and lasted until 
America’s entry into the Second World War in December 1941. 

The national debt did climb between 1942 and 1945, coinciding with FDR’s 
‘Arsenal of Democracy’ and the production of enough firepower to spark an 
economic boom lasting until 1973. Creating this economic boom were Bretton 
Woods, Duopoly control over 25% of all known gold reserves and its near- 
domination of all international trade, and a massive glut of economic production 
in manufactured consumer, industrial, and military goods. 
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Altogether, the Duopoly was able to dampen eight different recessions in 
1945, 1949, 1953, 1957, 1960, 1961, 1969, and 1970. For every recession, the 
purchasing power of the US Dollar steadily declined, gaining momentum in 1971 
and accelerating from 1973 onward. Inflation decreased between 1945 and 1949, 
stagnated, and never rose again until 1973. National debt also decreased and 
stagnated during this period, plateauing after 1973, later skyrocketing after 1981. 

The recession from 1973 to 1975 coincided with the energy crisis, the Nixon 
Shock, the end of Bretton Woods, Saudi Arabia and the Petrodollar, OPEC, 
Watergate, Soviet decline, Pinochet’s Chile, and Yom Kippur War. Policies and 
reforms prevented the 1973 recession from causing further damage, while inflation 
and unemployment rose and consumer demand for all goods declined. Two more 
recessions struck the US, beginning with the Ayatollah Khomeini’s rise in 1979, 
and lasting from 1980 to 1982. During this time, the Reagan Revolution was in full 
swing, and despite inflation stabilizing under Reagan, interest rates during soared 
under Federal Reserve Chairman Paul Volker and fell after 1982. 

Since 1982, the purchasing power of the US Dollar began freefalling like 
unguided bombs dropped by an A-Wing. Wall Street sustained a sudden, 
devastating stock market crash in late October 1987, comparable to the one in 
1929 and, later, 2008. Meanwhile, the US national debt kept skyrocketing, followed 
by a brief decline during the Clinton years and the 1997-1998 Russian and Asian 
Financial Crises, climbing back again until after 9/11. Duopoly sustained three 
recessions in 1991, 2000, and 2008, all three skewering the pockets of middle and 
working class Americans. Dot-Com Bubble, 9/11, War on Terror, Afghanistan 
and Iraq Wars, and Subprime Mortgage Crisis inflicted further damage. Despite 
GDP being the highest it ever was in American history, the collective well-being of 
the American people still deteriorated, wealth inequality returning in full-force. 

Bruno turned away from the marker board and held up a $1 USD banknote. 
“In 1871, Kameraden, this single banknote was worth one US Dollar.” He held up a 
small plastic bag of five pennies on his other hand. “Today, on 3 May 2014, that 
one US Dollar from 1871 is now worth somewhere close to five cents.” 

Ulrich turned to Lance and Hannelore. “Have you two learned something?” 

“We did,” Hannelore replied. “Inflation and deflation are natural enemies for 
any Liberal Capitalist economy. Such economies must sustain economic growth to 
avoid deflating, lest they risk a recession or a depression. They also can’t ‘overheat’ 
from excessive growth or else currencies depreciate and become worthless.” 

“Assuming the Brotzman family’s $300,000,000,000,000 even exists,” Lance 
opined, “It can’t be in fiat money, securities, bonds, futures, stocks, put options, 
cryptocurrencies, debit and credit cards. It can’t be 24 karat gold and silver, gems 
like diamonds or alexandrite, or else Anomalies tamed from Otherworld ACPs!” 

“And if physically tangible,” Hannelore added, “Their value will always be 
timeless and constant. They ate immune to the Invisible Hand and all external financial 
factors. They are also Azdden from the LIEO’s financial and banking systems.” 
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May 10. The Anti-EuroGov Pact concluded last Saturday that whatever the 
Brotzman family’s $300,000,000,000,000 is comprised of, the vast majority cannot 
be the usual liquidities and hard assets that Liberal Capitalism, the Duopoly, Pax 
Americana, and the LIEO deem as ‘valuable’. All four feared the economic and 
financial potential posed by Horst Brotzman and the rest of the Brotzman family. 
They knew that the whole family wields the capacity to unleash chaos on their 
markets by demonstrating before the Real World their falsehoods and malice. 

Bruno, standing behind the podium on this morning, had just divulged some 
stimulating details related to the $300,000,000,000,000. In the months prior to 
9/11, that $300,000,000,000,000 was originally “$400,000,000,000,000" at the dawn 
of the new millennium according to estimates from an economist once connected 
to the inner circle of Russian President Vladimir Vladimirovich Putin. 

“What happened to the $100,000,000,000,000?” Lance pondered. 

“Where did it go?” Ulrich mused. 

Hannelore chuckled. “You're kidding with us, eh, Bruno?” 

Seated beside Hannelore and Lance were Harold and Margaret. “Isn’t that 
some kind of conspiracy theory?” Margaret asked, adjusting her glasses. 

“For now, Representative Richardson,” Bruno told her, “Since we cannot be 
so certain, let’s assume that everything we are about to discuss here is somewhere 
between the propaganda and the conspiracy theory.” 

“Could you repeat that again, Cousin?” Harold asked. “We need to get this 
on the historical record before it disappears into the mists of digital time.” 

“Natirlich.” Bruno nodded. “Prior to 11 September 2001, on 29 June 2001, 
the Russian Duma held an official hearing called ‘On Measures to Ensure the 
Development of the Russian Economy under Conditions of a Destabilization of the World 
Financial System’ Testifying at this hearing was a Russian economist, Dr. Tatyana 
Koryagina, who claimed an impending attack on the Duopoly’s financial system 
and, if credible, bears xo relationship to Mohamed Atta and his fellow hijackers.” 

“Why are we hearing this for the first time?” Ulrich asked. 

“It’s probably because that Russian government hearing never got translated 
into English, let alone brought to the attention of the West,” Margaret explained. 

“When did Koryagina say this attack would happen?” Lance questioned. 

“19 August 2001,” Bruno replied. “Dr. Koryagina warned if this financial 
attack does strike the Duopoly, then the attack will create a ripple effect, hitting all 
economies within the LIEO. And while Atta and the other eighteen did not make 
their move until 11 September 2001, there is a kernel of truth to Dr. Koryagina’s 
claims nonetheless.” He held up the stapled pages of a November 2001 report by 
the OECD (Organization for Economic Cooperation and Development), a 
prestigious, credible organization unlike the 9/11 Truthers. “How ironic is it that 
the OECD would release a report later that same year, stating that 2001 was a 
global downturn bigger than 1981 and 1982 combined?” 

Lance whistled. “And those two years in the 1980s featured two recessions 
instead of just one, Kamerad Bruno.” 
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Harold added. “Plus, America was already in a recession since March of that 
year and Americans were expecting the first of Bush 43’s two obscene tax cuts to 
restart the economy, and both tax cuts continued under Obama’s presidency.” 

“Furthermore,” Ulrich opined, “When Atta and his men made their move on 
11 September, all the stock markets inside the entire LIEO went into lockdown. 
Nobody can buy, sell, or trade anything within the LIEO for a whole week. The 
value of the US Dollar fell sharply, while the price of gold rose from $215 to $287 
per ounce, $40,000,000,000 was inflicted in insurance losses, and now the Duopoly 
has spent well over $5,000,000,000,000 on the War on Terror alone.” 

Hannelore Bauer reached for the fountain pen and notepad resting on the 
school desk. She jotted down a list of terms used to describe the properties of the 
Brotzman family’s $300,000,000,000,000. Below “Timeless unlike Ten-Year Treasury 
Bond Yields’, “Maintains a Constant Value, ‘Immune to all Financial Market Forces’, and 
‘Invisible to the Duopoly and LIEO’, Hannelore wrote ‘Financial Warfare-capable and 
‘Indiscriminate against Globalized Economic and Financial Systems’. 

Margaret spoke to Bruno. “What else do we know about Dr. Koryagina?” 

“Dr. Koryagina was later interviewed by a pro-Republican Duopoly news 
outlet, Newsmax, on 3 October 2001,” Bruno responded, glimpsing at a printed 
copy of the Internet article in his hands. “‘Spending’, not the ‘terrorists’, was the 
concern among Americans at the time. Security measures imposed by the Duopoly 
after 9/11 was never meant to keep Americans ‘safe’ but to protect their own 
financial system, reassuring investors’ confidence and preventing a banking Panic.” 

“If that’s the case,” Harold concluded, “Then any future financial attack 
comparable to 9/11 without the planes has to be dire enough for investors to 
panic and withdraw their savings. It would have to be like the Panics in the late 
19% century or the stock market crashes of 1929, 1987, 1997 and 1998.” 

“And if it happens, Cousin,” Ulrich warned, “Expect the financial system that 
the Duopoly and the LIEO rely on to crash and burn.” 

“How ironic...,”” Rosalinde cooed. 

“Almost makes me wonder if Opa had something to do with it,” Dieter said. 

Adelwolfa sipped on a wineglass of sparking grace juice. “It does, doesn’t it?” 

“Ja,” Fabian answered, munching on another Danish pastry. 

“Genau,” Kathe chimed, nibbling on another Marzipan. 

“But if our Opa was involved, we must assume that he also anticipated the 
possibility that either us or Washington-Reich would catch on to this,” Rosalinde 
told her like-minded siblings and Cousins. “To throw us and Washington-Reich 
off and divert us to the myopic realm of the 9/11 Truthers, some financial 
diversions involving suspicious shorts and puts had to be executed.” 

“That would make perfect sense within the 9/11 Commission Report, 
Cousin Rosalinde,” Harold voiced. “And while the Report mentions suspicious 
trades involving shorts and puts, the Duopoly maintains that there was no 
relationship to Mohamed Atta, Osama Bin Laden and Al-Qa’idah.” 

“Wunderbar,” Kathe cooed, “Our wealth is hidden from the Duopoly.” 
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May 17. Before the $300,000,000,000,000 can be determined, on this 
morning, the Anti-EuroGov Pact needed to probe for any historical correlations 
between the Americanist Heresy, British Israclism, Antisemitism, Christian 
Identity, Liberal Capitalism, and St. John Henry Newman. Bruno stepped away 
from the podium as Rosalinde took over with a stack of papers. “Kameraden,” she 
addressed Bruno, Ulrich, Harold, Heinricka, and the others, “We must grasp 
British Israelism in order to understand how the Holocaust became a reality.” 

“But what is ‘British Israelism?”’ Margaret pondered. 

“It teaches that the British people are descended from the “Ten Lost Tribes 
of Israel’ from the Old Testament of the Bible,’ Rosalinde told her. “The belief 
has already been refuted by scholars and theologians as being pseudoscience.” 

“If so,” Ulrich voiced, “Then none of this is Antisemitic. British Israelism 
can account for why upper class British Gentiles willingly intermarried with the 
Juden. And if somebody concludes that the British are descended from the Lost 
Tribes of Israel, then any intermarriage between them and the Juden will be 
perceived as two old bloodlines reuniting after over millennia of separation.” 

“What do we know about British Israelism?” Harold asked. 

“Its origins date back to 1590, from French Huguenot M. le Loyer’s The Ten 
Lost Tribes,’ Rosalinde said. “The date fits neatly with the same timeframe Hilaire 
Belloc gave on Capitalism’s origins in The Servile State. However, British Israelism 
does not make its appearance until a British Protestant named John Wilson wrote 
Our Israelitish Origin in 1840, which claims the Israelites are British and Juden. That 
date also corresponds to Belloc’s own statements in The Servile State that 
Capitalism’s flaws became obvious as the British Empire was industrializing.” 

“That still makes no sense, even from a biblical standpoint!” Drusilla cried. 

“Tf the Israelites are the British people, then how did the Israelites migrate all 
the way to the United Kingdom from the Holy Land?” Margaret questioned. 

“Don’t rack your brains over pseudoscience, Margaret!’ Harold called out. 

Rosalinde paused. “While British Istaelism is too absurd for us to believe as 
Roman Catholics, that was not the case among the British Protestant middle and 
upper classes at the time. The ideology began in England and spread throughout 
the British Empire and to the United States. So influential it was that, by 1845, St. 
John Henry Newman converted to Catholicism, fearing that the ‘British Israelists’ 
were infiltrating and subverting the Anglican Church of England.” 

Bruno eyed his sister. “Tell the Ryanites who St. John Henry Newman was.” 

She nodded and shuffled through a couple pages on the podium. “Cardinal 
St. John Henry Newman deserves scrutiny, Kameraden, because he is often seen in 
high regard among American Catholics and Clancyites, not to mention being the 
polar opposite of Bishop St. Johann Nepomuk Neumann. Nine years before his 
Catholic conversion, in 1836, Newman was an Anglican priest of the ‘Oxford 
Movement’ and giving lectures about Anglicanism being a va Media (Middle Way) 
between Roman Catholicism and other forms of Protestantism.” 
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“Following his conversion on 9 October 1845, Newman’s relations with his 
family and friends became strained, since his environment was not only Anglican, 
but also Anti-Catholic. Anti-Catholicism was influential within the British Empire 
during the Victorian Age. From June to September 1851, Newman’s Lectures on the 
Present Position of Catholies in England was enough to be later accused by some British 
Catholics of undermining Papal Infallibility, not to mention giving too much 
authority into the hands of the laity. Newman also spent four years at University 
College, Dublin, back when it was still the ‘Catholic University of Ireland,’ 
envisioning a form of Catholic higher education that GACSS is now challenging.” 

She flipped the page. “Newman questioned Papal Infallibility because he felt 
that an individual’s rational thoughts, no matter how myopically biased, will always 
triumph over undying Nzbelungentreue (Nibelung Loyalty) to the Papacy in Rome. 
He was sympathetic to Liberal Catholics like Charles de Montalembert and Jean- 
Baptiste Henri Lacordaire. He became Cardinal because the ‘15 Duke of 
Norfolk’, Henry Fitzalan-Howard, lobbied on his behalf to Pope Leo XIII, despite 
Newman not being a Catholic Bishop or even being physically resident in Rome.” 

“The Palestinians are not going to enjoy hearing this...’ Rosalinde turned to 
the next page. “Newman, just one year after being Cardinal, expressed ‘extreme 
joy in 1880 when Tory MP Benjamin Disraeli, 1st Earl of Beaconsfield, lost the 
1880 election to the Liberal Party. Disraeli was backed by British Israelists during 
this time, and they were also backing Theodor Herzl and the Zionist advocacy for 
a Jewish homeland called ‘Israel’ in what was then Ottoman-occupied Palestine.” 

“What’s more,” Bruno added, “It never ceases to amaze Hans-Ulrich and I to 
find John Wilson questioning the ‘racial purit’—Wilson’s words, not mine—of 
modern Juden, viewing them—again, his words—as ‘Un-Semitic impostors. This is 
because there was an undercurrent in the movement which believed that Great 
Britain and the United States are heirs to the birthright of Jacob from the Old 
Testament, which inspired the ‘Dual Seedline’ belief within Christian Identity.” 

Margaret snapped her fingers. “Huh, so that’s where it all began...” 

“Moreover, St. John Henry Newman is also the source of inspiration for 
Hans and Sophie Scholl of the White Rose Movement,” Heinricka added. 

“And this is also the same timeframe for when the Americanist Heresy came 
into being,” Ulrich said. “Even though British Israelism has been discredited, there 
are still certain British and American Protestants and even a few Roman Catholics 
who, whether knowingly or unknowingly, subscribe to aspects of this ideology.” 

“Can we assume that this accounts for why Anglo-American support for 
Israel remains steadfast, even in this day and age?” Harold pondered. 

“Korrekt, Herr Staatskanzler,’ Rosalinde answered, “Not to mention ‘Judeo- 
Christianity—the conflating of Judaism and Christianity. Nothing here is to be seen 
in any bigoted or discriminatory context, but solely as a religious and theological 
one for us as Catholic Jugend. And let us be honest with ourselves: when was the last 
time the Ryanites have ever heard of ‘Islamo-Catholicism’ or ‘Judeo-Islam?” 

“That would be heretical for Catholics, Jews, and Muslims!” Margaret said. 

“Then let no one call us ‘Antisemitic’ for pointing it out!” Rosalinde cried. 
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May 31. The Anti-EuroGov Pact concluded, barring Zionism and British 
Israelism, the Hitlerist belief in an international Jewish conspiracy had no basis or 
no credibility in reality whatsoever. The conspiracy theory to justify the Holocaust 
came from an equally nonsensical and unsound belief in the 19 century. Any 
cases of Scientific Racism and Eugenics can then be traced back to similar trends 
the Catholic Church opposed when Social Darwinism was popularized in the late 
19% century. Any cases of Antisemitism in National Socialism’s early history can 
also be traced back to the German military bureaucracy’s shoddy statistical work 
promoting how diverse its ranks truly were during the First World War. 

Regardless, Strasserism will always be stigmatized due to its associations with 
Hitlerism and National Socialism in general. The Duopoly after 1945 remained 
confident of National Socialism lacking any moral high ground or visible authority 
figure powerful enough to challenge its hegemony. And although Distributism 
never got anywhere, it still maintained its moral high ground thanks to the Papal 
Infallibility of various Popes advocating it since Leo XIII and aspects of 
Distributism can always be found in the pages of The Catechism of the Catholic Church. 

“Are we anywhere closer to figuring out how the Brotzman family acquired 
$300,000,000,000,000P” Drusilla called out from the back of the classroom. 

“That question has yet to be answered, Drusilla,” Lance said. He nudged 
Hannelore’s upper arm with his elbow. “What have we found out thus far?” 

Hannelore flipped open her notepad and breezed through several 
handwritten pages full of various assorted notations she made within the past 
three weeks. “Since we concluded that almost all of it is not properties, hard and 
liquid assets, technical patents and research papers, assorted literary manuscripts 
and artwork, the only thing we haven’t considered is...“Wealth backed by Labor 
Productivity Freed from Capital and both Schuld and Interest.” 

“Things are starting to get interesting,’ Countess Cecilia voiced. 

“How would a labor-backed currency work, Hannelore?” Perpetua asked. 

Standing beside the podium, in front of the marker board, were Harold, 
Ulrich, and Bruno. Bruno took his drawing a diagram on the board. Ulrich turned 
away from the board and faced Perpetua. “Your Highness,” he told her, “How 
else are we supposed to use our ERPA Rounds next month?” 

The Brotzman Cousins were figuring out how the ERPA Rounds would be 
able to work within GACSS’ Secret School Economy, Pax Americana’s SGIEO, 
the Duopoly’s LIEO, and still be tradable with other SSEs and nation-states for 
anything the Ryanite war machine needed. They came up with all kinds of 
mathematical equations to reverse-engineer, drawing on various episodes from 
their ancestral past. Karl Marx’s Labor Vouchers; Gottfried Feder’s Interest-Free 
Currency; Hjalmar Schacht’s MEFO Bills; Adolf Hitler’s aggressive fiscal policies; 
Hermann Goring’s Four-Year Plan; Heinrich Himmler’s DWB (Deutsche 
Wirtschaftsbetriebe, German Economic Enterprises), a holding company for 25 $4 
industries; Karl Donitz’s Tonnage Warfare Strategy; Sukarno’s Indonesian Gold 
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Certificates; Savitri Devi’s descriptions of the ‘Men in Time’ from Lightning and the 
Sun, Muammar Gaddafi’s proposed gold-backed African Dinar; Ernst Jiinger’s 
1949 “‘Phonophore’ smartphone and ‘Luminar’ Internet browser; the Hawala 
System employed in Islamic nations; Milton Friedman’s Helicopter Money; and 
Ben Bernanke’s research into Duopoly mishandling of fiscal and monetary policies 
in the 1930s under FDR. Despite the vast ideological differences, all of them had 
pieces of a single skeleton key which GACSS needed. But reconstructing the key 
was only the first step to unlocking the door to Liberal Capitalism’s demise. 

Bruno, Harold, and Ulrich stepped away from the board. The completed 
diagram, in the simplest manner possible, depicted Liberal Capitalism in all its 
hideous vainglory. This economic and financial model depends on unceasing, 
unending, cancerous growth to perpetuate its existence. The banking system was 
owned not by national governments but by privatized banks connected to central 
banks connected to the repressive mother of all central banks on the Erde: Hjalmar 
Schacht’s BIS (Bank of International Settlements). And yet, Schacht originally 
cofounded the BIS to ensure that Weimar Germany paid for all of its wartime 
Schuld (Guilt/Debt), as dictated under the Versailles Treaty. 

Schuld and Interest were the incentives for privatized banks to sustain 
themselves, to sustain any Liberal Capitalist economy for that matter. Lenders 
offered potential borrowers with pre-adjusted Interest rates in order to take a cut 
out of the borrower’s labors. It has to be done in order to ensure that economic 
growth occurs under Liberal Capitalism, thus allowing expansion of the money 
supply to sustain economies. Since the money supply contracted as borrowers paid 
off their Schuld and became Schuldenfrei (Pree of Debt), privatized banks 
incentivized themselves into ensuring borrowers never achieve Schuldenjrei too 
quickly. Thus, the higher or lower the interest rate, the more or less they will take. 

This was also how the timekeepers of the Grandfather Clock, the ‘Men in 
Time’ of the LIEO, grew their economies in perpetuity. The Duopoly and all 
governments within the LIEO must sustain their economies by enacting 
combinations of fiscal and monetary policies to keep their economies afloat. 
Legislatures and central banks never allowed economies to grow too fast, 
otherwise Inflation occurred and currencies depreciated to the point of 
worthlessness. Conversely, they never slowed down economic growth too rapidly, 
too suddenly, or too frequently, otherwise currencies appreciated and Deflation 
occurred, allowing Recessions and Depressions to become possible. 

“T now know where Horst Brotzman, Lady Ostara, and the Conspiracy are in 
this diagram,” Harold said to Bruno and Ulrich, handing them his wallet. 

Bruno gestured Ulrich to take Harold’s wallet. Ulrich grabbed it. “Within this 
economic system,” he spoke, “The Duopoly and its LIEO depend on the value of 
their currencies for all economic transactions.” Harold’s wallet was stuffed with 
fat wads of old US Dollar banknotes marked with red, gold, blue, and green seals. 
Like his twin sister, he always walked around with at least $1,000,000,000 strapped 
to his waist at all times. 

“What’s with the different-colored ones?” Bruno asked. 
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“The red seals are “United States Notes,” Ulrich explained, showing Bruno a 
red seal $100 USD and a green seal $100 USD, issued by the Duopoly on two 
separate dates from the 20‘ century. “Those ate circulated as ‘bill of credit’ issued 
by the US Treasury Department, free of Interest. The gold and blue seals are for 
Gold Certificates and Silver Certificates respectively. The green seals are ‘Federal 
Reserve Notes’ which are circulated as ‘/egal tender for all Debts, public and private,” 

Taking the red seal United States Note from Ulrich’s hand, Bruno examined 
it. Up close was a small notice on the front. “This note is a legal tender at its face value 
for all debts public and private except duties on imports and Interest on the public debt.” 

“After May 1933,” Ulrich added, “it was changed to read ““This note is a legal 
tender at its face value for all Debts public and private’” And then, later, the Duopoly 
changed it to the present one: “This note is legal tender for all Debts, public and private.” 

“Interesting,” Bruno voiced. “So besides currencies, the second priority 
target would be commodities like gold and crude oil. Liberal Capitalism’s 
economic model depends on Schuld and Interest thriving on the rarity, rather than 
the abundance, of natural resources, raw materials, and finished products.” 

“And the rarer something is,” Harold interjected, “The more valuable it is. 
The more plentiful something is, the less valuable it becomes. That being said, any 
sudden and rapid influx of a hidden commodity like gold and silver harvested 
from the Otherworld or the Dweller World should be more than enough to cause 
gold and silver prices to plummet on the markets of the LIEO.” 

“Asteroid mining is also another avenue besides Otherworld and Dweller 
World, Cousin,” Bruno told him. “While we are at it, we may also add automated 
computers executing high-frequency trade yields, stock and commodity markets, 
derivatives markets, speculation markets, and futures markets like Special Policy 
Analysis Market on Pax Americana’s FCIMS computer networks.” 

Ulrich gazed at Heinricka, browsing the Internet on the Luminar App 
installed on her Phonophore, a revolutionary late-World War I] smartphone from 
Ernst Jiinger’s 1949 dystopian novel, Metropolis. “A couple backdoors on FCIMS is 
enough for cyber saboteurs to infiltrate computer networks undetected to install 
malware like viruses, worms, and such, plant timed or rigged logic bombs, or flash 
crash software to send stock prices plummeting in mere seconds.” 

“Another weakness in Liberal Capitalism,” Harold opined. “The fourth 
priority target will be the ‘Men in Time’. As Hjalmar Schacht wrote in The Magic of 
Money, fiscal and monetary policies must work together in order to prevent Liberal 
Capitalist economies from tumbling. If legislatures and central banks keep on 
bickering like in the Subprime Mortgage Crisis, there’s an exploitable weakness.” 

“Fifth,” Bruno said, “Liberal Capitalism relies on time for just about 
everything and there is only so much time in a single work week. That limits what 
the Duopoly can do. Here, we’re now talking about Karl D6nitz’s Tonnage 
Warfare Strategy devised for the Kriegsmarine U-Boats and their wolfpacks.” 

“The shipping of the enemy powers is one great whole,” Ulrich recalled, 
reflecting on Doénitz’s words. “It is therefore in this connection immaterial where 
a ship is sunk—it must still in the final analysis be replaced by a new ship.” 
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“Move fast, stay mobile, avoid interdiction, inflict the most damage against a 
Schwerpunkt (Focal Point) within the shortest amount of time possible to reduce 
their overall financial output,’ Harold chuckled. “Are we now talking about 
military strategy here or are we still talking within the realm of macroeconomics?” 

“Sixth,” Bruno continued, “Pay attention to all external factors affecting 
markets throughout the LIEO. Globalization is designed to ensure that a 
powerful, sustained financial Béizkrieg on one market is enough to send monetary 
ballistics ricocheting and hitting other markets.” 

“What do you have in mind, Bruno?” Ulrich asked. 

“Hans-Ulrich,” Bruno replied, “I’m talking about an unstable Middle East, an 
unstable Eastern Europe, Latin America, Africa and Asia. I am talking about the 
inflicting of psychological uncertainty, fear, terror, distress, paranoia, and loathing 
which a single offensive can generate. If our Opa and Dame Ostara does attack, 
what’s stopping us from following up with our own attacks to create a stacked 
force multiplier? The Conspiracy is just as ignorant as us, Pax Americana and the 
Duopoly in Liberal Capitalist markets. Liberal Capitalism thrives on anarchy and 
chaos and that in turn creates a fog of war through which nobody can penetrate.” 

“And chances are,” Harold mused, “I doubt the Duopoly will ever know who 
did what, because market forces within Liberal Capitalist markets respond 
naturally to Supply and Demand over time. Those market forces can also function 
as camouflage to hide both the Conspiracy’s and our own financial activities.” 

“So where are the best places for the Conspiracy and for us to strike?” Ulrich 
gawked at the diagram again, stroking his chin. 

Bruno and Harold glanced at the diagram as well. “Pay attention to the latest 
comments and conversations made by all Duopoly economists on prominent 
economic and financial news outlets like Wall Street Journal, Financial Times, 
Bloomberg, The Economist, Business Insider, New York Times, and Reuters. Determine 
which economic sectors are the most uncertain and the most risky. The more 
unregulated the industry, the more money it also generates and so will the damage 
we ot the Conspiracy will inflict.” 

“The best targets are anything that is crucial to the Schuld and Interest model 
of Liberal Capitalism,” Harold concluded. “College student loans, automotive 
loans, house mortgages, banking and industry loans, entitlement loans, and the 
multi-billion Dollar loans that the Duopoly itself has with countries like Saudi 
Arabia, Japan, and China every fiscal year. Corporate debts are another target.” 

“Don’t forget political factors,” Bruno added. “A British referendum to leave 
the EU! President Wolff selling nuclear weapons to Saudi Arabia! Duopoly 
sanctions Russian Ruble! Iranian nuclear program. Syrian and Yemeni Civil Wars! 
Trade and currency wars! Coup d’états and regime changes. Famines and 
pandemics! People in Yellow Vests! Hong Kong protests! ‘One Belt, One Road’. 
Peronists regain power in Argentina! Political corruption in Brazilian petroleum 
industry! Banking scandals! Migrant crises! Climate Change! Independence 
movements in Scotland, Catalonia, Basque, South Tyrol, Northern Ireland, and 
Kurdistan! For each crisis, one will always find a profit under Liberal Capitalism!” 
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Chapter Thirty Five: Das Grundgesetz 


(Plaid Eminence and Reichsadler; Jul. 1-6, 2014) 
“Today/,] Europe [under EU/NATO fulfills] the role of satellites acting on behalf of 
[Duopoly] interests. [Every nation dances] to the tune of [Duopoly Pied Pipers in Washington]. 
Europe is being used as the playground for the impudent and shameless Dollar Diplomacy. [...] 
[However,] [t]he convulsive effects of [Germany’s] military defeat [in 1945] have not broken the 
German spirit. The national tradition is carefully fostered among the youth and the veterans. The 
biological substance of the German people remained unshaken in its foundation. Our people are 
ready to be called upon for historic decisions. A nation which has lost two World Wars in the 
short span of 30 years but is already again conscious of its future tasks, can never be defeated.” 

-Madrtid Circular Letter, ca. September 1950, 
From ‘Germany Plots With the Kremlin’ 


Magdeburg. The morning sun was rousing her rosy fingers from the east as 

local German Staatliche Polizei (State Police) vehicles and Federal armored cars 
encircled the Brotzman family safehouse. Officers took cover behind their 
vehicles, with driver and front passenger doors still open. Their handguns were 
drawn, iron sights pointed down every window. Two counterterrorist squads in 
full body armor, black BDU fatigues and Balaclava masks, approached the front 
and reat doors with H&K MP5s. Doors breached. Stun grenades tossed through 
doorways, the detonations followed up with both squads storming inside. 

The raid coincided with similar ones directed at other Brotzman family 
safehouses in Essen, Mannheim, Munich, Stuttgart, Nuremberg, Hamburg, 
Weimar, Zwickau, Berlin, and Rostock. So far, nobody from the BKA 
(Bundeskriminalamt, Federal Criminal Police Office) managed to catch anyone yet. 
Meanwhile, the Bundespolizei (Federal Police) stopped dozens of suspicious vehicles 
crossing the German borders, boarding and searching them on roadsides near 
major Autobahn roadways. Passports verified. Car trunks and the storage 
compartments of commercial trucks double-checked for possible stowaways. 

And in the cities, BEV (Bundesamt fiir Verfassungsschutz, Federal Office for the 
Protection of the Constitution) agents surveilled other suspected hideouts from 
nearby buildings. Telephone lines tapped, phones bugged for video and sound. 
Paid informants visited frequent hangouts and anyone knowing anything about the 
family’s whereabouts. The rewards offered were generous. Heinricka already had 
€10,000,000 on her head. Ulrich and Bruno both had €5,000,000 each. Rosalinde, 
Fabian, Dieter, Adelwolfa, and Kathe got €1,000,000 each. As for the Helden, 
Perpetua and Four Horsemen, each got €100,000. Harold and Halfrida were to be 
arrested on sight if caught crossing the border. The twins were to be brought in 
for questioning, booked and charged with multiple counts of Vo/ksverhetzung 
(Incitement to Hatred) under §130 of the Strafgese¢zbuch (Criminal Code). 

Ulrich, Bruno, and Perpetua sat around a table inside the darkened backroom 
of an undisclosed building somewhere in the German State of Saxony. Bruno had 
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invited them to an invitation-only bar frequented by youths just like him. Twisting 
the cap off of a highlighter in his, he marked two passages within two separate 
versions of the same legal document in bright yellow. 

Both legal documents were printed in German, except one was finalized in 
1949, the other in 2012. “Jeder weif, dass die ‘Grundgesetz fir die Bundesrepublik 
Deutschland’ die offizielle Verfassung in unseren Vaterland ist... (Everyone knows that 
the “Basic Law for the Federal Republic of Germany’ is the official Constitution of 
out Fatherland...),” Bruno said to Ulrich. “Bin wh richtig oder falsch, Hans-Ulrich? 
(Am I right or wrong, Hans-Ulrich?)” 

Ulrich nodded. “Dua bist nicht falsch, Bruno. Das Grundgesetz ist die ‘offizielle 
Verfassung’ in Deutschland seit 1990 worden (Yowre not wrong, Bruno. Basic Law has 
been the ‘official Constitution’ in Germany since 1990).” He stroked his chin. 
“Warum hast du fragen? (Why’d you ask)” His eyes narrowed. Warum bist du plitzlich 
an im Grundgesetz interessiert? (Why are you suddenly interested in the Basic Law?)” 

Unbeknownst to Ulrich, Bruno wanted him and Her Highness to entertain 
his thoughts about the national sovereignty of post-War Germany. “Was ware, wenn 
das Vaterland Reine Verfassung seit 1945 hat? Was ware, wenn die BRD und Bundestag in 
Berlin nicht die wahre Regierung sind? Und was ware, wenn das Deutsche Reich noch das wahre 
Deutschland iste (What if the Fatherland has no Constitution since 1945? What if the 
de-facto regime and Bundestag in Berlin are not the real government? And what if 
the German Reich is the real Germany?)” 

“Bist du geisteskrank (Ate you crazy)?” Ulrich’s head shook. 

Bruno laughed, gesturing at the two German legal documents on the table in 
front of Ulrich. “Ich bin nicht geisteskrank. (’m not crazy.)” He pointed at 
highlighted statements. “Die Wahrheit ist hier, wenn man eigentlich die Dokumente lesen 
wollt. (The truth is here, if you want to actually read the documents.)” 

“Die Wahrheit macht fre? (The truth will set you free’),” Perpetua stressed, 
quoting what Jesus said to his Apostles from the Gospel of John. 

“Ob, danke, Eure Hoheit, aber der tatsachlicher Ausdruck war ‘Arbeit macht frei.’ (Qh, 
thanks, Your Highness, but the real phrase was ‘work will set you free.’)” Ulrich 
chuckled, believing Perpetua was referring to the motto of Auschwitz. His 
response was met with Perpetua sighing, her eyes rolling, her head shaking. 

The two documents were printed copies of the Grundgesetz, with one from 
1949, the other from 2012. What Bruno highlighted were essentially the texts in 
Articles 23 and 146 in the 1949 and 2012 versions. In both versions, the 
Grundgesetz served as a temporary legal document, not a true Verfassung. The 
original Article 23, unlike the later Article 23, ensured that the Grundgesetz applied 
to German territories under what was then West Germany. The new version, 
however, stated that the EU/NATO had obligations to ensure that its goals 
aligned with the terms and articles laid out in Grundgesetz. But Article 146 in both 
versions maintained that the Grundgesetz will always be rendered null and void as 
soon as the German people collectively made it so through a plebiscite. 

But in 1990, the Bundestag and its East German counterpart, the 
Volkshammer (People’s Chamber), were meant to issue a plebiscite over a new 
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Verfassung to replace Grundgesetz. The Bundestag, agreeing to adhere to obligations 
set aside by the Duopoly, the British, French, and Soviets in the ‘2+4 Agreement’, 
refused to abolish Grundgesetz. Instead, the Bundestag upheld the old Article 23 by 
expanding Grundgesetz’s jurisdiction to all of East Germany, thus sealing the fate of 
the former German eastern territories in Poland and Russia’s Kaliningrad Oblast. 

“The Duopoly has no intentions of letting the Fatherland be free anytime 
soon, Hans-Ulrich,” Bruno told him. “The 2+4 Agreement, Grundsesetz, 
EU/NATO, and so forth were intended by design to keep the Fatherland down, 
keep the Duopoly in Europe, and keep Russia out of Europe.” 

“And this ‘Europe’ is to be united under Brussels,” Perpetua chimed. 

Denial. Ulrich stared at the documents in silence. Not everything his parents 
had told him growing up was a bunch of truths. Not everything his Opa had told 
him growing up was a bunch of untruths. The truth was and always had been 
somewhere between the propaganda and the conspiracy theory. 

“You can believe everything that American Gesed/schaft (Society) dictates or 
you can pursue your own political destiny,” Bruno said. “Nothing in life was ever 
meant to be set in stone unless you or somebody else made it so.” 

“Your Cousin has a point,’ Perpetua voiced. “Why let the Duopoly or 
Washington-Reich step all over your Why let the Duopoly continue to shame you 
into perpetuating the EU/NATO and risk antagonizing Russia? Why not bring 
this whole damn LIEO to an end like our friends in the Distributist International 
just did by ending the Model-EU/NATO of the SGIEO not too long ago?” 

“And what happens if I refuse to help?” Ulrich asked. 

“Be careful,’ Perpetua warned. “Our lives, yours, and those of everyone 
else’s in the Anti-EuroGov Pact are at stake here. Bruno and I have decided on 
our own terms that every aspect of the Duopoly’s imposed hegemony all over 
Europe will end. Should you refuse, there is only a matter of time before your Opa 
and my uncle, His Greatness-—Emperor Bernard, discover our dealings with you 
and the GACSS. Harold and Halfrida have assured us of amnesty in the GACSS, 
while Bruno and I have acquired new identities for ourselves to ensure that the 
Anti-EuroGov Pact will continue.” 

“So,” Bruno spoke, “What shall be your final decision, Hans-Ulrich? Will you 
help Her Highness and I tackle some unfinished business here in Europe and in 
the Otherworld?” He slouched in his chair. 

“Choose wisely,” Perpetua said. “We can always change the game, but God 
had never intended for us to change the rules.” 

“Anything for the family,” Ulrich told Bruno. “Just say the word.” 

KK 
(One day later) 

Several minutes past midnight, on July 2, the door of a downtown apartment 
somewhere in Dresden opened. A creaking sound echoed across a dimly-lit 
hallway outside the apartment. Ulrich and Perpetua plodded past the doorway, 
with Bruno closing and locking the door behind them. 

“Ts everyone well-rested and well-fed now?” Bruno whispered. 
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Ulrich and Perpetua nodded. 

Either way, time is still not on our side, Brano reminded himself. “Cousin Ulrich, 
Your Highness,” he told them, “Dame Ostara was generous enough to provide us 
with two getaway vehicles a few days earlier.” 

“Ts Ostara aware of us helping you, Cousin?” Ulrich shuddered. 

“Nein,” Bruno answered, “But I do pray to Goft that she stays ignorant just 
like our Opa. The less they know, the better our odds.” From his front pockets, he 
held a car key in both hands. Each key belonged to one of two full-sized luxury 
cats parked in a nearby garage lockup, an Audi A8 and a Porsche Panamera. 

Multiple barking dogs bellowed into the night together from outside the 
building. “What difference does it make?” Perpetua mused. 

“Whoever drives the Audi will be meeting Faustina Adamski, a Kashubian 
from Gdansk or Danzig. She is Harold and Halfrida’s Polish and German contact 
in the Distributist International.” The ceiling light over Bruno’s head began to 
flicker. “Last I heard from Cousin Halfrida, she was staying in the Fatherland as a 
student of an all-girl Catholic school somewhere in Bavaria.” 

“Be specific,” Ulrich said, “Where in Bavaria is this school?” 

“It’s an international school,’ Bruno elaborated, “Ran and operated by the 
same religious order which also runs Duchess Perpetua’s school in Syosset.” 

“T think I know where that place is,” Perpetua blurted. 

“You dor” Ulrich mused. 

Perpetua nodded. “The school is located outside Nuremberg.” 

Nobody bothered to replace the old parts inside the ceiling light above 
Bruno, and so the light burned itself out, shrouding him in darkness. Several 
sparks descended, almost missing his head and right shoulder by several inches. 
He paid no attention to it. “Then whoever drives the Porsche,” he continued, 
“Must find Heinricka, Rosalinde, Fabian, Adelwolfa, Dieter, Kathe, Princess 
Philomena, Baroness Felicity, and Countess Cecilia.” 

“Pm driving the Audi.” Perpetua plucked its keyring from Bruno’s hand. “It 
will be less awkward for all of us if I approach Faustina myself instead of Hans- 
Ulrich.” She tilted her head at Ulrich, her index finger pointing at his chest. “In the 
meantime, Bruno and I are counting on you to keep our relatives alive and free.” 

“Somebody has to look after them while I’m gone,” Bruno told Ulrich. 

Ulrich turned to him. “What are you supposed to be doing?” 

“Walther and Isolde lent me their old MSG90 sniper rifle from the Rosy 
War,” he said. “They gave me the rifle and case, along with a metallic ammunition 
box containing spare magazines and some cardboard boxes of rounds. It’s in the 
trunk of the Maserati.” He smirked. 

“And what was your plan again?” Ulrich pondered. 

“Pm going on a little hunting expedition throughout the Fatherland, Hans- 
Ulrich,” Bruno replied. “Stay out of trouble and do not to cross paths with me 
until you have found the others, alles klar?” 

“Natirhich,’ Ulrich chuckled, grabbing the car key from Bruno’s other hand. 
“Are we meeting back here once I’ve gathered the others?” 
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“Ja,” Bruno answered, “And don’t come back here with either the Heckerists 
ot the BfV and BKA on your tail, Hans-Ulrich. The former will just piss me off.” 

Perpetua yawned. “Then let’s get out of here before somebody finds us.” The 
two Brotzman Cousins and Perpetua scurried away from the doorway, 
disappearing into a darkened corner of the hall to a stairwell that led down an exit 
adjacent to the garage lockup storing all three getaway vehicles. 

Meanwhile, Heinricka and the others kept a low profile while operating 
incognito in their own Fatherland. Everybody stuck together in pairs, and nobody 
did anything under their own names and in their usual appearances. They each had 
an assumed identity, did menial part-time jobs to serve as cover, and behaved as 
though they had been living in the Fatherland their whole lives. Cousin Ulrich 
stayed a few steps ahead of the authorities by knowing what the others’ personal 
hobbies, pastimes, interests, and personal aspirations in life were. 

2 KK 
(Four days later) 

The past four days have been terrifying for the Fatherland. Instant news 
updates on social media covering the suspicious sniping and bombing of twelve 
government informants and plainclothes Heckerists posing as American tourists 
left thousands paralyzed with fear. All the major news outlets published and 
disseminated various sensational stories about a lone homicidal serial killer preying 
on ‘innocent’ American college students. With the o/e now demanding drastic 
actions from the Bundestag to apprehend or eliminate the so-called ‘serial killer’, 
Bruno laid low again at the safehouse in Dresden. The Heckerists sent from 
Congresswoman Washington-Reich, despite their setbacks, resumed their 
ageressive searches for him, Ulrich, Perpetua, and the others. 

There was no real shortage of reasons for the Bundestag to clump together 
the entire Brotzman family, from Father Leonard Brotzman, OSA, and Ulrich 
Brotzman, Harold and Halfrida Brotzman, to Bruno and Horst Brotzman, and all 
their peers, friends, business partners and associates as ‘Rechtsextremen’ (Right-Wing 
Extremists). The reality was there were huge ideological differences and different 
patterns of thought. Not every Brotzman or anyone associated with them 
perceived reality and their surroundings in the same manner. Every Brotzman, 
however, were critical of others somehow conflating people on the basis of them 
being ‘Left-Wing’ or ‘Right-Wing’. 

While waiting for Perpetua and her cousins to return, Ulrich chatted with 
Heinricka and their other Cousins inside the storage lockup across from theit 
safehouse in downtown Dresden. The garage doors and the regular ones were shut 
and locked from the inside. The windows above the doors shuttered, a bright 
glimmer of moonlight piercing through the thick glass. 

“Why should any of us be liable on charges of Vo/ksverhetzungr’’ Ulrich, 
leaning against the driver’s door of his Porsche, asked the other Brotzman 
Cousins. “Better yet, why would Cousins Harold and Halfrida be liable on charges 
of Volksverhetzung? Our whole family knows those twins are the last people to ever 
bear any grudges against anyone or any identifiable group of people.” 


341 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 

There was a deafening silence inside the lockup. Heinricka and the other 
Brotzman Cousins stared at Ulrich with confused and puzzled looks. All of them 
had difficulty giving him a simple, straightforward answer. “What good reasons are 
there?” Heinricka voiced. 

“That’s why I asked, Heinricka.” Ulrich crossed his arms. “The only reason 
why the government in Berlin would is if somebody from Washington DC framed 
those two on fabricated charges. Remember, Harold and Halfrida are dual citizens 
of this country just like the rest of us. A crime like that is punishable up to five 
years imprisonment and it matters little whether the act was committed abroad or 
on the Internet.” 

“That’s got to be it, Hans-Ulrich,’ Rosalinde sighed. “I cannot imagine 
Harold and Halfrida to stoop that low. After everything that has happened since 
1933, our family cannot be overburdened with all of this shit any longer.” 

“Rosalinde is right,” Dieter chimed. “None of us, Bruno, and Harold and 
Halfrida can be considered as ‘Rechtsexctremen.”” 

“And we’re willing to prove that if it also means we'll still be able to work 
undercover,” Fabian added. 

“Then let’s begin,” Ulrich said. “Ja oder nein (Yes or no): Do you bear any 
resentment against the Juden (Jews) or any As/andern (Foreigners) solely on the 
basis of who they are and not because of their individual character and actions?” 

“Nein,” the other Cousins replied. 

“Do you believe the Holocaust happened?” he asked. 

“Ja,” they answered. 

“Next question,’ Ulrich continued, “Are you in any way opposed or 
discriminatory toward other religions such as Islam for instance?” 

“Nei,” they responded. 

And neither am I, Ulrich thought. “Would you discriminate against someone 
based on their gender or their sexual preferences?” 

“Nie (Not at all),” they told him. All of them loathed such discrimination. 

“Will you choose to tolerate real and credible acts of Volksverhetzung by 
others, Germans and non-Germans alike?” 

“Niemals (Never)!” they answered. 

“Then will you condemn such acts whenever you encounter them?” 

“We will!” they responded. 

“And are you in any way committed to restoring the Third Reich?” he 
questioned them. “Are you serious about restoring some or any aspect of that 
regime? Be honest with yourself and with me.” 

“Niemals,’ the other Cousins retorted. 

“Tt’s just as you said,” Heinricka assured him, “Harold and Halfrida were 
framed and we certainly would too, if Brotzmanskrieg is ever allowed to continue.” 

“T just hope all of you are being honest with me,” Ulrich told them. “I cannot 
afford to have my reputation or my twin Cousins’, be slandered like that. I also 
cannot afford to have my reputation to be tarnished by any of you.” 

“Then try not to worry too much about us!” Rosalinde cried. 
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Later, emerging from the darkness near the stairwell, Duchess Perpetua 
plodded up the hallway. She looked over her shoulders in case someone was still 
following her and shrugged her shoulders. A Louis Vuitton handbag slung over 
her shoulder. She walked away from the stairwell, her high heels clicked and 
clacked on the floor, the sounds ricocheting against the walls with each step. At 
the door of the safehouse, Perpetua knocked on the door three times. 

On the other side of the doorway, Bruno had his back leaned against the 
doorframe, his Reschsrevolvers drawn. The recent noises awakened him. Was that her 
just now? He pondered to himself. “Is something there?” Bruno called out. 

“It’s me again,” Perpetua announced. 

Bruno breathed a sigh of relief. “To (Great).” He holstered his 
Reichsrevolvers. “Were you...?” 

“...Followed by any chance?” Perpetua interrupted him. “For now, Pm not. I 
can’t say the same for your other Cousins, however.” 

“Did something happen to Hans-Ulrich?” 

“He contacted me earlier on his satphone,” she spoke. “Look, I know it is 
3AM, but I wanted to let you know that I did speak with Faustina in Bavaria 
yesterday.” Reaching into her handbag, Perpetua pulled out a sealed envelope. 
“Faustina was planning on leaving Germany and hiding out at St. Eustace.” 

“Was there anything else? I was expecting something from her.” 

“Yes, she also wanted me to give you this.” Perpetua squatted, placed the 
envelope on the floor and slid it through a narrow crevice on the bottom of the 
doorframe. “I don’t know what’s inside, but I assume you’d know for certain?” 

From his side of the doorframe, Bruno spotted the envelope between his 
feet. He picked it up and proceeded to tear the flap open. Inside was a folded map 
of Saxony from the 1920s. A black line was drawn with a Sharpie marker along 
what later became Saxony’s eastern border, forming the southern portion of the 
Oder-NeiBe Line. Another Sharpie marker, a red one, was used to draw a line 
from Dresden to a small village bordering the Oder-NeiBe Line. This red line was 
a country road, away from the Autobahn and nearby rail lines, which cut straight 
through the village center and into Poland. 

“Are you still there?” Perpetua asked. 

“Ja, Pm still here,’ Bruno responded. “Remind me to thank her if we ever 
return to the GACSS.” 

“You don’t mind if I come in, Bruno?” 

The door opened and Bruno gestured Perpetua to hurry inside. As Perpetua 
walked into the safehouse, Bruno peeked around the corners of the doorway and 
closed the door. The sound of several locks clicking into place followed. 

“Did Hans-Ulrich return with my siblings and Cousins, Your Highness?” 

“Bruno, everyone is waiting for you to come out now.” 

“Everyone was waiting for me in the storage lockup downstairs?” 

“Not to mention all of my own cousins as well,” she added. 

“What were you all doing down there?” he pondered. 

“Why Harold and Halfrida would be charged with Volksverhetzung?”’ 
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“Hell if I know,” he quipped. “Neither of them would ever stoop that low.” 

“Are you certain about that answer?” she asked. 

“Did you always trust my word, Your Highness?” 

The door reopened. Bruno walked out of the apartment with Perpetua. “I 
guess they wouldn’t, would they?” Perpetua blurted. 

SKK 

Bruno steered the wheel of his Maserati as he led the Audi and the Porsche 
trailing from behind down a winding country road away from Dresden. Beams of 
light from the headlights of the two cars reflected on the rearview mirror. Up 
ahead, the countryside surrounding the road was not as well-lite as the Autobahn 
roadways. The country road itself took up the entire width of the Maserati and the 
other full-sized luxury vehicles. It was a one-way toad and that was fine by him. 

Perpetua was strapped to the front passenger seat next to his as usual, her 
head leaning against the window, the long, winding road ahead. She grew bored 
just by its sheer length. Ulrich and Rosalinde were the other designated drivers. 

The blood in Bruno’s veins raced, his heart pounding with each passing 
second. Adrenaline rushed throughout his whole body as he pressed his foot down 
on the accelerator, pouring more gasoline into the high-powered engine. The 
Fatherland was no longer deemed a safe space for himself or his whole family for 
that matter. Nobody wanted him or his family to ever come back, anyway. 
Nobody wanted to welcome him and his family with warm and pleasant greetings 
as mundane and simple as saying ‘hallo da (hello there). 

The Maserati continued to gain momentum and speed. Neither he nor the 
others had any clue if the Heckerists or the BKA and BfV were still on their case. 
Nobody also wanted to find the Bundespolizei to be waiting for them at the Oder- 
Neife Line in the center of the village. Everyone just wanted to get the hell out of 
dodge and be left alone after everything that happened within the past six months. 
I hope Harold finds his twin sister sooner rather than later. We can’t keep going back and 
forward like this with the Heckerists still looking for us, Bruno thought. 

The skies overhead were clear. No clouds lingered above within the past 
several days. Slowly, the pitched-black skies gave way to hues of dark blue. 
Daylight drew near. In the distance stood the dilapidated ruins of an East German 
village forgotten by the Grandfather Clock. The painted walls of the buildings 
which surrounded its perimeter had faded and chipped away after decades of 
neglectful disrepair. It was supposed to have been what ‘Auferstanden aus Ruinenw’ 
(Risen from Ruins) meant after everything prior to 1945. And yet, those futures, 
for better or for worse, ended in tragedy after the Berlin Wall collapsed. 

They passed by the decrepit buildings. No bullets, no shrapnel, no loud 
voices and explosions greeted him, Ulrich, and the others as they approached a 
stone bridge across the Oder-Neifie Line. Two tows of wooden stakes in black, 
red, and gold chevrons stood on opposite ends of the bridgehead. Two other sets 
of stakes, in red and white, stood on the other bridgehead. Two lifetimes ago, 
however, none of those existed. A different future may claim its stake here 
someday. Until then, that future remained both undecided and uncertain. 
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Chapter Thirty Six: ‘Wachsam Sein!’ 
(Ryanite Chorus; Jul. 27-Aug. 1, 2014) 


“The struggle against [Duopoly] bossing of Europe will become Germany’s main task in the 
future. We must not merely strive to shake off the shackles with which [the Duopoly] has bound 
us, and labor to regain our freedom of action in the E:ast, but we must also prepare the whole of 
Europe for our future mission in the world. [...] The world is longing today for the millennium. 
In the role of champion for peace, we would gain stature in world public opinion and create for 
ourselves an unshakable moral position. The propaganda against German ‘militarism’ would 
subside entirely, old charges would be forgotten and Europe would then be willing to follow 
German leadership. Such a policy can be pursued successfully, especially in view of the present 
attitude of the Vatican. [His Holiness, Pope Pius XIL] is a realist in politics and knows well 
enough that [there is too much at stake for the [Catholic] Church and for Europe as a whole.” 

-Madrtid Circular Letter, ca. September 1950, 
From ‘Germany Plots With the Kremlin’ 


Brotzmansknrieg must end, along with the War on Terror which later spawned 

it. The battle lines have only been drawn and there will be no more 
compromises from the Brotzman twins and all their peers. For the actions they 
had all taken since 2010 created the Greater American Catholic School System 
which must now take up the mantle of ending Brotgmanskrieg. 

The Iron Curtain always rises and falls on the Brotzman family. Nothing truly 
ends for them, and that includes that new ‘Cold War’ on the horizon. And despite 
making no more appearances for Louis Vuitton or even Tampax, Mikhail 
Gorbachev warns the Real World ‘is now in colossal danger’ on a BBC interview. 

The limelight focuses on Bruno, now seated in a chair inside the State 
Chancellor’s office at Plaidstadt. “It’s 2014, what the fuck is wrong with the Vo/k 
these days?” Bruno lamented. “There’s a medieval wall in the middle of Berlin and 
another called the ‘Deutsch-Deutsche Grenze’ (German-German Border)!” 

“They're still there, Kameraden!” He snorted. “In the East, ‘Nationalism’ is 
synonymous with Duopoly Liberal Capitalism; in the West, ‘Socialism’ is 
synonymous with Soviet Marxist-Leninism! Wessts (Westerners) and Osses 
(Easterners) enjoyed calling each other ‘fascists’, ‘puppets’, and ‘lesser Germans’ 
while also smugly proclaiming themselves as ‘the true Fatherland!” 

The fingers on his hand were wrapped around the bowl of a glass of fine 
Hungarian Tokaji wine. “But you know what? Fuck all of them! Every word 
spoken by those Wess? and Ossi motherfuckers since 1949 is still full of shit!’ He 
drank his sullen tears away to the Germany of his ancestors. “Uniting the Wessis 
and Ossts under Liberal Capitalism or Marxist-Leninism...is a fool’s errand. 
Uniting them under the best of both worlds without that...impatient, boorish 
buffoon from Osverreich (Austria) is a step in the right direction.” 

He continued rambling. “But all of us know full well that uniting the 
Fatherland under any kind of so-called ‘nationalized socialism’ is too verboten and 
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punishable as Volksverhetzung.”’ Brauno held up his empty glass. “And 
Volksverhetzung as a concept came from that buffoon’s Heimat (Homeland)!” 

“Mein Fiibrer...” Perpetua giggled as she held up her glass next to his. “You’re 
a teal...Arschloch (Asshole) for murdering all those...poor fucking people!” 

Allison Schmidt, standing behind Bruno and Perpetua and their chairs, 
yawned. Clutched in her hands was a glass bottle of Tokaji that mysteriously 
parachuted out of a flying disk the other day. “I’m getting bored just by listening 
to these two idiots ramble on,” she complained. “Can I go home now?” 

“Let them drink, Allison...,” Harold and his twin sister laughed. 

“And besides,” Halftida cooed, “They’re both waiting for you!” 

“Didn’t they drink a few too many, Walther?” Allison rolled her eyes. 

“Nein,” Walther answered. “Dame Ostara filled that bottle with nothing but 
non-alcoholic orange, peat, and grape juice.” With a fountain pen, he recorded 
everything that everyone else said in his notebook. “How else do you think those 
two ate supposed to entertain themselves besides doing you-know-what...?” 

Heinricka giggled, her hands covering her mouth, trying to conceal her 
laughter. “Are they really...?” 

“Nei,” Ulrich said, “We’re all waiting for Cardinal Wolk to add it to His 
Eminence’s schedule first.” He snapped his fingers, putting Bruno and Perpetua 
out of their drunken stupor. Those two always enjoyed their pastimes—pretending 
to be in a drunken stupor and meditating in Eucharistic Adoration with the 
Helden at Philadelphia’s ‘Cathedral Basilica of Saints Peter and Paul’. 

“Are you two done?” Allison yawned again. “I have summer assignments that 
ate never going to finish themselves!” 

“Dismissed!” Walther cried. His finger pointed at the double doors. 

Allison shook her head and rolled her eyes. “It’s about time!’ She walked out 
of the State Chancellor’s office with a half-empty bottle. 

“Herr Staatskanzler,” Bruno asked Harold, “Could an ideology change along 
with its adherents? Could an ideology like National Socialism return in a different 
guise and condemn both the Hitlerists and Strasserists? Could an ideology like 
Liberal Capitalism, which prides itself on liberty, democracy, and progress, live up 
to every oppressive, totalitarian trope its adherents give to its ideological rivals?” 

Halfrida bent over and whispered into her twin brother’s ear. “He sure enjoys 
playing devil’s advocate for us, isn’t that right, dear brother?” 

Harold’s head remained facing Bruno, Perpetua, and Walther, his eyes rolling 
toward his twin sister. “Sis, every ideology will stay the same if its original 
composition, its original substance, refuses to transmute into something else. Its 
adherents, on the other hand, could always change the ideology into something 
else. How else did we and GACSS invent Radical Distributism?” 

Ulrich stroked his chin, his nose crinkling. “Where are you going with this?” 
he asked Bruno. “You’re making me wish the Fatherland kept the Stasi around!” 

Cracking a smile, Bruno chuckled as he downed the rest of his glass. “Give 
me a break, Hans-Ulrich! The AGRP is ‘National Socialist’ in name only. Its Party 
line is about as boring as an Ossi Trabant slamming against the Berlin Wall.” 
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“You never told me what its Party platform is, Bruno,” Perpetua voiced. 

“That’s because the Party platform is committed to environmentalism, 
workers’, women’s, and animal rights, climate change awareness, alternative energy 
soutces, healthcare and social safety nets for everyone,” Bruno replied. 

“Yeah, I figured you’d say that,’ Harold blurted. “You and Reichsadler 
Squadron always came across to us as being supporters of such ideas. Not to 
mention having a Socialist and Eurosceptic outlook on EU/NATO policy.” 

“And we were always left wondering why the six of you would even call 
yourselves ‘Strasserists’ of all things,” Heinricka chimed. 

“Schaukelpolitik, (Political Seesawing),” Ulrich murmured. “Our family has 
been doing that for over a thousand years. Why choose to side with two extremes 
in an argument when one can always demonstrate a skillful mastery of statecraft by 
playing both sides and emerging on top as the lesser of two extremes?” 

“Danke schon, Hans-Ul/rich’’ Brano thanked him. “And we will start by 
allowing my AGRP and Perpetua’s LAU to run for various positions within the 
Ryanite student government under different names and on clean slates. It was 
always principles, values, and interests which matter the most for our family.” 

2 KK 
(Three days later) 

At his secret bunker in Other-Berlin, Thomas Jefferson Washington-Reich 
presided over a map of Earth atop a sturdy wooden table. An intense vibration 
generated by successive detonations of dropped unguided bombs violently shook 
the table and ceiling lamps. The bright lights emitted by the suspended ceiling 
lamps strobed back and forth. Hovering around the table were all of Washington- 
Reich’s closest Clancyite generals and advisers. All the generals and advisors had a 
Congressional Medal of Honor draped over their neckties, a blue band wrapped 
around the collars of their dress shirts. Various US Military and EU/NATO 
decorations adorned the breasts of their tunics. The Model-EU/NATO may be 
over in the Otherworld, but the Duopoly’s EU/NATO survived. 

His older sister, Democratic Congresswoman Cassandra Washington-Reich, 
stood across from his fiancée, Tsumugi Kessel. He and everyone else paid close 
attention to all the plans drawn on the map with blue and red wax pencils. 
Cassandra lit a cigarette attached to her cigarette holder with a golden lighter. 
“With the War on Terror ramping up to include GACSS and old Cold War rivals 
like Russia and China, Pax Americana has been asked by Congress to escalate all 
Real World operations.” Tobacco smoke flowed out of her nostrils. 

“Our silent invasions of Cuba, Nicaragua, Chile, and Venezuela through 
GOP ‘Young Republican’ expellees in the Reaganjugend is proceeding along as 
planned, Thomas,” Tsumugi declared. “Individual protests have sparked mass 
demonstrations. If all goes well, we may be able to follow up with our own 
amphibious and airborne invasions, and succeed where the Bay of Pigs failed.” 

“Meanwhile in Europe,’ Cassandra chimed, “President Wolff and Vice 
President Fitzgerald have agreed to our formal requests. There will be 1,000,000 
US Army and Marine troops and 4,500 Abrams, Pattons, Bradleys, Strykers, M113 
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APCs, Paladin Self-Propelled Guns, and Assault Amphibious Vehicles. We’ve got 
a thousand or so Marine SuperCobras and Army Apaches moving from Germany 
and Italy, but they won’t arrive until tomorrow. Right now, our NATO allies have 
promised to provide a million troops and about half as many vehicles.” 

“How many trucks and heavy weapons are there?” Washington-Reich asked. 

“14,000 trucks and utility vehicles and over 120,000 heavy weapons, from M2 
HMGs to 155mm howitzer pieces,” Cassandra replied. “The Air Force will also 
bolster F-15Es, F-16Cs, F-22s, P-35s fleets, along with their A-10s, B-1s, B-2s, and 
B-52Hs.” She inhaled and exhaled through her sensual red lips. 

“And that’s including airbases in both Europe and Asia,” Tsumugi added. 

“Perfect,” Washington-Reich smiled. “The more our employers are focused 
on deterring the Russians and Chinese, the more we can focus on Ukraine, Syria, 
Libya, Yemen, Israel and Palestine, Iran, Hong Kong, and South Korea.” 

US and EU/NATO armies in Eastern Europe were positioned in the Baltic 
nations, Poland, and Romania. Facing them were 2,000,000 Russian conscripts, 
enlisted volunteers and mobilized reservists. Those troops had 6,000 Soviet-era 
MBTs, 20,000 BMPs, BTRs, IFVs, trucks and utility vehicles, and just about as 
many attack helicopters. Russia also had as many warplanes in the air as the 
Duopoly and its EU/NATO, South Korean, and Japanese allies had. Chinese 
troops gathered to the border of Hong Kong, waiting for the order to swoop into 
the city to restore order. North Korean troops also gathered behind the DMZ. 
And in Ukraine, pro-EU/NATO proxies engaged opposing Russian separatists in 
bloody skirmishes over the Donbass region. 

Pax Americana’s efforts after the Arab Spring had left a lot to be desired by 
the Duopoly. Russia was now intervening and supporting anti-Duopoly proxies in 
war-torn Libya. In Syria, Russian expeditionary force supported the pro-Assad 
Syrian forces against Duopoly-backed Rebel and Kurdish forces. Iranian F-14D 
Bombcats provided close air support for the Syrian Army and seized the skies 
away from Pax Americana A-Wings. 

Duopoly support of the Kurds was lobbied by Congresswoman Cassandra, 
upon learning that Josef Stalin tried manipulating the Kurds to project Soviet 
power in the region back in 1946, The Congresswoman had no intentions to save 
any of the Kurds from Conspiracy-backed ISIS forces carving vast swathes of 
territory in Syria and Iraq for their Caliphate. Meanwhile, the Islamic State received 
huge caches of weapons, MAFVs, A-Wings, and a company of Conspiracy 
advisers, courtesy of Horst and his Briider Arno and Sebastian. To the three 
Briider and Lady Ostara, the ‘Caliphate’ was the realization of Hjalmar Schacht’s 
original plan for Sukarno’s Indonesia in the 1950s. 

‘Freedom and democracy’, as she and other Clancyites saw it, was spreading 
like in a Tom Clancy novel. It came as sudden as a Marathon runner barging and 
swinging open a metal doorframe, drenched in sweat and dirt. “What the hell?” 
Washington-Reich called out. “Didn’t anyone teach that Clancyite any manners?” 

Everyone else turned around and found a messenger holding a sealed 
envelope from Pax Americana forces in Northland’s Other-Russia. Cassandra 
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snatched the envelope from the messenger’s hand just as he collapsed at the 
doorway. She ripped open the envelope and pulled out an emergency telegram, 
unfolding it in a hurry. Her mouth agape, the cigarette holder between her sensual 
red lips fell and tumbled on the map like an empty shell casing ejected from a rifle. 

“What is it?” Washington-Reich banged his clenched fist against the table. 
The cigarette holder fell over the edge of the table and fell on the concrete floor. 

“Thomas...,” Cassandra murmured, her hands trembling in terror. 

Tsumugi peeked at the telegram from over the Congresswoman’s shoulder. 
“The Conspiracy is attacking our forces and Emperor Bernard’s in Other-Russia 
as we speak!” She eyed Washington-Reich. “They have also warned that similar 
attacks have been waged by the Conspiracy in Other-Sicily in the Other- 
Mediterranean!” 

Controlling the pent-up rage and wrath that seethed within him, Washington- 
Reich took a deep breath, counted to ten, and exhaled a long sigh. “Alert our 
forces...,” he told his generals and advisers. “Tell the Reaganjugend to evacuate the 
conflict zones. Have the Heckerists take command of whatever Collaborators are 
still under our control.” He raised his voice. “What are you all waiting for? Do not 
let them advance any further! Give no quarter!” 

2K 

The Ostara Conspiracy struck East Northland’s Other-Russia towards the 
end of July. Successful subversion and propaganda led to scores of demonstrators 
amassing in the streets of Other-Moscow, Other-Volgograd, Other-Kursk, Other- 
Smolensk, Other-Leningrad, and other cities in Underground-controlled Other- 
Russia. Swastika flag-waving protesters clashed with Underground riot police, 
Clancyite security forces, and paramilitary Heckerists. Their protests escalated into 
violence, sparking civil unrest and disorder. Countless buildings were set ablaze, 
others riddled full of bullet holes. Entire city blocks were later shelled by 
Underground artillery pieces positioned outside the cities. 

The cold, cruel and moonless night in Other-Russia was fading. The dark 
skies overhead gave way to dark hues as the Otherworld sun drew nearer from the 
east. Loud gasoline engines rumbled. Bright headlights beamed from the east. The 
snow-covered steppes east of Other-Moscow trembled. 

4,000 Conspiracy MAFVs rolled across snow-covered steppes east of Other- 
Moscow. Three quarters of them were Maurice II/Gs and the Maurice I/N, the 
rest being the new Hannibal I/Hs modeled after the German Tiger Panzer. Their 
chassis sported snow white liveries and Schiirzen (armored skirts) welded around 
their coaxial turrets. A few had Hitlerist Swastika flags draped over their rear 
engine hoods. Others had spare parts, red toolboxes, metallic jerry cans and ammo 
boxes containing fuel and overcharged energy cells and batteries for the weapons. 

Following them was 3,000 Hanomag and DEMAG halftracks, 5,000 Opel 
Blitz and Mercedes L3000 trucks, and 3,000 Zindapp KS750 motorcycles. The 
convoys raced across asphalt-paved roads and traveled past the snowy steppes 
bearing the imprints of MAFV tracks. Thousands of A-Wings descended from the 
dark skies above, in huge formations that soared above the other armored vehicles 
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behind the MAFVs. Fr100J squadrons escorted Ga205s and Ga210s, while the 
twin-engine Fr150H-3s flew past them in tight formations. 

Deafening explosions echoed to the west. A repetitive crescendo of gunfire 
rippled through the cold air. Up ahead were the burning ruins, the collapsing 
buildings, and the bullet-ridden gates of Other-Moscow. Pax Americana 
Tomahawk cruise missiles slammed into the domes of the Other-Kremlin and into 
the cratered, blood-red grounds of the Other-Red Square. Multiple Underground 
Katyusha trucks launched their unguided rockets, their pyrotechnics played like 
church organs in a pre-Vatican II Catholic parish. Each barrage saw hundreds of 
rockets descending upon the streets and rooftop within the city. 

Unlike Napoleon Bonaparte’s invasion of Russia, the Conspiracy set Other- 
Moscow ablaze first, not the Underground or Pax Americana. Unlike Adolf 
Hitler’s invasion of Russia, the Conspiracy became the ‘Soviet Siberian and Far- 
Eastern Military Districts’ sent to save Other-Moscow, not the Underground or 
Pax Americana. True to the Brotzman Bruder, the Conspiracy cherished the 
Otherworld’s peculiar fondness for cynical ironies and parodies of the Real World. 

In the roads and nearby villages of dachas east of Other-Moscow were 
scattered Pax Americana and Underground contingents. The villages had Pax 
Americana DE-3s and AJ-24s parked behind piles of sandbags and snow, the 
dachas garrisoned by machine gunners and antitank guns. Underground infantry 
dug trenches between the roads, supported by St. Marcella V/8s and V/16s and 
Vladimir II/As. The Underground Marcella MAFVs became staples of 
Brotzmanskrieg, modelled after the Soviet T-34/76 and the up-gunned T-34/85, 
while the Vladimir II/As resembled Soviet KV-85s. 

The dark blue hues faded and in their wake came hues of purple, orange and 
red. Without warning, the Otherworld sun and her rosy fingers were blotted out 
by hundreds of Ga205s and Ga210s soaring toward the dachas. The Ga205s 
wailed their sirens as they dropped unguided bombs over the dachas and 
entrenched DE-3s and AJ-24s. Entire dachas burst into flames. The DE-3s and 
AJ-24s caught on fire, their ammunition sparking inside their chassis like fireworks 
on Independence Day. The Clancyites fired their rifles at squadrons of strafing 
Ga210s flying towards them. The Ga210s finished off the remaining resistance 
with a hail of laser machine gun and plasma cannon fire. No one was spared. 

There was simply not enough time for Underground infantry defending the 
roads to complete their trenches or even erect fortifications. Squads took cover 
behind the advancing Marcellas and Vladimirs as they rolled away from the 
unfinished trenches. Stray plasma bolts flew past the coaxial turrets of the 
Underground MAFVs. A Vladimir got its treads blown off, followed by its turrets, 
and a plasma bolt disabling their onboard targeting computers. Some spiraled out 
of control when their targeting computers were hit, their crews forced to 
disengage from their headsets and abandon it. Other Vladimirs malfunctioned 
from a lack of spate parts and even stopped once their fuel tanks ran out of diesel. 

Several plasma bolts fired from Conspiracy Hubert II/Bs slammed into the 
ground near the remaining Marcellas, kicking up snow and dirt. Stray laser beams 
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tore through the snowy steppes and melted the snow into watery ice. Others 
collided with the MAFVs’ thick frontal armor. The Underground infantry 
exchanged potshots with opposing infantry up ahead. Bullets ricocheted on the 
MAFYVs, while others whizzed past them and the infantry. Some succumbed to a 
bullet, the others leaving them behind in the snow. 

Conspiracy Maurices and Hannibals blitzed across the steppes and asphalt 
roads from the opposite direction, greeting their old Rosy War enemy with a 
volley of plasma bolts and rapid laser machine gun fire. “Seg oder Tod (Victory or 
Death)!” The Hitlerist infantry sprinted as fast they could but nobody was able to 
catch up with them. Several succumbed to a bullet and fell on the snow, blood 
gushing out of their stylish Waffen-SS uniforms and regalia. They were dead, but 
not forgotten by their Kameraden, who will come back to retrieve their dog tags. 

The Hannibals blew the Marcellas away with well-placed shots from their 
impressive plasma cannons. The plasma bolts knocked out several of them, while 
others immobilized treads and damaged coaxial turrets. A few exploded when the 
plasma bolts ignited the ammunition, sending the Underground infantry behind 
them flying a dozen or so yards across the air before crashing head-first into the 
ground. The unlucky ones never got up, the impact alone making sure of that. 

2K 
(Two days later) 

With Adalbert Munitions as the flagship of all Ryanite armaments industries, 
GACSS boasted thousands of small, medium, large firms designing new and 
modifying old MAFV and A-Wing designs. Everyone competed and worked 
together not against each other, but against the industries of hostile SSEs. 

Presenting experimental A-Wing designs to Harold and Halfrida was one 
example. They presented to the Brotzman twins new models like the ‘Fr175-A2’, a 
twin-engine A-Wing based on the Heinkel He219 Us (Night Owl) Heavy Fighter, 
and the ‘Pr182G’, a licensed Ryanite copy of Bruno’s old A-Wing, the St. Fidelis of 
Sigmaringen Fil52G. Most promising was the ‘Fr200X’, an experimental design 
based on blueprints for a Rosy War-era Remnants A-Wing jet fighter and stolen 
design specs for the Duopoly’s F-14D Super Tomcat and Bombcat. 

Recruiting experienced A-Wing pilots like Hans-Ulrich Rudel Friedrich 
Brotzman or Reichsadler Squadron for live-fire field tests against actual targets was 
another. Like Hans-Ulrich Rudel’s wartime legend and his hand in helping 
designing the Fatherland’s Junkers Ju87G and the Duopoly’s Fairchild Republic A- 
10 Warthog, Ulrich had a similar legacy in the RGA’s Luftwaffe as a Radical 
Distributist. He too scored hundreds of destroyed vehicles, participated in 
thousands of aerial missions, and test-piloted Fr175-A2s, Fr182Gs, and Fr200Xs. 

“Pilots,” a Ryanite’s voice declared over a radio, “Check your flight paths first 
before proceeding. First up: the Plaid Eminence.” Back in the Real World, the sun 
roused her rosy fingers over a Ryanite B1321F hovering in midflight over the 
clouds somewhere in Europe. “One thousand yards to go...Six hundred...Four 
hundred. ..Two hundred... You’re on the money, Plaid Eminence. ..!” 

“Danke schon,” Ulrich replied. “I have never done midair refueling before.” 
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“Neither have we, Hans-Ulrich,’ Bruno chimed, speaking on behalf of his 
and his like-minded Cousins’ behalf. 

A long metal pole protruded out of the tail of the BI321F. Attached to the tip 
of the pole was rubber nozzle that inserted itself into the a hole connected to the 
Plaid Eminence’s fuel tank. It inseminated fresh and unspent synthetic gasoline into 
the resealing fuel tank. When everyone was refueled and ready to go, the two 
Pr175-A2s, three Fr182Gs, and two Fr200Xs zoomed away from the lumbering 
BI321F at Mach 2. 

Emerging from the clouds, they soared through the darkening skies above in 
a tight formation. Night was approaching. They maneuvered together with both 
harmony and grace. Passing over the cloud formation, Ulrich, Bruno and the 
others were treated to a scenic view of rural countryside thousands of feet below. 
A vast body of water appeared ahead of them. Everyone’s headset visors 
automatically brightened the Real World around them as the sun faded in the west. 

Adelwolfa whistled. “Take a look at that view down there.” 

“Every country in the Erde eventually starts to look the same after a while,” 
Dieter spoke. “The difference from up here is the terrain.” 

“T bet the same is also true for the Oder-NeiBe Line.” 

“People claim that you can never tell where the borders are until you find 
security checkpoint, steel towers, concrete walls, and barbed wire,” Fabian chimed. 

“And there are still places like that in the Real World,” Kathe added. 

Leading the formation was Ulrich, piloting an Fr175-A2 with Heinricka as his 
copilot. This incarnation of the Plaid Eminence, unlike its previous incarnation as an 
Pr150-H3, was a high-altitude heavy fighter designed to chase after bombers, 
conduct air superiority, electronic warfare and aerial reconnaissance. It was limited 
to two laser machine guns and four plasma cannons, unable to carry rockets, 
bombs, missiles, or other conventional armaments. Instead, it featured powerful 
radar systems and electronic jamming capabilities. As copilot, Heinricka served as 
Ulrich’s eyes and ears, helping him find, detect, and acquire enemy air defense 
systems, warplanes, and A-Wings. 

“How ate we doing, Kameraden?” Ulrich radioed Heinricka and Reichsadler 
Squadron. “Is everything getting accustomed to our new A-Wings?” 

“This is Sorceress, Plaid Eminence,” Heinricka responded, “The situation 
behind us is normal and the others are still in formation.” 

Flying as wingmen were Bruno and his sister Rosalinde. Their Fr200Xs, 
propelled by twin thrust-vector-controlled engines built below the fuselage, 
sported variable-swept wings. The retractable wings automatically swept back as 
the pilot kicked their afterburners, swept forward again as they reduced 
momentum. Like the Fatherland’s Messerschmitt Bf109TL it Pr200X was sleeker 
and had more sex appeal than the Me262, capable of high-speed, high-altitude 
chases. Like the Duopoly and Iran’s Northrop-Grumman F-14D, they carried air- 
to-air and air-to-ground missiles and unguided rockets and precision-guided 
bombs. But instead of a Gatling gun, the Fr200X boasted two nose-mounted laser 
machine guns and two cockpit-mounted plasma cannons. 
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“Reichsadler One Aver,’ Bruno announced, “I am doing fen.” 

“Reichsadler Two /ier,” Rosalinde declared. “I am on standby.” 

“Reichsadler Three through Six are Azer and on standby!” Fabian boasted. 

Bruno and Rosalinde’s siblings, Fabian and Adelwolfa, piloted two different 
A-Wings. Fabian controlled a second Fr175, his copilot position replaced in 
exchange for an experimental TV-guided cruise missile. The cruise missile was a 
birthday gift for Washington-Reich. Adelwolfa and their Cousins Dieter and Kathe 
piloted Fr182Gs. 

“We're approaching the European mainland,’ Heinricka said, her headset 
providing her with a radar screen of everyone’s positions. Onscreen, the Plaid 
Eminence and Reichsadler Squadron had flown across the English Channel separating 
Britain from mainland Europe. 

Multiple red blips appeared on Heinricka’s radar. They traveled together in 
squadrons of four and circled around the coasts of Great Britain, Ireland, and 
France. They were hostile A-Wings, consisting of Pax Americana twin-engine ER- 
38s or single-engine ER-51s and French-German-British Collaborator Fil12s. 

There was a lot of nautical and aerial radio bantering between the radio 
operators of various Pax Americana ships and various A-Wing pilots. Somebody 
in France was coordinating those aerial sweeps. Everyone’s radio picked up the 
sound of a Collaborator, a French-accented man, speaking to his subordinates in 
fluent French. Russian aircraft were spotted earlier today, and with President 
Wolff diverting French military manpower to Eastern Europe, Paris turned to Pax 
Americana to investigate. 

“Pm picking up some other chatter,” Heinricka told Ulrich and the othets. 

Fabian overheard a familiar voice amidst the wallowing sea of radio static and 
assorted American, British, French, and German Wessi voices. “Perpetua...?” 

“Was ist los?” Bruno pondered. 

“Ruhigl’ Rosalinde told Bruno to be quiet and listen. Everyone else went 
silent, maintaining radio silence. Heinricka adjusted the volume knob attached to 
her flight stick and intercepted what sounded like a conversation. 

Purther southwest of their current flightpath was the French city of Brest in 
Britany. The seaport was a major staging ground for Pax Americana container and 
cargo ships traveling from Europe to Latin America, Middle East, and Asia. 

“What is with these Syrian and Libyan refugees and migrants squatting all the 
way out here?” Tsumugi Kessel complained. “Can’t these good-for-nothings 
realize that they are not supposed to be stowing themselves onto trucks and cargo 
containers bound for England? It’s like the ‘Calais Jungle’ all over again!” 

“Madame Kessel,” a Ryanite ‘Collaborator’ addressed her. “It is 
understandable for the Syrians and Libyans to flee their war-torn nations to 
Europe, but they have no food, no money, and nowhere to go. What are we 
supposed to do with these people? Neither the Clancyites nor my Collaborators 
were even supposed to be running a charity out here!” 

“Paris is supposed to be dealing with the problem at the docks themselves!” 
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Their radios picked up crystal-clear audio of someone opening a door. “Why 
ate you shouting?” Duchess Perpetua’s voice announced. “Do you not realize who 
you ate talking to, Tsumugi-sama? This is Francis Leblanc and this part of France, 
Britany, was his ancestral homeland since the Norman Conquest.” 

Tsumugi sulked in disgust. “What is your point, Your Highness?” 

“Learn to be respectful of others,” Perpetua said. “You may be the fiancée of 
Washington-Reich, but that does not give you the right to be condescending 
toward Leblanc, myself, Nakajima Samantha-san, or our French Collaborators. 
You've been acting this way since we last met in France.” 

Heinricka’s radar system picked up dozens of container, cargo, and tanker 
ships moored around the Rade de Brest (Roadstead of Brest). The majority of the 
merchant vessels were American, Irish, and British. The rest were from Pax 
Americana’s impressive merchant fleet. Plaid Eminence and Reichsadler Squadron flew 
above them after passing through the mouth of the Rade de Brest. 

Ulrich and Bruno spotted thousands of French dock workers picketing 
outside the closed gates. The workers recently went on strike, preventing Pax 
Americana from shipping any more weapons and vehicles to pto-Duopoly forces 
throughout the Real World. Similar labor strikes also occurred outside the local 
railway station, the Gare de Brest, and the local airport, the Brest Bretagne Airport. 
The lingering presence of migrants from former French colonies like Algeria, 
Morocco, Tunisia, and Syria was already straining public services. 

Over the radio, Tsumugi accosted Perpetua after Francis Leblanc left the 
room the two girls were in. “Where have you been this time?” 

“T was too busy with my schoolwork,” Perpetua told her. 

“You're lying to me, aren’t you?” Tsumugi scolded her. 

“What do I have to gain by lying?” 

“The Washington-Reichs and I are still demanding that new shipment! It was 
supposed to have left the docks several hours ago!” 

“Why should I be held responsible for the workers picketing the docks, 
railway station, and airport?” 

“You should have at least done something!” 

“T may be your ally as part of the House of Raynerson but that does not give 
you or me the right to tell them what to do! I am not the one who controls their 
livelihoods through these damnable multi-national corporations!” Perpetua’s voice 
was followed by the sound of Tsumugi slapping her cheek. 

Past the seaport, Plaid Eminence and Reichsadler Squadron converged on the 
perimeter of an industrial park further inland. The industrial park had several 
armaments factories and warehouses that belonged to Pax Americana, 
manufacturing STANAG weaponry for EU /NATO forces in Eastern Europe. 

“Feuer” Ulrich and Bruno compelled Fabian to launch the cruise missile. 

Fabian released the cruise missile. “Los!” The cruise missile descended below 
Reichsadler Three and rocketed ahead. Plaid Eminence and Reichsadler Squadron 
flew in the direction they came. A huge explosion engulfed the industrial park. 
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Chapter Thirty Seven: Weltmacht Oder Untergang! 


(Ryanite Chorus; Aug. 1-30, 2014) 


“Thus we find two great economic principles opposed to each other in the modern world. The 
Viking has become a free-tradesman; the Teutonic knight is now an administrative official. 
There can be no reconciliation. Each of these principles is proclaimed by a German people, 
Faustian [Western] men par excellence. Neither can accept a restriction of its will, and neither 
can be satisfied until the whole world has succumbed to its particular idea. This being the case, 
war will be waged until one side gains final victory. Is world economy to be worldwide 
exploitation, or worldwide organization? Are the Caesars of the coming empire to be billionaires 
or universal administrators? Shall the [global] population of the [Erde], so long as [Western] 
[CJivilization holds together, be subjected to [Liberal Capitalism, to Marxist-Leninism] or to 
men such as [Pater Ecstaticus, Pater Profundis, and Pater Seraphicus from] the closing pages of 
[Johann Wolfgang von] Goethe’s ‘Faust, Part II?’ Truly, the destiny of the world is at stake.” 
-Oswald Spengler, PreuBentum Und Sozialismus 


unfettered ‘movement of goods, services, capital, and labor’ by free markets, 

was imposed by the Duopoly after 1945. Globalization gave the Duopoly its 
Liberal International Economic Order (LIEO) and unipolar domination of the 
Real World when the Soviet Union dissolved in 1991. After 9/11 and the 
Subprime Mortgage Crisis under Bush 43, the Real World began catching on to 
what the Ryanites and others in Pax Americana’s Student Governed International 
Economic Order (SGIEO) already knew. 

The sun and her rosy fingers faded to the west, setting on the Atlantic on 
August 1. The gears of ‘progress, freedom, and reason’ came to a grinding halt in 
Brest as French union workers conducted strikes outside the local docks, train 
station, and airport. Picketing outside their entrances, the union workers 
demanded better pay from the Clancyite corporate interests that imposed their will 
overt their city since the end of the Cold War. 

A similar strike was also conducted outside the fortified gates of an industrial 
park owned by the Washington-Reich Group, a global armaments cartel with 
lobbyists inside the Duopoly and EU/NATO member-states. All of the union 
workers outside the Brest industrial park refused to let the evening shift to begin. 
Beyond the gates were platoons of Heckerists in full riot gear and an AJ-24 MAFV 
with a coaxial water cannon rather than a flamethrower. Equipped with flexible 
shock batons, military-grade riot shotguns, and FN303 paintball guns, the 
Heckerists were ready to crack down on lazy, good-for-nothing commies. 

Tsumugi Kessel and her fellow Clancyites and Reaganjugend Jackbooters still 
preferred the LIEO to remain ignorant of other economic alternatives. There was 
only either Duopoly Liberal Capitalism or Soviet Marxist-Leninism. She sulked in 
disgust from the fourth-story window of an office building overlooking the gates. 
The office, a diplomatic one with ties to Francis Leblanc, had its desk phone 
bugged and wired for sound by Duchess Perpetua. Heinricka will thank her later. 
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The blood in Tsumugi’s veins boiled, enraged by the persistence of these 
free-loading union workers. Capitalism works 110%! She rambled to herself from 
the privacy of her thoughts. Quoting from Robert Heinlein 1966 Science Fiction novel, 
‘The Moon is a Harsh Mistress’, Milton Friedman once asserted that ‘there is no such thing as a 
free lunch?’ Nothing is free under Liberal Capitalism except for Free Trade and Free Speech! 

Someone knocked on the wooden doorframe of an opened office door 
behind her. “Who’s there?” Tsumugi turned away from the window and those 
decrepit union workers getting their skulls crushed by the Heckerists. 

“Bonjour, Tsumugi-sama.” Francis Leblanc, the Ryanite Head Director of the 
Confederation Program, leaned against the doorframe. His hand was placed 
behind his back. “I have been waiting for you.” 

“Eh...?” Tsumugi mused. “You have been waiting for me?” She crossed het 
arms. “I’ve been waiting inside this office since the past thirty minutes! Where the 
hell have you been? You better uphold your promises!” 

“T had to...‘take a leak.”’ Francis spent the past thirty minutes at a nearby 
assembly line, planting a transponder beacon to assist the precision-guidance 
system of a would-be cruise missile. He leaned away from the doorway, closed the 
door, and revealed a sealed envelope behind his back. 

Where did he get that envelope? The envelope caught her eye. “What is that?” She 
pointed at the envelope. 

Leblanc shrugged his shoulders. “I have no idea.” He offered her the 
envelope. “It’s best that you tell me what it is.” 

Do not test my patience, Tsamugi thought. “This better be worth my time,” she 
said, snatching the envelope from Leblanc’s hand and ripping away the envelope’s 
flap. Pulling out a folded stationary that had been typed and signed by Ryanite 
State President Halfrida Brotzman, Tsumugi skimmed through it. 

The stationary was a formal proposal forwarded to her twin brother, the State 
Chancellor, and the Catholic Cardinal of Philadelphia. Cardinal Wolk proffered 
diplomatic demands to Head Director Leblanc to cast aside the chains wrapped 
around him by the Washington-Reich siblings. What belongs to God does not belong to 
the forces of Liberal Capitalism. What belongs to the Catholic Church belongs to the Catholic 
Church, tt read. And what belongs to the Ryanites belongs to the Ryanites. Let the Ryanites of 
the Confederation Program join the GACSS. 

“What the hell is this?” Tsumugi tore apart the official stationary, rolled it up 
into a ball, and tossed it in a trash can beside the desk. 

“T have been asked by His Eminence to resign and to let the Ryanites of the 
Confederation Program join the GACSS,” Francis spoke. “I wanted you to know.” 

“We cannot give in to those demands!” Tsumugi cried. “And just when my 
day cannot get any worse, why are there Syrian and Libyan refugees and migrants 
squatting out here?’ She faced the gates again. “Can’t these good-for-nothings 
realize that they are not supposed to be stowing themselves onto trucks and cargo 
containers bound for England? It’s like the ‘Calais Jungle’ all over again!” 

“Madame Kessel, it is understandable for the Syrians and Libyans to flee their 
war-torn nations to Europe, but they have no food, no money, and nowhere to go. 
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What are we supposed to do with these people? Neither the Clancyites nor my 
Collaborators were even supposed to be running a charity out here!” 

“Paris is supposed to be dealing with the problem at the docks themselves!” 

The door was reopened. Duchess Perpetua entered the office. “Why are you 
shouting?” she declared. “Do you not realize who you ate talking to, Tsumugi- 
sama?” Perpetua went up to Leblanc and tapped on his shoulder. “This is Francis 
Leblanc and this part of France, Britany, was his ancestral homeland since the 
Norman Conquest.” 

Tsumugi sulked in disgust. “What is your point, Your Highness?” 

“The Goddess of Reason is going to be scrap metal soonr” Leblanc whispered. 

“Ayn Rand is stone-cold dead,” Perpetua whispered back. 

Leblanc smiled, walked away, and exited the office. 

“Pm still waiting!” Tsumugi raised her voice and turned around again. At the 
window, seven unmarked A-Wings appeared in the distance. 

“Learn to be respectful of others,” Perpetua told her. “You may be the 
fiancée of Washington-Reich, but that does not give you the right to be 
condescending toward Leblanc, myself, Nakajima Samantha-san, or our French 
Collaborators. You’ve been acting this way since we last met in France.” 

“Where have you been this time?” Tsumugi growled. 

“T was too busy with my schoolwork,” Perpetua told her. “And besides, 
Leblanc is a busybody who was never given enough time to catch a serious break.” 

“You're lying to me, aren’t you, Your Highness?” Tsumuegt scolded her. 

“What do I have to gain by lying?” Perpetua shouted. 

“The Washington-Reichs and I are still demanding that new shipment!” 
Tsumugi was referring to a shipment of arms that included her Fi229X A-Wing, 
the Goddess of Reason. “It was supposed to have left the docks several hours ago!” 

“Why should I be held responsible for the workers picketing the docks, 
railway station, and airport?” Perpetua sighed. 

Tsumugi pointed at her. “You should have at least done something!” 

“T may be your ally as part of the House of Raynerson but that does not give 
you or me the right to tell them what to do!” she screamed. “I am not the one who 
controls their livelihoods through these damnable multi-national corporations!” 
Tsumugi slapped her cheek. Perpetua retaliated with her own slap and knocked 
her unconscious. Loud engine noises veered overhead, followed by a deafening 
explosion. Perpetua rushed out of the office. The Goddess of Reason was dead. 

2K 
(One week later) 

August 8. The Ario-Germanische Rechtspartei, or ‘Aryan-Germanic Right Party’ 
in its correct translation, formally changed into the fitting VPdSG (Volkspartei der 
Soxialen Gerechtigkeit,; People’s Party of Social Justice’). Its party headquarters was 
Classroom 321 of Neumann-Seton, three doors from Classroom 318, the party 
headquarters of Cousin Ulrich’s Catholic Identity First (CIF). With a window 
offering a convenient view of the courtyard in the center of the school building, it 
was the perfect place to get away from Lady Ostara and her Hitlerist death cult. 
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Harold closed the door behind him. Up ahead, Bruno and Rosalinde were 
standing by the front marker board. Fabian, at the marker board in the back of the 
room, ran kill tallies next to every member of Reichsadler, Plaid Eminence, and 
Borussia. With a set of chiseled markers, he drew red slashes for destroyed 
Underground targets, green for Conspiracy, and blue for Pax Americana and 
Collaborators. All in all, they racked up hundreds of confirmed kills within almost 
two weeks of operations. Kathe sat at a desk between Fabian and two others 
occupied by Dieter and Adelwolfa, writing a letter to her parents in Brazil. 

Rosalinde turned to him. Her eyebrows rose at the sight of Halfrida’s absence 
“Herr Staatskanzler, where is Frau Staatsprasidentin (Madame State President)?” 

“Remember Drusilla Price, the MAFV Commander of the Dewy-Princess?” 
Harold replied. “My twin sister and Cousin Ulrich are attending a field 
demonstration of a new MAFV that Drusilla is requesting Dawning Day Motors 
to consider manufacturing in The Dawning Day.” 

“Ja, and if that’s not bizarre enough, they’re also pretending to be meeting 
each other for the first time!” Adelwolfa laughed, chomping down on an apple. 

Dieter chuckled. “Who in their right mind would come up with a diversion 
like that, Herr Staatskanzler”’ 

Harold shrugged his shoulders. “Ask the Author.” He plodded away from the 
doorway, tilted his chin at the front marker board, gawking at several proposed 
agreements that Bruno and Reichsadler Squadron thought GACSS should 
introduce before the Catholic School International. “What have all of you been up 
to since the end of The Plaid Dream” 

“Apart from pissing Washington-Reich off and the Author forgetting to 
include him,” Bruno responded, “Have a look.” He motioned Harold to step 
forward, stand between himself and Rosalinde and gaze upon their ingenuity. 

Several proposed agreements were listed on the front marker board below a 
‘Non-Aggression Pact’ already proposed by Ulrich and Halfrida. The first was the 
creation of a “Trading Bloc’, independent of Pax Americana’s SGIEO, and parcel 
to their second proposal: a ‘Catholic PTA’ (Preferential Trade Agreement). Its 
chief purpose was for GACSS and other Catholic SSEs in the CSI to pool together 
Jackbooters, industries, raw materials, and finished goods. Everyone and GACSS 
either had industries which needed raw materials to produce finished goods or 
storehouses of surplus goods that other Catholic SSEs needed. Everyone and 
GACSS also had the necessary infrastructure, merchant U-Boats, floating barges, 
and enough shipping lanes safe from hostile interdiction. And GACSS had things 
that everyone needed to sustain their SSEs. And everyone in the CSI also wanted 
to prevent Washington-Reich, the House of Raynerson, and Horst Brotzman from 
siphoning away raw materials and finished goods for their own wat efforts. 

That in turn brought Harold’s attention to their third proposal: a pre-Second 
Reich Zo/erein (Customs Union) and S‘tewerverein (Tax Union). In theory and in 
historical practice, they acted like twin siblings in the financial and customs realms, 
splitting the entire CSI into roles very reminiscent of the Brotzman twins. Harold 
and Halfrida always looked after each other, and both perished any thoughts of 
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betraying or tormenting the other twin. But both twins also knew when and where 
they can get something done on their own without always depending on the other. 

The Svewerverein helped struggling Catholic SSEs import direly needed goods 
and materials from the ZolWverein-the more prosperous SSEs like GACSS—at 
reduced import taxes and lowered tariffs. That in turn spared them from unfair 
sanctions and embargoes levied against them by Pax Americana and the SGIEO. 
In return, the Zo/Mverein requested that the Stewerverein protect their trade routes 
from interdiction. The Zo/vere, on the other hand, had the responsibility of 
protecting the Stewerverein by trading with neutral SSEs, many of which were 
already trading with SSEs either supporting or were aligned with Underground and 
Pax Americana. Not only did the Zod/erein shut the door on enemy patent theft 
and subversive industrial and corporate espionage, it also enabled a small window 
of entry into Pax Americana’s SSE outside of FCIMS. That also meant 
opportunities to siphon away resources from Underground and Pax Americana. 

The final proposal involved the introduction of special automotive and 
aerodyne parts cutting all carbon greenhouse gas emissions from synthetic fuel 
usage. Developed during the Rosy War, they can always be found alongside the 
transmission and engine block in most conventional MAFVs and A-Wings since 
2005. CSI shall introduce the technology to the Real World through dummy 
corporations erected by Bruno and Perpetua for this very purpose. 

“Ideally,” Bruno told Harold, “There should always be a balance of trade 
within the realm of international trade. Every trade agreement must never devolve 
into Liberal Capitalist ‘Free Trade’ and ‘Globalization’ where trade in general 
becomes a zero-sum game of winners and losers, haves and have-nots.” 

“Nobody—except for all of those Liberal Capitalist writers from The Economist, 
The Atlantic, New York Times, and Foreign Affairs—likes ‘neo-colonialism,” Rosalinde 
said. “Nobody likes it when these corporations barge into another country and 
steal away land, flora and fauna, natural resources, and the wealth of the local 
populations. No Ryanite wishes to see Clancyites dumping untold millions of 
people from one Land (Country) to another Land just so they can treat them as 
“Lebensunwertes Leber? (Life Unworthy of Living). No Ryanite wishes to see 
Clancyites drageing away Jugend from Latin American countries like Guatemala or 
El Salvador to work as slaves in plantations, slaughterhouses, and brothels.” 

“Everything in this Land is so fucked up!” Bruno fumed. “How do you and 
Halfrida or the GACSS put up with the Duopoly and their Liberal Capitalist 
mentality every single fucking day of the week?” 

“Get used to it,” Harold replied, reminding them of that phrase his Cousins’ 
Opa was always fond of saying. “Every o/& should trade for whatever they need 
with others, but that should not be an excuse to dump inferior and inexpensive 
consumer goods for profit. Every Land should be able to receive something from 
another Land, another Volk. Any Land which seeks to destroy another lo/k’s 
collective economic livelihood is committing Vernichtungskrieg (Wat of Genocide).” 
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“That is also where we despise that blubbering buffoon Donald Trump,” 
Rosalinde snorted. “China is not the We/#feind (Global Enemy) of the American 
Volk. Your Cousins Bruno and I were Maoists before becoming Strasserists.” 

Really? Harold’s jaw dropped on the floor. “Is that so?” 

Rosalinde nodded. “A West German Strasserist once called Maoism ‘a 
Chinese National Socialism.’ If GACSS and the Catholic School International 
insist on helping another Catholic SSE achieve Radical Distributism, let their Volk 
achieve a variation unique to their own Kuw/tur (Culture). Learn to avoid repeating 
the Soviet blunders in what was once the ‘Democratic Republic of Afghanistan.” 

“Let every Vo/k develop and pursue their own destiny while occasionally 
helping them along the way,” Bruno voiced. “No people should ever have to flee 
their homes in droves because of an inability to sustain themselves. The ‘Great 
Potato Famine’ which starved many Irishmen and forced many more to migrate to 
the United States was caused by the arrogance of British Free Trade. There are 
people living in Africa today who are desperately trying to migrate to Europe 
because they have no way of sustaining themselves. They are still trapped in a 
mentality where there will always be colonialists just waiting to ‘save’ them.” 

“It also doesn’t help that most of the borders in Africa are still in their 
original colonial boundaries,’ Rosalinde chortled, her arms crossed. “We are not 
surprised to learn that thousands of Africans and Syrians are fleeing to Europe in 
seatch of a livelihood. What the Liberal Capitalists will never tell you is that some 
of them are literally living in the streets and prostituting themselves.” 

“And if we dare criticize this or demand governments to do something, then 
we are all racist fucks who deserve to get the bullet!” Bruno grumbled. 

“For every Volk, there is a Volksgemeinschaft and within every Volksgemeinschaft 
is a Volkskérper (People’s Body), Rosalinde sighed. “There are some foolish 
Liberal Capitalists who delude themselves and deceive Leute (Average People) into 
believing this is some license to commit Vo/ksverhetzung (Incitement to Hatred).” 
She glanced at Harold. “Herr Staatskanzler, the Ryanites understood this concept 
already in Paragraphs 232 and 811 of The Catechism of the Catholic Church.” 

“Paragraph 232 teaches that God is ‘one body in three divine persons— 
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit,” Harold recalled. “Paragraph 811, meanwhile, 
maintains that the Church is ‘One, Holy, Catholic, and Apostolic.” 

“Seen from this perspective,’ Bruno opined, “We view every Volk, 
Volksgemeinschaft, and Volkskorper as though they were all part of one’s own body. 
Those with decency and conscientiousness for their personal well-being should 
always care for others. Again, that should never be an excuse for Volksverhetzung. 
Be willing to donate one’s B/vt (Blood) to those in need of a B/ut transfusion.” 

Rosalinde eyed Harold. “You and your Zwillingsschwester (twin sister) Halfrida, 
like me and my Bruder (brother) Bruno, should always be vigilant and wary of 
those who claim that their interests are aligned with yours, with ours. Not 
everyone, no matter who they are, is going to be honest for various reasons. If a 
human body possesses a vigilant immune system, then so should a Vo/kskérper.” 
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“At the same time,” Bruno added, “An unhealthy mind never dwells inside a 
healthy body forever. Have you ever heard the tragedy of ‘Dan Burros’, Harold?” 

“T have.” Harold nodded. “He was a mentally unstable misanthrope of 
American Jewish background who hated himself and others like him so much that 
he became a Hitlerist. And even then, he committed suicide because he could 
never reconcile with the fact that he was still Jewish.” He paused and pondered to 
himself. “I can see where you two are coming from within the realm of 
international trade. Like von Goethe’s Faust, everybody has a role, an obligation, a 
responsibility, a purpose, and a reason in life, so why not in trade?” 

Love him or hate him—or better yet, just fear him, Bruno did possess 
admirable and agreeable qualities that only his other Cousins understood well 
because they were all relatives. Drawing upon past experiences and an ideological 
worldview that he shared between himself and his like-minded Cousins, he gave 
GACSS ample ammunition for mounting future diplomatic and International 
Relations offensives. Nobody in the Real World will ever know who or where the 
Ryanites acquired these ideas from. And that too was fine by Bruno. 

KK 
(One week Later) 

August 15. “Aren’t your views similar to Jim Crow and Segregation?” Dove 
Lobby Representative of Arlington Margaret Diana Richardson questioned Bruno, 
adjusting her glasses, sitting in a front row desk in Classroom 321. A bright beam 
of light reflected on the lenses. “What sets your worldview apart from White 
Nationalism and White Supremacy, the hidden hands behind the ‘Alt-Right?” 

“The VPdSG has nothing against a multiracial, multicultural Real World 
whatsoever, Representative Richardson.” Bruno, standing behind his podium, 
adjusted the necktie of his new uniform, a male Neumann-Seton uniform courtesy 
of Cousins Harold and Halfrida. “We believe that every American, Catholic or 
otherwise, has a right to be with their o/ksgemeinschaft. lf something is considered 
Volksverhetzung, then I will always call it as such and will also condemn anyone who 
condones this rhetoric under my watch.” 

Margaret’s eyes squinted, her sapphire irises staring straight into his. 

“T always honor my word more than anything, Representative,’ Bruno swore. 

Seated in the desks in front of Bruno and Perpetua were various other 
student party functionaries from the CIF, Dove and Hawk Lobbies, the three 
major parties in the Ryanite student government’s Legislative Branch, the 
Convention. At Harold and Halfrida request, Ulrich and Margaret gave Bruno and 
Perpetua a single opportunity for them to become politically represented inside the 
Lower House at Plaidstadt. Various Representatives, including Margaret, jotted 
down statements from Bruno and Perpetua on their notepads. Ulrich, meanwhile, 
sat behind the teacher’s desk across from the student desks. 

“You still didn’t answer my question.” Out of everyone, Margaret was the 
most critical among the Helden and the Convention toward Bruno and Perpetua. 
There were a few too many racist skeletons and white hooded robes inside her 
family’s ancestral closet. “The Alt-Right has proven to be a subversive threat to 
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GACSS’ Burefrieden (Castle Peace), as evidenced by the ‘Gamergate’ fiasco.” She set 
her pen down and crossed her arms. “We, as members of the Convention, are 
being asked to invite the friends of a ‘Beefsteak Nazi’ and a totalitarian bitch to sit 
alongside the rest of us Ryanites. Why should we care?” 

Ulrich eyed Bruno. “She and the other Representatives still do not trust you. 
What does GACSS have to gain in letting you and Perpetua have a few emissaries 
sitting among backbenchers like Allison Schmidt inside the Lower House?” 

“For one thing, Hans-Ulrich,” Bruno told him, “Our other Cousins and I are 
not ‘Alt-Rightists.”” He gestured at Perpetua, standing behind a podium next to 
his. “The same also goes for Her Highness and all of her cousins.” 

“Would you like to elaborate on that?” CIF Representative of Wilmington 
Anthony Accardo asked Bruno. “Be specific. Do not rely on generalizations.” 

Bruno nodded his head. “Ich verstehe.’ He glimpsed at him, Ulrich and 
Margaret. “The political and ideological interests of my Cousins and I, along with 
Her Highness and her cousins were never aligned with the Alt-Right. The Alt- 
Right is a conglomeration of so-called ‘Paleoconservatives’, White Supremacists 
and White Nationalists, Anti-Semites, and especially delusional Hitlerists. The Alt- 
Right is nothing without their ‘Alt-Lite’ to keep their stupidity on a leash.” 

“There ate movements afoot to usurp the Wolff White House in recent 
weeks,” Margaret voiced. “If the Republicans and Democrats are quietly amassing 
dozens of potential presidential candidates, then something is amiss.” 

“Tt’s got to be Congresswoman Cassandra, Margaret,” Accardo whispered. 

“The Alt-Right and Alt-Lite are also not as well-organized as Ryanite 
intelligence suspects,” Perpetua addressed the student party functionaries. “White 
Nationalism has and always is still in the fringes of American political life. The Alt- 
Lite, on the other hand, contains a number of self-identified Liberal Capitalist 
‘Conservatives’ and ‘Libertarians’. But both groups are ‘reactionaries’ insofar as a 
Strasserist like Bruno understands the inner-workings of their anti-Feminism, 
nihilism, godlessness, and obsessive fixation on immigration and Free Speech.” 

“These Vo/k live meaningless lives,” Bruno said. “They ate pessimistic about 
the future as their Vo/ksgemeinschaften (People’s Communities) grow fragmented, 
families broken, livelihoods destroyed. They are misogynists because they fear 
their Volkskorper is withering. The Duopoly wants them to oppose the ‘Social 
Justice Warriors’ (SJWs) and ‘Cuckservatives’ as diversions, preventing them from 
posing as actual opposition. The Duopoly would prefer a Richard Bertrand 
Spencer to have others chase after a “White Man’s Israel’, complete with a West 
Bank, a Gaza Strip, a Golan Heights, and another Wo/&skérper as its Palestinians.” 

“It’s the British Israelist mentality from...four Chapters ago and another 
manifestation of the Americanist Heresy.” Perpetua rolled her eyes. “They are all 
controlled opposition. Their ‘Free Speech’ is a ‘Free Lunch’ from the Duopoly.” 

“And do not get me started with Antifa who are just as schlecht (bad) as the 
Alt-Right and their anti-SJW YouTube videos,” Bruno grumbled. “If I have to 
hear from the Black Bloc that smashing a Starbucks window is ‘resisting 


362 


WORLD IN FLAMES 
Capitalism’, they minus well be Duopoly informants or else Anarchists and not 
Anarchs. A ‘fascist’ to Antifa is an ‘S)W’ to the Alt-Right-imaginary boogeymen.” 

“What was going on inside Bishop Robert Barron’s mind when His 
Excellency introduced Jordan Bernt Peterson to bourgeois Clancyites?” Perpetua 
shook her head. “The Clancyites kept saying ‘Climate Change is a hoax’ and yet 
they will always decry your Cousin Halfrida’s plot to melt or steal the ice caps in 
Antarctica and acquire some fine real estate in Newschwabenland” 

“Ei, Climate Change is real and feels very good, Your Highness!” Bruno 
chuckled, cracking a smile. “They realized that Climate Change and Automation 
will be the downfall of Liberal Capitalism. Both are also opportunities for the 
Ryanites to give GACSS an ‘unshakable moral position.”” He addressed the 
Ryanites and Cousin Ulrich. “Never forget, Kameraden: where there is materialism, 
nihilism, the Duopoly and Liberal Capitalism, there is also ‘Paragraph 1917!” 

“Tt is incumbent on those who exercise authority to strengthen the values that inspire the 
confidence of the members of the group and encourage them to put themselves at the service of 
others...,”’ Margaret mumbled to herself. “‘...Participation begins mith education and 
culture. ‘One is entitled to think that the future of humanity is in the hands of those who are 
capable of providing the generations to come with reasons for life and optimism.” 

In her notepad, Margaret wrote: National governments may become incompetent and 
dysfunctional. Political regimes could fall out of favor like the four seasons within a.year. Nation- 
states can have borders redrawn several times in a single century. But one should always have 
their family and friends, their community, their clergymen and their nobility setting them on the 
right path. And like St. Katharine Drexel, we Ryanites will ‘press forward and fear nothing.’ 

CK 
(Fifteen days later) 

August 30. The pendulum inside the Grandfather Clock at Democratic 
Congresswoman Washington-Reich’s government office was swinging left and 
right at a much faster pace. The Grandfather Clock was now working overtime 
without any possible hope for potential financial compensation or reimbursement. 
The Duopoly, Pax Americana and their allies were too busy fending off offensives 
from multiple directions in the Real World, Dweller World, and Otherworld. 

Smoking her cigarette, exhaling tobacco smoke through her sensual red lips, 
the Congresswoman breezed through the pages of the late August 2014 edition of 
Catholic School Observer. Her brother had sent her a copy of GACSS’ premier 
biweekly fanzine publication out of deep concern for recent political earthquakes. 
Thomas marked relevant articles with bright yellow sticky note tabs. 

VPdSG and LAU on the Risel, the top headline news article headline 
proclaimed. Cassandra highlighted both the headline and the opening sentences. 
For the first time in the four-century history of American Catholic education, the article read, 
Ryanite green and monarchist parties are projected to win six seats each in the Lower House of 
our Convention in the upcoming elections in October. The People’s Party of Social Justice are 
committed to Catholic ideals of Social Justice, Catholic environmentalism and ecology, Climate 
Change awareness, pursuit of alternative, sustainable non-petroleum energy, as well as workers’, 
women’s, and animal rights. The Loyalist Americans Union is a party of traditional 
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Monarchists challenging the rampant Secularism for becoming another form of Sectarianism. 
Their political views are similar to those of the VPdSG. 

Cassandra exhaled more tobacco smoke, turning the pages to the next 
relevant article, her thumb and index finger pinching a stick note tab. The next 
article, EU Army: Franco-German ploy to abandon NATO?, caused the 
Congresswoman to raise an eyebrow. The article began with three suggestive 
questions. Why 7s Germany contemplating acquisition of nuclear weapons? Why are French 
and German arms manufacturers merging? And why are British Eurosceptics citing this as 
constituting another justification for a British exit from the European Union? All these questions 
and more are of immense interest and debate for us and the Duopoly. 

She hissed at the title of the third and the most concerning article for Pax 
Americana: Catholic University of America (CUA) enters Ryanite Political Orbit! A 
photograph of Harold and Halfrida shaking the hand of Monsignor Charles 
Santoro, OFM Cap., at the front main entrance of the educational institution in 
Washington DC. Monsignor Santoro, as GACSS’ Commissariat, ran CUA and 
every other Catholic college and university in America with a velvet glove 
concealing an iron Ryanite fist. The State Chancellor and State President have recently 
entered talks with Monsignor Santoro over a possible formal welcoming of the CUA and 
American higher Catholic education, the article read. 

“You're kidding me!” Cassandra tore apart the photo of the Brotzman twins 
and Monsignor Santoro. “How dare those two try and annex my alma mater!” 

Tsumugi grumbled, tossing rolled-up copies of yesterday’s New York Times 
and Washington Post at Cassandra’s desk. She was slouched in a comfy leather chair. 
“Our Heckerists inside The New York Times and The Washington Post have both 
received word that the Chinese are constructing a modern-day incarnation of the 
Silk Road. This ‘One Belt One Road initiative’ is an economic pipeline linking all 
the way to Germany itself. It also doesn’t help that Germany is evading obligations 
to obey our sanctions against the Iranians. And speaking of ‘pipeline’, Germany is 
also building a literal pipeline up the Baltics to Russian petroleum in St. 
Petersburg. Our puppet in the Bundestag, in Berlin, is faltering on us!” 

“Quit your whining, what else are you expecting?” Cassandra responded. 
“China and Russia are trying to defy our economic sanctions, currency and trade 
wats, Tsumugi-sama! Maoism is a Chinese Nazism! Vladimir Putin is the new 
Adolf Hitler! GACSS is the Fourth Reich!” 

“That’s the new Party liner” Tsumugi giggled. “Where’s Senate Majority 
Leader ‘Moscow Mitch’ when you need him?” She sat upright. “May I inform the 
Heckerists to relay this to our Clancyites and Reaganjugend?” 

“Relax, this is nonsense coming out of the mouth of Lady Ostara,” Cassandra 
chuckled. “Never give that witch a soapbox to stand on.” 

“If you say so,” Tsumugi yawned. “The American people are growing divided 
and bitter as our War on Terror continues with each passing year. Meanwhile, our 
peers are still euphoric and joyful about our prospects of victory in this conflict.” 

“They should,” Cassandra warned, “Or else I will shoot them myself!” 
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Chapter Thirty Eight: Passio Christi Conforta Me! 


(Wise Man and Duopoly; Aug. 31-Sept. 30, 2014) 


“IAs a Liberal Capitalist], I am totally against dictatorships. But a dictatorship may [also] be 
a necessary system for a transitional period. At times it is necessary for a country to have, for a 
time, some form or other of dictatorial power. As you will understand, it is possible for a Dictator 
to govern in a Liberal [Capitalist] way. And it is also possible for a Democracy to govern with a 
total lack of Liberal [Capitalism]. Personally[,] I prefer [having] a Liberal [Capitalist] 
Dictator [like Congresswoman Cassandra Washington-Reich] [and never a truly free and] 
democratic government [without Liberal Capitalism like GACSS]. My personal impression— 
and this is valid for South America—is that in [Augusto Pinochet’s] Chile, for example, we 
will witness a transition from a dictatorial government to a Liberal [Capitalist] government.” 
-Friedtich August von Hayek, In an 
Interview with Chile’s El Mercurio, ca. 1981 


and materialism!” State Chancellor Harold Brotzman exhorted in an August 

31 address before the Ryanite Convention. “‘Nihilism flourishes where there is 
meaninglessness, despair, and banality! Materialism incentivizes the destructions of 
self-awareness of a higher purpose, community, and obligations and 
responsibilities in life! As Catholics, Kameraden, we must prepare to pay the price of 
enjoying the fruits of Radical Distributism! Every Ryanite is obliged to ration 
Internet usage and instead rely on our own internet, the Luminar App!” 

In the early morning hours, an emergency session was being held inside 
Plaidstadt by the Convention over whether GACSS should start silencing all 
political dissent and ban the pro-Duopoly Clancyite parties. The Ryanites voiced 
unanimous concern about Clancyite student parties on the campus grounds of 
CUA (Catholic University of America) and other American Catholic colleges, 
fearing an invisible stay-behind army for regime change against the GACSS. 

The Ryanites’ Razson D’étre: ‘Net Neutrality’ has completely dissolved. 
Independent artistic creativity and talent was being censored and suppressed on 
the basis of ‘Copyright Infringement’ and abusing the ‘Fair Use Clause’ of the 
Duopoly’s ‘Copyright Act’. In their places were dwindling numbers of 
independent creators and pro-Duopoly corporate media propagandists. The 
Duopoly was consolidating power on the Internet by incentivizing profit over 
accessibility, dividing control between Pax Americana and multinational 
corporations providing Clancyites with EU/NATO STANAG weaponty. 

Facebook, Twitter, YouTube, Reddit, and other social media platforms 
censored Ryanite propaganda and banned any and all users disseminating them. 
Accounts closed. Online Ryanite assets and funds still remaining on Patreon and 
PayPal were frozen, their Jackbooter owners unable to withdraw them. The seized 
funds and assets automatically diverted to the Clancyites and Reaganjugend’s 
ongoing war effort against the Ryanites and Horst Brotzman. 


fi: Capitalism eventually consumes itself and its adherents through nihilism 
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Lady Ostara, Horst and his Briider and the Conspiracy, in retaliation, turned 
the whole Internet into an online warzone. Like the Battle of the Atlantic of old, it 
was soon unrestricted online cyberwarfare between Pax Americana and the 
Conspiracy. Black markets in stolen Duopoly NSA cyberweapons, Pax Americana 
cyberarms, and Conspiracy computer malware from the Rosy War proliferated. 

Meanwhile, computer algorithms deployed by the ADL (Anti-Defamation 
League) silenced anyone whom they and the Duopoly suspected to be peddling 
‘Hate’. Algorithms made post-9/11 government censorship and surveillance and 
tech company monopolies more efficient than ever before. Search engines like 
Google and Yahoo withheld search results with words like ‘Radical Distributism’. 
Special websites were erected in the darkest corners of the Internet by RGA High 
Command, allowing interested parties to access them safely and quietly. 

Buoyed by the ADL’s successes, Pax Americana spearheaded a global effort 
to silence the Ryanites and other political opposition to the Duopoly’s LIEO. The 
Ryanites were not their only targets; anyone refusing to toe the Duopoly’s party 
line was also banned. Other ideologies included, but not limited to: Marxist- 
Leninism, Trotskyism, Maoism, most forms of Socialism, Anarchism, 
Monarchism, Distributism, Islamist and Zionist extremism, the Alt-Right and Alt- 
Lite, White and Black Nationalism, Italian Fascism, Belgian Rexism, Spanish 
Palangism, Uyoku Dantai (Japanese Far-Right), and National Socialism. Everything 
happened so quickly and only a few minutes apart from each other in real time. 

Outside Plaidstadt, it was morning again in America; freedom and democracy 
was spreading around the Real World like a sunrise; everything else was just 
‘business as usual’. Or, as Ayn Rand once wrote in Capitalism: The Unknown Ideat: 
“Businessmen are the one group that distinguishes Capitalism and the American way of life from 
the totalitarian statism that is swallowing the rest of the world. All the other social groups— 
workers, farmers, professional men, scientists, soldiers—exist under dictatorships, even though they 
exist in chains, in terror, in misery, and in progressive self-destruction. But there is no such group 
as businessmen under a dictatorship. Their place is taken by armed thugs: by bureaucrats and 
commissars. Businessmen are the symbol of a free society—the symbol of America. 

Everything, including Freedom, Equality, Democracy and Reason, has an 
attached price and opportunity cost. Everything is always a matter of money. 
Nothing is free under Liberal Capitalism. There is no such thing as a free lunch. 
Also, ‘Maoism is a Chinese Nazism and everybody in China is a Neo-Nazi! 
Vladimir Putin is the new Adolf Hitler! GACSS is the return of the Soviet Evil 
Empire! Repeat these lines over and over again until they finally become true. 

CK 

In Washington DC, a long line of Intelligentsia from the Duopoly’s various 
corporate lobbying groups, think tanks, foundations, and NGOs waited outside 
the Congressional office of Congresswoman Washington-Reich. The whole 
waiting line was like a who’s who list. Organizations with names like the Institute 
for Policy Studies, CATO Institute, American Enterprise Institute, Ludwig von 
Mises Institute, Hoover Institution, Council on Foreign Relations, Heritage 
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Foundation, Carnegie Endowment for International Peace, Acton Institute, Center 
for Strategic and International Studies, the NATO Atlantic Council, and others. 

Beyond the closed door, the hands on the Grandfather Clock rotated 
clockwise with each passing second. Its pendulum oscillated between Democratic 
and Republican at a rapid, faster pace than usual, its chimes and bells ringing at the 
top of the hour. Two charts were laid on the Congresswoman’s desk, one 
depicting the organizational structure of the Ryanite student government, the 
other a who’s who list of ruling, opposition, and banned student parties. 

“GACSS is going to annex the Confederation Program,” Congresswoman 
Washington-Reich growled. “It’s going to be the Anschluss all over again!” She 
clenched her teeth, seething with anger. “That bastard Leblanc has betrayed us and 
the House of Raynerson with that treacherous duplicity of us!” 

“And he has also informed them about our plans to retaliate against him.” A 
cool-headed Clancyite General briefed the Congresswoman while she was seated, 
her brother and his fiancée sitting in two chairs in front of her desk. “If it weren’t 
for the Helden, I would still have my other eye.” An eyepatch concealed a missing 
right eye. He had crossed paths with Hannelore Elvira Bauer and Lance Jansen 
back in the Dweller city of Setonburg last month. Just as he was about to ram his 
bayonet into Hannelore’s heart, Lance intervened. A struggle ensued and Lance 
saved Hannelore by shoving his Adelburger dagger into his eye, Trotsky-style. The 
Helden and the Brotzman twins all thought he was dead. Instead, he survived. 

“They were fighting to save themselves and their Division when the 
Communist Dweller PNU and the Cardington-McAdams family came, Matt.” 
Cassandra, tilting her head at the one-eyed Clancyite, grinned. Her front bangs 
swept to the side to reveal her own other eye. “The Bundestag were not crazy 
when they quietly placed those generous bounties over their heads.” She cackled. 

Thirty-six year old Major General Matthew George Campbell’s was a well- 
respected Clancyite war hero of the Rosy War, his chest draped with Duopoly and 
Underground campaign ribbons from that conflict. Several medals were awarded 
to him by Emperor Bernard and the House of Raynerson personally after the Rosy 
War Peace Treaty was signed back in 2005. Like so many who fought in the Rosy 
War, they went on to fight each other again on the battlefields of Brotzmanskrieg 
and the War on Terror in particular. Nothing in the Rosy War ended. 

A scar ran across Major General Campbell’s left eye, a Congressional Medal 
of Honor around his dress shirt collar and necktie. “Congresswoman,” the Major 
General spoke, “I suggest we move quickly and get the Heckerists embedded in 
our nation’s media to work overtime. The Ryanites may crack down on our 
student parties and the pluralist student demonstrations on the campuses of CUA, 
Georgetown, Franciscan University of Steubenville, and other Catholic colleges.” 

“Time was always a Ryanite problem, not a Clancyite one.” Cassandra leaned 
back in her chair, stroking her chin. “Those twins, along with all of their peers, are 
my biggest concern. It seems as though they are as formidable as Duchess 
Perpetua, Emperor Bernard and the House of Raynerson have been telling us for 
the several weeks now.” She eyed a picture frame with a photograph of Harold 
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and Halfrida. “The Brotzman twins and their peers will not give up CUA and all 
the Catholic colleges without bathing the ballot boxes in Clancyite blood first.” 

“Are you really confident about this, Cassandra-senpai?” Tsumugi pondered. 
“Once we start rigging the electoral results of GACSS’ upcoming Student 
Government Elections, will the Ryanites find out that it was us not, say, Ostarar” 

Thomas Jefferson Washington-Reich, shaking his head, sighed. “The plan is 
too risky for us and it may compromise the support from our newfound allies,” he 
warned his older sister. “If we get caught, the GACSS is going to cite our actions 
in their future propaganda campaigns against us and the House of Raynerson.” 

“T have already made up my mind,” Cassandra replied with a blunt tone. 
“The American people and the Federal government are concerned about those 
two Ryanites holed up in the White House. More Americans and foreign 
audiences alike watch C-SPAN to witness the two Ryanites stir up so much 
partisanship and gridlock. Wolff enjoys vetoing every single Congressional bill and 
demanding two-thirds of Congress to overturn each and every one of them.” 

Tsumugi yawned. “Once the Miller investigation find evidence or look into 
that rumor involving the Ukrainian government, I don’t think we'll be seeing 
Wolff and Fitzgerald’s faces in the Oval Office after the impeachment hearings.” 

“Agreed.” Cassandra picked up her silver cigarette holder from her stainless 
steel ashtray and lit the hand-rolled cigarette attached to it with her golden lighter. 
Exhaling tobacco, the Congresswoman’s eyes narrowed. “If only there was 
someone who would run for the upcoming elections.” 

“Is Megan Wright from the Virgin Mary Cosplay Parade still alive?” Thomas 
asked Cassandra. “I haven’t heard from her in a while.” 

“T was hoping you bring that up,” Cassandra gigeled. “Let’s just say...we 
went on a permanent vacation after Halfrida blew up her house with a bomb. And 
if I may add, this is not the only time she had blown people up with bombs.” 

“Shall I bring the people waiting outside into the office, Congresswoman?” 
Major General Campbell asked. 

Cassandra exhaled more tobacco smoke. “It’s...about time...” 

KK 

September 1. The Anti-EuroGov Pact grew to include twenty-eight 
members. The original members were fifteen Helden members, the six Brotzman 
Cousins of Reichsadler Squadron, Duchess Perpetua and her crewmates of the 
Four Horsemen. The new members were the crewmates of Drusilla’s Dewy-Princess: 
prto-GACSS Clancyite sisters Jana Joan-Marie Adelaide and Delaney Madison 
Adelaide, and Veronica Eleanor Langford. The latter was Drusilla’s Radio 
Operator, the CSI/DI liaison Jackbooter to the SSE of the Brazilian Catholic 
School System, and Anti-Nazi niece of Horst Brotzman’s maid, Julia Langford. 

September 2. The truth was still somewhere between the propaganda and the 
conspiracy theory. The Duopoly was a master of political subversion since the 
days of Helmut and Renate Brotzman. ‘Free lunches’ are real and legitimate offers 
within the realm of International Relations. “This policy has been characterized as 
substituting dollars for bullets, President William Howard Taft said in 1912. ‘It is one 
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that appeals alike to idealistic humanitarian sentiments, to the dictates of sound policy and 
strategy, and to legitimate commercial aims. It is an effort frankly directed to the increase of 
American trade upon the axiomatic principle that the government of the United States shall 
extend all proper support to every legitimate and beneficial American enterprise abroad, 

Money was always the primary weapon in the Duopoly’s arsenal. A total of 
$100,000,000 was wired into Wells Fargo and Goldman Sachs accounts owned by 
five Anti-GACSS Clancyite opposition parties operating on the campus grounds 
and inside the student council of Catholic University. A bipartisan propaganda 
machine spread paper leaflets and pamphlets critical of President Howard Wolff, 
Vice President Nicholas Fitzgerald, Cardinal Wolk of Philadelphia, New York City 
Mayor Herbert Wolff, and so-called “University Chancellor? Monsignor Charles 
Santoro, OFM Cap. Monsignor Santoro in the GACSS was perhaps better known 
as the ‘Commissariat of the Catholic Colleges’, a name which sounded too un- 
American for the Clancyites. 

Across the campus of CUA, in Washington DC’s Brookland neighborhood 
stood the House of Raynerson’s ‘Underground Embassy to Pax Americana’, a 
non-descript five-story residential and office building. A life-sized bronze statue of 
Ronald Reagan faced the CUA campus from the front entrance of the embassy, 
erected at the request of Congresswoman Washington-Reich. The embassy’s 
ground floor had a Ben & Jerty’s, Cheesecake Factory, Starbucks, and a gift shop 
selling tourist souvenirs, propaganda books, movies, and memorabilia 
commemorating both the 40 US President and the Reagan Revolution. 

The House of Raynerson, not the Duopoly, had to pay the Reaganjugend to 
keep it clean and polished and the gift shop manned. At the base of the statue, 
visiting Reaganjugend and Clancyites frequented the statue to lay bouquets of 
flowers and laurel wreathes, burn incense, and pay respects. They also gathered 
there every morning with their Rosy War-era rosaries to pray for the CUA’s 
perimeter wall to be torn down under the watch of a Ryanite Mikhail Gorbachev 
or another Archbishop John Ireland of St. Paul. Ryanites, meanwhile, were praying 
their rosaries as well, hoping that GACSS will not descend into chaos with a 
Ryanite Boris Yeltsin in charge. 

After the Fourth Plenary Council of Baltimore, GACSS constructed its 
version of the East German Berlin Wall—or the Second Reich’s ‘Hindenburg Line’ 
in GACSS’ media—around the CUA campus perimeter. Cardinal Wolk and the 
Brotzman twins named it after St. Elizabeth Ann Seton’s nephew and a distant 
ancestral relative of Presidents Theodore and Franklin Delano Roosevelt. The 
Bayleystellung (Archbishop James Roosevelt Bayley Defense Line) had its outer 
facade covered in really bad art and graffiti, which was fine by the GACSS. A 
secret non-reactive PBX (Plastic-Bonded Explosive) compound mixture was 
mixed into the concrete while the Bay/ystelung was under construction. RGA High 
Command had explicit orders from State President Halfrida Brotzman to remote- 
detonate the perimeter wall only when GACSS absolutely needs to send in Ryanite 
Adelburger troops into or out of the campus en masse. 


369 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 

Guardhouses positioned adjacent to the steel gates into the campus. German 
shepherd canines accompanied alone or with their Adelbu caretakers. Ceremonial 
Adelbu Wachtruppen (Watch Troops) from three Adelbu Divisions garrisoned the 
campus. The Wachtruppen were Catholic youths from the French-Canadian 70. 
Aldelbu Panzergrenadier-Division Bischof Bernard McQuaid (Bishop Bernard McQuaid), 
the Italian 14. Adelbu Panzer-Division Camillo Kardinal Mazzella (Camillo Cardinal 
Mazzella), and the Swiss-German 20. Adelbu Polizei-Grenadier-Division Bischof Ignatius 
Horstmann (Bishop Ignatius Horstmann). If the riot police was not suitable enough, 
RGA High Command was allowed to send in the Fal/schirm-Panzer-Division Ulrich 
Brotzman and the 1. Adelbu Panzer-Division Leibgarde Harold Brotzman. 

Beyond the campus, there was a student body of about 10,000 Clancyites and 
Ryanites, the vast majority Clancyites. Campus police was purged immediately 
after the Fourth Plenary Council, replaced by Ryanite Adelbu S‘cherheitsabteilung 
(Security Detachment) and Civil Guards to deter regime change. Monsignor 
Charles Santoro, OFM Cap., of Philadelphia, had formally requested them at the 
behest of Johannes Cardinal Wolk of Philadelphia. 

The Ryanites lived in all-boy Father Salvatore Brandi and all-girl Frangois- 
Marie-Benjamin Cardinal Richard Halls of pro-GACSS SSE ‘North CUA’. The 
Clancyites resided at all-boy Archbishop John Ireland and all-girl Father Thomas 
Bouquillon Halls of pro-Duopoly SSE ‘South CUA’. North and South CUA were 
more like North and South Vietnam, as opposed to North and South Korea and 
West and East Germany. Neither was at war with each other or their allies. A 
Demilitarized Zone was built in the center of the campus at the end of the Fourth 
Plenary Council. Ryanites and Clancyite ambassadors from the two CUAs met 
each other at the DMZ in Cardinal-Prefect Satolli (formerly ‘Mary Gwendolyn 
Caldwell’) & Mother Seton Halls between North and South CUA respectively. 

September 6. Harold, Halfrida, Ulrich, Bruno, and Perpetua had been 
debating for the past several days over whether GACSS should help North CUA 
pursue a nuclear program as a bargaining chip against the Duopoly. All five knew 
that Adolf Hitler had a nuclear program half-completed by the July 20 Plot, 
complete with an Amerikabomber ready for takeoff. They also knew that Presidents 
Nixon, Ford, Carter, Reagan, and Bush 41 ignored the West German nuclear 
program’s hand in the nuclear programs of the Shah’s Iran, Apartheid South 
Africa, the military dictatorship of Brazil’s Fifth Republic, and building nuclear 
weapons for Menachem Begin’s Israel. Presidents Clinton, Bush 43, Obama and 
their Congresses all trembled before the Ayatollah and Kim family’s nuclear 
programs, despite Bush 43 curtailing that one in Gaddafi’s Libya. 

While they could just ask the Ayatollah and Kim family, the five were also 
aware of David ‘the Nuclear Boy Scout’ Charles Hahn, an American Boy Scout 
who secretly created a nuclear reactor inside his mother’s backyard shed between 
1994 and 1995. But unlike Hahn, the North CUA nuclear program would not be 
going up against the EPA and a Congressional Superfund Act cleanup crew. 
Instead, North CUA will be up against nuclear weapons inspectors from the UN 
and the inspectors from the IAEA (International Atomic Energy Agency). 
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September 7. North CUA Student Council President Edward Anders 
engaged in a shouting match over the phone with South CUA Student Council 
President Curtis McCuskey. Both men ran aggressive on-campus election 
campaigns over positions inside the Board of Trustees who will go on to serve at 
the behest of Monsignor Santoro. Everybody knew which side of CUA was going 
to be receiving the most support from Monsignor Santoro. 

Inside Congresswoman Cassandra office, Major General Campbell had 
orders to topple North CUA like Allende’s Chile. Insurgents in South CUA will 
launch attacks in North CUA, forcing the GACSS to divert much-needed troops 
away from their campaigns in the Otherworld and Dweller world. Meanwhile, 
inside the State Chancellor’s office, the Anti-EuroGov Pact will defend the deep- 
underground nuclear reactor themselves and crackdown on _ pro-Duopoly 
Clancyite student parties in full riot gear and MAFVs. Plans for an invasion of 
South CUA were drawn and intelligence on invisible stay-behind armies acquired. 

September 8. It was martial law in America after President Wolff gained 
access to emergency powers available to him thanks to Executive Order 12170— 
Blocking Iranian Government Property’ In the early morning hours, the Ostara 
Conspiracy hijacked a Russian bomber with a nuclear bomb aboard. US Air Force 
F-15Cs and F-16Cs and Navy F/A-18s assigned to Operation Noble Eagle later 
shot down the bomber, the nuclear bomb safely retrieved and defused. US 
relations with Putin’s Russia deteriorated further in the wake of a Duopoly- 
imposed financial attack on the Russian Ruble by Congresswoman Cassandra. 

September 14. An overwhelmingly unanimous vote was decided in the 
Confederation Program’s Parliament to join the GACSS and partake in the 
upcoming 2014 Ryanite Student Government Elections. State President Halfrida 
Brotzman, crossdressing as her twin brother, the real State Chancellor, sent an 
official communiqué to Orlando, In it, she praised Head Director Francis Leblanc 
for ‘doing the run thing’ and helping GACSS ‘fend off impending regime change.’ 

September 15. Pax Americana, Underground, Independent Dwellers, 
Fellowship of Young Christians, and Communist Dweller People’s Northwestern 
Union, and the SGIEO were shocked by the unanimous referendum. It was far 
worse than that one time Scotland tried to leave the United Kingdom. As the 
‘Allied Powers’, they levied sanctions on the SSE of the Confederation Program. 

September 16. The Confederation Program’s SSE, wracked by economic 
decline and thrown into disorder, turned to the GACSS and the rest of the 
Catholic School International for help. Humanitarian aid, ERPA Rounds, and 
surplus weaponry were delivered to them along the Savannah Corridor of the 
Richmond-Orlando Line by ANRI (American National Railway Initiative). 

September 21. Arrangements were made by the GACSS and the Duopoly to 
quietly obstruct and deter third parties except the Ostara Conspiracy from 
intervening. No longer was the Real World’s attention on the upcoming Ryanite 
Student Government Elections from behind closed doors. Instead, everybody was 
more concerned about Heinricka Brotzman crashing the whole LIEO into the 
next Great Depression with the same malware which almost blew up the Internet. 
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September 24. Thomas Jefferson Washington-Reich, still fending off Horst 
and Ostara’s onslaughts and offensives in Otherworld’s Northland, fainted upon 
learning of Ryanite plans for the Ha/frida Brotzman Geschiitz. ‘Can I please catch a 
break for oncer’ Washington-Reich was reported to have said before fainting, his 
head hitting the war room table and collapsing on the floor of his secret command 
bunker in Other-Berlin. 

September 25. An enraged Congresswoman Cassandra foamed at the mouth 
and lost her temper this morning upon learning about the Ha/frida Brotzman 
Geschiitz. She and her younger brother backed the House of Raynerson’s plans to 
either capture or destroy the monstrosity in Other-Orlando. “Harold and Halfrida 
can lick my behind if they were my siblings!’ she reportedly screamed. 

September 26. RGA High Command sent a communiqué to the State 
Chancellor, typing it on an old typewriter. Greetings State Chancellor Brotzman, it read, 
We have much to report on developing events as of late. In the Dweller World, the Independent 
Dweller Army, inspired by their successes in Setonburg and New Hope last month, is poised to 
launch amphibious landings on the east bank of the Waters of Rebirth. Enemy troops have yet to 
seize Mothers Den, but it will not be long before they can recapture the city. 

The communiqué ended on an optimistic note. Fortunately, we also have good 
news to report. The twenty divisions of 6 Army, all of which were lost during the recent fiasco, 
have been reactivated at your request. The incredible jump from five elite Adelbu divisions to 
aventy is also an encouraging sign. Please write back to us soon. 

September 27. It did not take long for GACSS and the Confederation 
Program to conclude their talks on this day. The GACSS and the Confederation 
were united without an objection from either. Everyone scrambled to be reunited 
and challenging the negative fruits of the Second and Third Plenary Councils of 
Baltimore. Morale overall was very high and everyone was happy about casting 
votes tomorrow. Pax Americana Heckerists in South CUA and Adelburgers in 
North CUA accused the other of plotting to rig the elections in both SSEs. 

September 28. Unlike the Duopoly, who preferred preventing people from 
voting by having Election Day on weekdays, the Ryanite student government had 
theirs on a day of rest called ‘Sunday’. All non-essential Ryanites had no excuses to 
vote unless they were either deployed in the Otherworld and Dweller world, they 
just slept in and went to Mass, or else they were too young to vote (minimum 
voting age was 10 years in the GACSS). 

The Ryanite student government’s Legislative Branch depended on the 
number of member-Dioceses and member-Archdioceses within the United States 
Conference of Catholic Bishops. In the Real World, there are a total of 197 such 
members in the USCCB. 145 are territorial Dioceses and 32 are territorial 
Archdioceses from Latin Rite, 2 Archeparchies and 16 Eparchies from Eastern 
Rite, 1 Archdiocese that covers the Duopoly’s Armed Forces, and 1 special Latin 
Rite Diocese for Catholic converts from the British Anglican Church. 

Moteover, not counting Washington DC, Military Services USA, and the 
Personal Ordinariate of the Chair of Saint Peter in the US, Ryanites from 87 
Dioceses and Archdioceses up and down the West Coast demanded that GACSS 
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expand westward. They were never able to vote, let alone have representation 
because their Underground rulers denied them any right to join the GACSS. 

There were 108 MPs in the Upper House of the Convention, 216 in the 
Lower House of the Convention, 432 in the Diocesan and Archdiocesan ‘Student 
Assemblies, and 864 in the Local ‘Student Councils.’ Heckerists were caught 
rigging the elections by the Adelburgers, and vice versa in South CUA. In North 
CUA, Clancyite student parties College Republicans, College Democrats of 
America, Libertarian Freedom Party, Young Ecosocialists of the Green Party, and 
the Sons of Liberty were banned. In South CUA, Ryanite student parties CIF, 
Dove and Hawk Lobbies, VPdSG and LAU were banned. 

Regardless, CIF won 40 in Upper House, 70 in Lower House, 150 in the 
Student Assemblies, and 208 in the Student Councils. Dove Lobby won 25 in 
Upper House, 70 in Lower House, 115 in the Student Assemblies, and 200 in the 
Student Councils. Hawk Lobby won 35 in Upper House, 60 in Lower House, 120 
in the Student Assemblies, and 216 in the Student Councils. VPdSG won 5 in 
Upper House, 10 in Lower House, 40 in the Student Assemblies, and 108 in the 
Student Councils. LAU won 3 in Upper House, 6 in Lower House, 32 in the 
Student Assemblies, and 132 in the Student Councils. The Ryanites retained their 
majority-control over the Board of Trustees. 

September 29. Tensions were now approaching an all-time high at CUA. At 
Archbishop Ireland and Father Bouquillon Halls, Clancyite resistance fighters 
made preparations for the ‘Uprising’ against Monsignor Santoro and the Ryanites 
of North CUA tomorrow. Molotov cocktails and pipe bombs assembled. 
Homemade catapults built. Bricks and stones bought from the nearby Home 
Depot and Lowes hardware stores, along with enough nitrogen fertilizer to destroy 
the entire Alfred P. Murrah Federal Building at least three times. 

South CUA concluded an arms deal with Duchess Perpetua and het 
mercenary fiancée. Bruno in particular knew all kinds of like-minded people who 
could supply him and Perpetua with illegal, high-powered weapons. There were a 
few hundred Strasserist and Hitlerist German military officers who needed 
somebody to move some ‘misplaced’ crates sent to them from insiders at H&K. A 
Hitlerist outside Zwickau offered a World War H-era Panzer which he had been 
hiding beneath his house since 1994. A couple in Italy had some air-to-air missiles, 
but could never find the time or patience to fly a military jet. Some sympathetic 
Israelis offered crates of Israeli Tavor bullpup assault rifles. And a few old 
Provisional IRA types had some weapons sent to them from the late Gaddafi. 

The Clancyites in South CUA purchased a 12.7mm NATO STANAG Barrett 
M82 Anti-Materiel Sniper Rifle, a crate of US Army M40 sniper rifles, Armalite 
AR-10s and Colt and Bushmaster AR-15s rifles, Ingram MAC-10 machine pistols, 
M79 grenade launchers, Remington 870 shotguns, and Colt and S&W revolvers. 
Perpetua even enticed them to buy twenty five MAFVs that Bruno and his like- 
minded Cousins stole from Pax Americana Collaborators back in the Fatherland. 

September 30. Nobody knew who started the CUA Riots, but everyone 
blamed Lady Ostara and her Hitlerist cult for causing it. That alone was not 
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enough to prevent Student Council Presidents Anders and McCuskey from 
declaring all-out war on each other—at the same time, no less. 

South CUA had received their marching orders from Congresswoman 
Washington-Reich and the Duopoly: take over North CUA and bring the whole 
campus under Clancyite control again. North CUA was also ready and so were the 
members of the Anti-EuroGov Pact. Conspiracy Magic Eye flying discs were even 
spotted performing high-altitude aerial reconnaissance. 
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Chapter Thirty Nine: Bayleystellung 
(Ryanite Chorus; Oct. 1-Nov. 1, 2014) 


“The dialectics of history have already hooked [Josef Stalin] and will raise him up. He is needed 
by [the Communist Party and the Soviet Union|, by the tired radicals, by the bureaucrats, by the 
‘Nepmen’, the upstarts, by all the worms that are crawling out of the upturned soil of the 
manured revolution. He knows how to meet them on their own ground, he speaks their language 
and he knows how to lead them. He has the deserved reputation of an old revolutionist, which 
makes him invaluable to them as a blinder on the eyes of the country. He has will and daring. 
He will not hesitate to utilize them and to move them against the Party. Right now he is 
organizing himself around the Sneaks of the Party, the artful dodgers.” 

-Leon Trotsky, Describing Josef Stalin, ca. 1924 


from Boston to Miami. The Duopoly’s early warning radar systems went 

haywire and communications with NORAD (North American Aerospace 
Defense Command) was sabotaged after it was overwhelmed by a sudden deluge 
of conflicting reports. The Ostara Conspiracy’s Rosy War-era computer malware 
flooded the computer servers on FCIMS. 

Flying low over the calm Atlantic waters on a moonlit night, Conspiracy A- 
Wings and Magic Eye flying disks ascended and soared above the cities on the 
East Coast. They fanned out and swarmed the airspaces of major Duopoly 
airbases, destroying hangars, air traffic control towers, ammunition and fuel 
depots, and grounded warplanes. Cruise missiles, launched from Conspiracy U- 
Boat submerged beneath the waves of the Atlantic, speared upward into the sky. 
Controlled by their U-Boat crewmen, the cruise missiles raced each other to reach 
their land-based targets first. 

One of the cruise missiles slammed straight into the Duopoly-controlled 
Business School on the campus of CUA, where General Campbell had set up his 
headquarters. The missile crashed through the roof and exploded halfway into the 
building, sending broken pieces of debris scattered all over the campus and even 
beyond the Bayleystellung perimeter around South CUA. 

The campus buildings in North CUA, at Cardinal-Prefect Satolli & Mother 
Seton Halls in the Demilitarized Zone, and South CUA were still left in darkness. 
“Move into positions and get ready to attack!” someone shouted. MAFV gasoline 
and diesel engines rumbled in South CUA. Sounds of steel hobnails smacking 
against concrete footpaths echoed in the darkness. Grass rustled. Leaves crushed. 

Red flares arced upward from the grounds of North CUA. Without warning, 
the blackout at North CUA immediately ended as the deep-underground nuclear 
reactor was brought online. Ryanite Adelburgers and Leibgarde troops garrisoned 
every building along the DMZ near the center of the campus. Machine gun crews 
deployed tripods for MG34s and MG42s behind several windows. 

Glass windows shattered. Doors kicked open. Loud, rapid gunfire broke out 
as Clancyite irregulars in South CUA opened fire on Adelburgers and Leibgarde 
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garrisoning the campus buildings in North CUA. The Adelbu garrisons returned 
fire. Bullets whizzed and flew back and forth from opposite directions. 

In South CUA, over a dozen Clancyite MAFVs crashed through the walls of 
various campus buildings. Platoons of Clancyite paramilitaries advanced in their 
wake. Bullets and shells ricocheted against the chassis of the hostile MAFVs. 
Several of the Clancyites were cut down by the bullets from North CUA. 

Blue plasma bolts landed on the grounds of the DMZ. They exploded on 
impact, kicking up the dirt, grass, and slicing trees in half. None of the plasma 
bolts hit anyone or an MAFV. Leibgarde and Adelbu machine gunners peppered 
the campus grounds of the DMZ—No Man’s Land’—with bullets. 

As the MAFVs and paramilitaries reached the No Man’s Land that was the 
DMZ, Plaid Eminence descended from the skies and strafed DMZ with laser beams 
and plasma bolts. Entire Clancyite platoons took cover behind various wooden 
palisades and park benches build near the concrete footpaths to the DMZ. A 
couple MAFVs got hit by Ulrich’s fire but none of them were knocked out. The 
Plaid Eminence regained altitude and flew away. 

Perpetua shouted over the Helden’s radios. “Borussia to all friendly Leibgarde 
forces, we are being overrun by Clancyites! We request assistance, over!” 

“Plaid Eminence and I spotted an entire squad flanking Borussia,” Heinricka 
radioed Harold and Drusilla. “Hurry up and save them!” 

A coordinated, controlled demolition collapsed the northern perimeter wall 
of the Bayleystellung in a synchronized series of detonations. MAFV gasoline 
engines roared beyond the thick billowing cloud of white smoke outside the 
northern border of North CUA. The Dewy-Princess blitzed through the smoke as a 
modified Sebastian III/H, a Heavy Assault Gun MAFV built on the Hannibal I/H 
chassis and based on the German Sturmiiger. 

“Look!” Delaney bellowed. 

“What the hell?” Joan screamed. 

“What do you two think it is?”? Veronica shouted. 

A dozen Clancyites surrounded and mantled onto the chassis of Borussia’s 
new MAFV incarnation, a Seraphina III/A. The prototype self-propelled artillery 
MAFYV was based on the Heuschrecke 10, a prototype Panzer that later shared the 
characteristics of modern-day self-propelled artillery tanks. 

A swivel-mounted MG34 atop the casemate turtet’s superstructure was 
affixed to the turret rear. Harold, climbing onto the rear engine hood from behind, 
manned the machine gun and sprayed bullets all over Borussia and the hostile 
Clancyites. The Dewy-Princess rolled toward Borussia as companies of Leibgarde 
Panzergrenadiers and Sebastian III/Hs proceeded past the two MAFVs. 

Meanwhile in North CUA, the Helden emerged out of a manhole hidden in a 
large patch of tall grass. Clad in their Fackeltrager suits, everyone except Harold, 
the Dewy-Princess, and Plaid Eminence were accounted for. “It’s party time,” Halfrida 
grinned, crouching beside the manhole. She checked the magazine attached to her 
HK33 assault rifle. The magazine was full. “Good.” 
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Margaret straddled the Helden’s field radio on her back, holding her AKS- 
74u aloft on her left hand. “We need to get moving. They’re counting on us.” 

“Of course,” Halfrida replied, “Anders will thank us later.” 

“What’s the plan, Halfrida?”’ Chandler asked. 

“Chandler,” she told him, “I want you set to set a position at Seton Hall.” 

“Pll do what I can.” Chandler, lugging around 1,200 rounds of 7.92mm 
Mauser rounds, hurried away from the patch of tall grass and toward Seton Hall 
from the northern entrance of Cardinal-Prefect Satolli Hall. 

Halfrida gestured at a bell tower across from Cardinal-Prefect Satolli Hall. 
“Virgil,” she said, “Find a spot over there and shoot anyone approaching the 
DMZ from South CUA. Go ahead and pelt MAFVs with that Panzerbiichse 39.” 

“Sure thing,” Virgil replied, dashing away from her and the Helden. 

“And Percival,’ Halfrida said, “Blow any MAFV we encounter with your 
Panzerschreck. I am not going to lose an entire Leibgarde battalion because of one 
MAFYV like what happened back in Setonburg.” 

“Cover me,” Percival responded. 

“We will.” Halfrida gestured the rest of the Helden to follow her as she 
blitzed down the grounds of North CUA to the northern entrance of Cardinal- 
Prefect Satolli Hall. Hot blue plasma bolts were lobbed over the buildings and into 
the DMZ from a location somewhere in North CUA. 

The combat at the DMZ lasted for three days and did not end until October 
4. Neither North CUA nor South CUA managed to breach the DMZ, even while 
President Wolff sent the entire United States into lockdown and martial law. 
Emergency powers were invoked. The Duopoly paid no attention to the Battle of 
CUA, for they were counting on South CUA to prevail. 

Instead, most of the casualties were inflicted by the Ryanites against the 
Clancyites of South CUA. Thousands of disgruntled Clancyites and Underground 
defected to the GACSS, turning the tide of battle in the Brotzman twins’ favor. 
Nobody knew if General Campbell was incinerated in the rubble of the CUA 
Business School or escaped the campus unscathed. He became a propaganda 
legend among Pax Americana to boost morale. 

2K KK 
(Three days later) 

Four Ryanite propaganda posters were plastered on a wall. The first was 
aimed against Congresswoman Cassandra and Thomas Jefferson Washington- 
Reich. It depicted the siblings as carrying Thompson submachine guns and 
laughing manically while massacring innocent Ryanites already in pain and agony. 
An entire city in the foreground was set ablaze. Pax Americana A-Wing bombers 
zoomed overhead, dropping bombs and leveling the city. Fleeing women, children, 
elderly, clergy, and religious were obliterated in a huge blast. The text read: THEY 
WILL REAP EVERYTHING THAT WAS SOWN! 

The second depicted two futures that await an Underground soldier, his wife, 
and his two children. One picture showed him sitting on a backyard bench beside 
his smiling wife, watching their son and daughter play in their sandbox and 


377 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 

building rudimentary sandcastles. The scenery was a bright, warm summer 
morning, flowers blossoming and a tree bearing ripened cherries. The other 
picture showed his body mangled and covered in blood, a photo of his wife and 
children resting next to his Soviet-made SKS rifle. Several knocked-out 
Underground Marcella V/8s had their turrets burning in a cold, wintry night in 
Otherworld’s Eden. Leibgarde Panzergrenadiers and MAFVs advanced onward in 
the foreground. DEFECT OR PERISH! The text read in bold red capital letters. 

The third one showed Lady Ostara, lurking behind the flags of the United 
States, the Russian Federation, and the People’s Republic of China. With a wolfish 
grin, she pulled the strings of faceless politicians and economists who foolishly fell 
into various traps laid by her and Horst Brotzman decades beforehand. Soaring 
American and Russian ICBMs and nuclear mushroom clouds blossomed in the 
background. She enjoys playing two sides against each other. Don’t let her do the same to us! 

The fourth one summarized what Radical Distributism, GACSS, and the 
ideological goals pursued by the Ryanite student government were all about. ‘What 
Belongs To The Lord Belongs To The Lord! What Belongs To Each And Every Ryanite 
Belongs To Them? The poster implored Ryanites to never squander, never bury, and 
never pilfer the Talents bestowed to GACSS by God. 

These posters were plastered on the wall of an empty dorm room inside the 
bombed-out dormitory of Seton Hall in the former South CUA. Sporadic gunfire 
and explosions broke out in the distance as Pax Americana and the Ryanites 
continued to fend off Ostara and her minions in various pockets of Washington 
DC. President Wolff still had the US Capital on lockdown. 

North CUA Student Council President Edward Anders and South CUA 
Student Council President Curtis McCuskey sat on opposing ends of a table. The 
middle of the table was on the demarcation line separating Catholic University into 
Radical Distributist North and Liberal Capitalist South. Monsignor Santoro leaned 
against a bullet-ridden wall between two shattered windows. “We are here for a 
reason,” he told them. “Never waste your time on pointless, idle rhetoric.” 

Anders and McCuskey nodded their heads at Monsignor Santoro. The two 
men stared at the other Student Council President with cold glances. They were 
once childhood friends until the Fourth Plenary Council of Baltimore divided 
them and their Catholic high school, Father Hecker High School-the Washington 
DC headquarters of the Heckerists. 

“Have you drafted your ceasefire agreement, Curtis?” Edward asked. 

“Edward,” Curtis cried, “I was about to ask you first!” 

“Give it up, gentlemen,” Monsignor Santoro told them, yawning. “The 
Duopoly has already pulled out of South CUA like they did with South Vietnam. 
GACSS will see to it that the same happens to South Korea as well.” 

The two Student Council Presidents opened the briefcases standing beside 
their chairs and laid down separate copies of a ceasefire agreement on the table. 
North CUA vowed to integrate the Clancyites of South CUA if they recognized 
the Americanist Heresy, support the North CUA’s territorial claim on South CUA, 
and forced the Duopoly into appeasing the Ryanite nuclear program. South CUA 
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had nothing left to offer other than empty-handed demands and plastic platitudes 
about democratic, freedom, peace, reason, and Liberal Capitalism. 

“You Ryanites are no different than the North Koreans,” Curtis grumbled. 

“Are wee” Edward scoffed. “At least we Ryanites in North CUA sought to 
provide every Ryanite from the Catholic high schools access to quality tertiary 
Catholic education free from the Duopoly’s money and propaganda.” 

Curtis’ eyes narrowed, clenching his teeth. “I beg to differ.” 

Monsignor Santoro whipped out a pack of cigarettes and a lighter. “Just get it 
overt with, gentlemen. We all know how this is going to end.” He lit the cigarette 
with his lighter, tobacco smoke exuding from his mouth. 

“Today,” Edward proclaimed, “The Greater American Catholic School 
System employs Autarky—self-sufficiency—vis-a-vis Radical Distributism. Through 
the ecclesiastical triumvirate of Cardinal Wolk of Philadelphia, State President 
Halfrida Brotzman, and State Chancellor Harold Brotzman, American Catholic 
Education finally found the Answer to the question originally posited by Mary 
Perkins Ryan—‘the original Ryanite’—in Ave Parochial Schools the Answer?.” 

“And what was their Answer?” Curtis demanded. 

“Radical Distributism has demonstrated that GACSS will find ways to sustain 
itself, its student government, and its student body,” Edward told him. “What is 
the point of a school system if it cannot sustain itself? Catholic educators in the 
NCEA and the USCCB have struggled to answer that question because the 
Americanists had dictated to them and their predecessors that they will always be 
at the mercy of the Duopoly. A Catholic school system unable to control its 
identity and culture is as unfree as the EU/NATO member-state incapable of 
controlling the size and composition of their armed forces.” 

“And what are the roles of the Catholic bishops and Cardinal Wolk? Why did 
the USCCB allowed people like Harold and Halfrida Brotzman to have greater say 
on the economic and financial affairs of Catholic America?” From South CUA, 
Curtis slid his ceasefire agreement across the table, across CUA’s DMZ, to 
Edward in North CUA. “Isn’t that no different than what men like St. John Henry 
Newman advocated instead of St. Johann Nepomuk Neumannr” 

“His Plaid Eminence’ never dictated the ‘Means of Production.” Edward 
glanced at South CUA’s ceasefire agreement and its legal verbiage. “That goes 
against the Church teaching of ‘Subsidiarity.” GACSS may employ aspects of a 
‘Planned Secret School Economy’, but only as a means to an end.” He continued. 
“As I have told you before, Curtis, we Ryanites believe that the USCCB should 
have a say on the ‘Flow of Information’ and exercising their ecclesiastical authority 
within GACSS. They and Cardinal Wolk share the same Papal Infallibility as it was 
defined in Vatican I.” 

“But outside of Papal Infallibility, outside of faith and morals...” 

“The USCCB is as fallible as everyone else within Harold and Halfrida’s line 
of work. They are counting on GACSS to help serve the Common Good where 
they and Automation are ill-suited.” Edward tore apart the ceasefire agreement. 
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Monsignor Santoro chuckled. “GACSS will always need Catholic families and 
laity, educators and teachers, seminarians and priests, nuns and monks, Catholic 
sisters and brothers, monsignors, bishops, and archbishops, cardinals and the Holy 
Father.” He pulled the cigarette from his mouth and tossed it on the ground, the 
leather sole of his jackboot putting it out. “And all of us still depend on God for 
we were always ‘One, Holy, Catholic, and Apostolic Church.’ Liberal Capitalism 
threatens to erase and destroy those distinctions because its adherents seek to 
impose their own will on everyone else without consulting the people first.” 

“Liberal Capitalism to us is no different than Soviet Marxist-Leninism—the 
only difference is that the former poses a far greater threat than the latter,” 
Edward said. “The Soviet Union chose ‘Socialism in One Country’ as opposed to 
‘Permanent Revolution’. The Catholic Church since the days of St. Peter always 
chose Permanent Revolution in the fulfillment of the New Evangelization.” 

“Was it Oswald Spengler who did say that ‘Christian theology is the 
grandmother of Bolshevism?” Monsignor Santoro told Curtis. “By that train of 
thought, Socialism has a Christian origin.” 

“But one must always ask ‘which sect of Christianity?” Curtis pondered. 

“We have heeded the advice of Mother St. Elizabeth Ann Seton, SC, for a 
reason,” Edward stressed. “GACSS ‘will go peaceably and firmly to the Catholic Church: 
for if Faith is so important to our salvation, we ‘will seek it where true Faith first began, seek it 
among those who received it from God Himself? What is the point of us being Catholic if 
everything spoken ex cathedra by His Holiness is always trivialized, and treated no 
differently than non-Catholic and Secular authorities?” 

“Why should Cardinal Wolk be Head of State?” Curtis asked. 

“That’s exactly my point.” Edward nodded at him. “Sovereignty is defined 
under Liberal Capitalism, by the Duopoly and LIEO, by Pax Americana and the 
SGIEO, as belonging to the ‘People.’ The Brotzman family disagreed with this 
solely because nobody told them whether that ‘People’ is the collective ‘Volk’ of a 
nation-state or the ‘Lewté (Average People) loitering in the streets of cities and 
browsing all the latest wares for sale inside a marketplace.” 

Curtis cocked his head to the side. “Where are you going with this?” 

“It is through the disregarding of such a minute distinction that Liberal 
Capitalism ignores whether the Volk collectively wanted cosmopolitanism, 
pluralism and multiculturalism,” Edward argued. “Sectarianism, alienation, racism, 
hatred, xenophobia, ethnic cleansing, and genocide are all the symptoms.” 

“In North CUA’s case,” Monsignor Santoro said, “It was always a question 
of whether the interests of American Secularism conform to the collective 
interests of all Ryanites in the Greater American Catholic School System. 
American Catholic Education since the days of Ss. Johann Neumann and 
Elizabeth Ann Seton and the Third Plenary Council was founded on ‘Catholic 
Identity first above all other interests’. That is also the official party line of CIF.” 

“Secular parents should never enroll their Secular teenagers at a Catholic high 
school just so they can exploit the Ryanites and GACSS as stepping stones for 
their teens’ increasingly worthless college education,’ Edward spoke. “GACSS 
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embodies, exudes, touts, reinforces, and disseminates Catholic identity and 
Catholic culture at every opportunity.” Pushing the Treaty across the table, Anders 
offered McCuskey a fountain pen on his other hand. “That is why GACSS right 
now is more Anti-Capitalist than the Soviet Union ever was in its short existence.” 

GACSS and the Duopoly signed a ceasefire treaty ending all violence in 
North and South CUA, uniting both SSEs as the ‘Principality of CUA’, the SSEs 
of America’s Catholic colleges turned into Protectorates. It was not, as some 
believed, a peace treaty to end Brotzmanskrieg or the War on Terror. Under the 
terms of the “Treaty of Seton Hall’, GACSS exercised its legal territorial claims on 
CUA. Monsignor Santoro and Student Council President Anders were officially 
recognized as CUA’s Head of State and Head of Government. But there was no 
time to celebrate for the Helden; the Halfrida Brotzman Geschitz in Other- 
Orlando was in danger of being destroyed by the Underground. 

2K KK 

The Underground Embassy across from the southern perimeter of the 
Bayleystellung lay in ruins, abandoned by its owners. Multiple glass windows 
shattered. Doors knocked down or busted open. Portions of the building’s walls 
were blown away and exposing office spaces, the debris littering the adjacent 
concrete sidewalks and asphalt streets. Thousands of sheets of paper flew out of 
the exposed holes and rained on the streets below like white confetti. 

Long columns of secular college students, saddled with student loan debts, 
walked out of the opened front entrances with desk furniture, mini fridges stocked 
full of food and drinks, leather sofas, desktop computers and laptops, desk 
phones. Whatever was left behind by the Underground was now theirs to loot. A 
twenty-something-year-old woman opened an office window on the fourth floor 
and began tossing bundles of US $100 banknotes, corporate securities, and US 
Treasury-issued bonds out the window. The money and the paper were carried 
along by a gentle wind. Some of them drifted to the grounds of South CUA. 

Some looters hurried to catch the money and securities falling from above 
like the bombs from these past few days. Hundreds of pro-GACSS Clancyites and 
Underground from the former South CUA hurried out of the southern perimeter 
entrance of South CUA with sledgehammers. A few of them even stopped to 
catch the money and corporate securities lying around on the ground. 

In their wake came Borussia rolling down the asphalt road past the rubble of 
the guardhouse at the southern perimeter of the Bayleystellung. Several RGA 
Luftwaffe soldiers from Fallschirm-Panzer-Division Ulrich Brotzman rode atop 
the chassis beside the namesake of their Division and his Cousins Heinricka and 
Bruno. “If only Cousins Harold and Halfrida were here with us,” Heinricka said. 

Bruno downed a flask of Schnapps and offered some to Ulrich. Placing his 
hand over the flash, Ulrich shook his head. “Who drinks alcohol at 7AM?” 

“We did it, Cousin,” Bruno cracked a smile, his arm wrapped around Ulrich’s 
neck and shoulder. “We showed the Duopoly who’s really in charge of CUA. You 
wouldn’t realize just how long Her Highness and I have been waiting for this.” 
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“Ja, and I am starting to wonder who is going to rebuild all the damages 
around this area and especially the USCCB’s headquarters?” Ulrich spoke. 

“Let the Duopoly pay none of the expenses and have Her Highness and I pay 
for the damages,’ Bruno suggested. “The Principality of CUA and the 
neighborhood surrounding its sprawling campus are ours.” 

The three Brotzman Cousins’ two-radio handsets crackled with the sound of 
chatter exchanged between Perpetua and her cousins. “I can’t believe we survived 
that mess back there,”’ Princess Philomena cried. 

“We could have died if it weren’t for the Helden,’ Countess Cecilia chimed. 

“Remind me to thank them later,’ Baroness Felicity told them. 

“T am already did, Felicity,” Perpetua retorted. 

The pro-GACSS Clancyites and Underground were gathering around the 
Ronald Reagan statue still standing in front of the main entrance into the 
Underground Embassy. They were like all those ‘liberated’ Iraqis at Sahat al-Firdaus 
back in 2003. The only difference was that this version was not entirely staged. 
Nobody was asked to show up at the statue with sledgehammers and take turns 
striking and hitting the statue in a vain attempt to topple it from its concrete base. 

Borussia and its victorious Ryanite and Anti-EuroGov Pact members closed in 
on the base of the statue. The Ryanites disembarked the chassis and positioned 
themselves outside the front entrance of embassy to deter any more looters, be 
they Secular, Sectarian or else a bit of both. Ulrich, Bruno, and Heinricka grabbed 
a ladder and Ryanite ensign resting on the chassis of Borussia. Bruno took the flag, 
while Cousins Ulrich and Heinricka took the ladder. 

The friendly Clancyites and Underground cheered the three Brotzman 
Cousins on as they hurried to the base of the statue and place the ladder against it. 
Bruno, carrying the Ryanite ensign, climbed up the ladder and draped it over the 
Reagan statue. Clancyites and Underground spectators whipped out their 
Phonophore smartphones to snap photos of Bruno as he did just that. 

“Tear it down!” The spectators all chanted in unison. “Tear it down! Tear it 
down! Tear it down!” They wanted the three Brotzman Cousins to reenact that 
world famous—or infamous—scene from 2003. 

“You heard them,” Perpetua radioed Bruno from her two-way radio. 

Bruno nodded his head, removed the Ryanite ensign, and climbed down the 
ladder with it. Borussia rotated its chassis around, moving its frontal armored hull 
facing away from the direction of the statue. Facing the rubble of the guardhouse, 
Borussia went into reverse, parking itself right next to the base of the statue. Ulrich, 
Heinricka, and Bruno grabbed some steel cables attached to the back of the 
chassis and tied them to the statue’s neck and waist. 

“Hit the gas, Felicity!’ Perpetua shouted. 

Baroness Felicity went full throttle with the accelerator. The treads of 
Borussia scratched up the concrete slabs around the statute, its gasoline engine 
revving at full power. Within minutes, the tensile strength of the statue’s legs 
weakened and the rest of the statue came crashing down as Borussia started rolling 
away from the statue and pulling over past the curbside in the middle of the street. 
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The pro-GACSS Clancyites and Underground students jumped, stomped, 
and attacked the statue with their sledgehammers. The three Brotzman Cousins 
hopped back on the chassis of Borussia. The students followed Borussia back to 
CUA as the MAF'V dragged the statue away from the concrete base and proceeded 
to parade it around the campus grounds. 

2 KK 
(One month later) 

November 1. Pax Americana loved censoring GACSS in their ‘Public 
Relations’ (Read: propaganda). They framed GACSS as a totalitarian dictatorship 
where nobody was free; everyone was poor, starving and rebelling. No longer did 
the sanctions levied by Duopoly or Pax Americana harmed the Ryanites. GACSS 
propped up pro-Ryanite SSEs, establishing trade partnerships with youths of other 
faiths. Foreign volunteer legions garrisoned key infrastructure and facilities. Life in 
the GACSS was meaningful. Everyone’s time was well-earned and well-spent. 

Every Catholic educator was paid far more than their Secular counterparts, 
including healthcare, insurance, benefits, and retirement pensions. They, the 
clergy, and religious monks and nuns were always needed by their Voleskorper— 
their student body. So too were the Catholic hospitals, seminaries, convents, and 
monasteries. Catholic identity and culture defined the works of Ryanite writers, 
filmmakers, actors, directors, playwrights, musicians, and singers. Nationalizing 
EWTN and CatholicTV formed the nuclei of Ryanite television, radio, print 
newspaper, and magazines besides Catholic School Observer and Ryanite Weekly Review. 
Every Ryanite within the GACSS was exposed to foreign languages and cultures 
from all over the Catholic world. Both were welcomed and cherished. 

Each student got a Universal Basic Income of $100 USD weekly, devoting 
their free time to meaningful pursuits. Students cleaned up the classrooms and 
hallways afterschool. They ran the school libraries, stores, and infirmaries. They 
drove the buses, helped schedule all the Catholic Masses, plowed the snow, and 
trimmed the grass. They turned their school’s cafeteria into status symbols just like 
in the Soviet Union, serving meals better than the state-run Secular schools. 

The Ryanites ran meaningful afterschool clubs and everyone who was a part 
of GACSS was also a member of one. Each club corresponded to aspects of the 
Secret School Economy, so they also translated into opportunities for garnering 
life skills and work experience. Everyone who joined a club and sport was also 
involved in the affairs of their schools. Students 10 years and older joined a party 
ot were Independent. Ryanites joining an afterschool club that is not their 
parochial school’s Student Council and their Diocesan or Archdiocesan Student 
Assembly, the Civil Guard, the RGA, or the student government always received 
membership offers. Those wishing to leave a party filled out a form at least one 
month after joining or two months if joining for another. 

The Catholic Pathfinders, GACSS’ scouting boycott of the Boy and Girl 
Scouts of America, operated youth hostels and summer camps for all Ryanites 
youths. Athletics were deemphasized insofar as GACSS withdrew from Duopoly- 
sanctioned sports accreditation. Nobody competed against other non-Ryanite 
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schools for meaningless plastic trophies in dreary and tiring games. The Duopoly 
deemed sports not as a means for team bonding, or to become healthy and happy, 
but to make money. Most schools under the Duopoly also condemned the Ryanite 
paramilitary sporting clubs, including hunting, shooting, archery, driving, flying, 
boating, horseback riding, Javelin missile launching, boxing, and pharmacology. 

Ryanites joining the Adelburgers went through extensive background checks, 
exhaustive vetting and training procedures. Upon completion of training, they 
joined Catholic Identity First. Their tasks were housekeeping and general desk 
work at Schlof Adelburg, ceremonial parades with the Wachtruppen, supervising 
Adalbert Munitions facilities and Adelbu-controlled Guilds, Adelbu combat duties 
or intelligence roles with the S%herheitsabteilung. Membership in 1. Ade/bu-Panger- 
Division Leibgarde Harold Brotzman was invitation and recommendation only. All 
non-American Roman Catholic Adelburgers joined an existing formation of 
members from theit country, as mandated by the CSI/DI. 

GACSS never relied on cheap labor like Duopoly or Pax Americana. The 
Ryanites did everything on their own or with Automation. No unemployment 
unless one was incapable of working. No underemployment unless one was 
disabled, anti-social, mentally-unstable, delinquent, or criminal. Everyone found 
employment in the Guilds or their vocation upon joining. Those who never found 
work recetved an RGA conscription notice in their school locker. If one wanted 
to, they sent back their ‘Meaningful Work Form’ or ‘Conscientious Objector 
Form.’ Those choosing Meaningful Work got employed by national enterprises. 

There was a hierarchy among the Jackbooters of the Ryanite SSE. Some 
Ryanites were Caravaneers like Lance, ran a Guild as its Foreman, or were Chefs 
like Hannelore. Caravaneers joined the Eddie Mack Trading House. Foremen 
formed the business interests who worked alongside the Chefs of their respective 
industries. Chefs ran the worker-owned Corporations, Syndicates, and else a few 
student-run industries. Jackbooters wishing to run a school business joined a 
Guild and were added to the SSE’s directory. Outside school grounds were small 
businesses, organized by Guilds and aligned with GACSS. Garments, electronics, 
and general goods, grocers and pharmacies, butcher shops and _ fisheries, 
confectionaries, florists, carpentry and furnishing, wine and cigar imports, 
coffeehouses, ice cream or performances in a Mi/chpalast (Milk Palace). Some ran 
gas stations, student government resorts in Atlantic City, newspaper outlets and 
bookstores, and Phonophore stores. Repair services for MATVs and C-Wings. 
Theaters and cinemas offered Ryanite plays, orchestras, and films. 

Ryanites manufactured whatever their SSE needed. Flynn & O’Hara, GACSS’ 
main supplier of school uniforms, was now a student government-owned 
enterprise. The Chefs presided over garment, C-Wing and A-Wing, MATV and 
MAFV, ceramic, and glass factories. Others owned ordnance and munitions 
plants, shipbuilding, warehouses, fabrication, and assembly plants. Some produced 
building materials, electronics, appliances, bicycles, trucks, motorcycles, halftracks, 
and cars. They backed farming cooperatives cultivating wheat, vegetables, fruits, 
peanuts, tobacco, and cotton. Ranches established for cattle, pigs, sheep, mutton 
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and lamb, horses, chickens, pigeons, rabbits, and bees. A Hawaiian sugar 
plantation was even owned by the Anti-EuroGov Pact. 

The Chefs also owned GACSS’ Anomaly refineries in Wonderland, the 
synthetic fuel and rubber plants, a couple crude oil wells, timber and steel mills, 
breweries, wineries, and distilleries. A few mines rich in rare minerals and metals 
ores in Dweller world and Otherworld’s Eden, and dozens of electrical power 
plants, chemical, pharmaceutical, and dye factories. Unsold residential and 
commercial real estate was always nationalized and up for sale to newly-weds. All 
Speculation on property and land values was banned. 
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Chapter Forty: ISIS Unveiled 
(Ryanite Chorus; Nov. 1-Dec. 31, 2014) 


“The days in the Casbah are fairly uniform. I can barely distinguish between work and leisure. I 
like them equally. This is consistent with my principle that there can be no empty time, no minute 
without intellectual tension and alertness. If a man succeeds in playing life as a game, he will find 
honey in nettles and hemlock; he will even enjoy adversity and peril. What causes the feeling of 
being constantly on vacation? Probably the fact that the mental person liberates the physical one 
and observes his game. Far from any hierarchy, he enjoys the harmony of rest and motion, of 
invulnerability and extreme sensitivity.” 

-Ernst Jiinger, Eumeswil 


broadcasted by a 4G telecommunications relay system built on the 

‘Mondriickseite, the ‘Par Side of the Erde’s Moon’. Contrary to Liberal Capitalist 
novelist Robert Anson Heinlein, the Mond was never a harsh mistress orbiting 
and revolving with the Erde around the Sonne (Sun). It was more like Frau im Mond 
(Woman in the Moon) once the Conspiracy built a 4G network for Phonophore 
smartphone and satphone users prior to 9/11. Duopoly spy satellites spotted their 
spacecraft heading for the Mond. The Rumsfeld Space Commission warned the 
Duopoly of a ‘Space Pearl Harbor’ from harmless UAPs (Unidentified Aerial 
Phenomena). Today, it was now property of the Ryanites of the GACSS. 

Over her satphone with Bruno and Perpetua, Isolde spoke. “Matilde ‘Dame 
Ostara’ Geralyn von Brandt’s continued wearing her Blavatskyian “Burka of ISIS’ 
after 7 and 8 May 1945. The black Burka of ISIS shrouded her existence until the 
morning of 11 September 2001 partially exposed her nakedness.” 

“Ne#t (Nice)...” Bruno whistled over the thought of Ostara in the nude. The 
sound of slapping followed. “What was that for?” he cried. 

“Be careful,” Perpetua cooed. “I will never tolerate that after our wedding.” 

“As I was saying,” Isolde told them. “No meaningless rhetoric about ‘Clashes 
of Civilizations’ and ‘Inside Jobs’ will cloak her bare flesh again once you have 
already seen it. Tireless investigators with inquisitive, curious minds will always 
enjoy the peep show far more than the most perverted of voyeurs.” 

“So Al-Qa’idah got its strings pulled from the physical and Occult realms to 
force the Democratic-Republican Duopoly under Bush 43 and their allies within 
the LIEO into states of paranoia, fear, uncertainty, even panic?” Perpetua mused. 

There was a brief silence on the other end. “Korre&i”’ Isolde answered. 
“Horst Brotzman is the ultimate beneficiary, since that morning was also his 
eighty-third birthday. He also wanted Harold and Halfrida’s Quest on the 
Conspiracy’s own terms, not just on those of Cardinal Wolk and the House of 
Raynerson.” The sound of Bruno yawning and chirping crickets followed. 

“How does one even begin with those twin burning torches?” Perpetua said. 
“T know Lady Ostara told me back in The Plaid Dream how Mohamed Atta had a 
Hitlerist outlook, according to Matthias Kuntzel’s book, Jihad and Jew-Hatred.” 
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“And I also know that Atta himself received a university scholarship from the 
Carl Duisberg Gesellschaft (Carl Duisberg Society),” Bruno added. “The society is a 
German-American government foundation devoted to providing young adults in 
developing countries educational grants to attend so-called ‘Western universities.” 

“Everything you know about that morning is not a matter of right and 
wrong, but Rumsfeldian ‘Knowns and Unknowns,”’ Isolde replied. “Horst, his 
Briider Arno and Sebastian, and Dame Ostara never wanted anyone except the 
Brotzman twins and all of us to figure out what their roles were.” 

“And there was no conventional way for the Duopoly to go after the 
Conspiracy, hence Pax Americana and the Washington-Reich siblings,’ Bruno 
elaborated. “For now, the Real World will just have to sift through all the ‘Known 
Unknowns’ and the ‘Unknown Knowns’ and at least try to catch up.” 

“Oh, I get it!” Perpetua snapped her fingers. “So there have always been 
nineteen hijackers, four commercial planes and three affected buildings?” 

“Ja,” Isolde replied, “Otherwise that morning would have ended differently.” 

“And the ‘Controlled Demolitions’, if I am following you, Dame Briinnhilde, 
was a ruse to lure lesser minds down ‘Inside Job’ conclusions?” Perpetua asked. 

“Even if Horst and Ostara wanted to, there was never enough time and 
secrecy to their liking if they tried Semtex or C4, Napalm or Nanothermite,” 
Isolde confessed. “The Conspiracy would have needed at least 144,000 metric tons 
of Nanothermite alone in either Twin Tower just to collapse it. Somebody is 
bound to find that out, while a few dummy C4 charges in the “Bathtub’—the 
basement below the Twin Towers and a few Nanothermite charges inside World 
Trade Center 7 will always get the Controlled Demolitions narrative going.” 

‘Which explains the ‘suspicious’ short and put options,” Perpetua snorted. 

“144.000 metric tons,” Bruno blurted, “Isn’t that like the ‘144,000’ Sons of 
Israel from the Book of Revelation? Isolde, don’t you think those Twin Towers 
remind you of the twin pillars of Joachim and Boaz at the old Jewish Temple of 
Jerusalem or the twin pillars of the same name inside a Freemasonic Lodge?” 

“Natirlich, and that morning was the Conspiracy’s fulfillment of Adolf 
Hitler’s “Welt in Flamen’ (World in Flames),” Isolde replied. “Whether intended or 
unintended, Yamasaki Minoru-san still left plenty of opportunities for Ostara to 
send an Occult declaration of all-out war on the Duopoly and its LIEO. Walther, 
Prime Minister von Baumgartner and I only infiltrated the World Trade Center 
complex with her to acquire blueprints of the Twin Towers while posing as 
contracted engineers, planting spoiled and live charges at the suspected locations.” 

Perpetua giggled. “You make it sound like the High Priest and Priestess of 
Blood, Miguel Serrano and Savitri Devi Mukherji, declared war against the High 
Priests and Priestess of Reason—Milton Friedman, Friedrich von Hayek, and Ayn 
Rand. Pl bet $400,000,000,000,000 that they and all the other deceased people we 
talk about in this Series are literally waging war on each other in the Afterlife.” 

“T would love to if I could somehow find out...,” Bruno laughed. 

Isolde continued on. “44 Obersturmfiibrer (First Lieutenant) Sebastian 
‘Stahlsebastian’ Brotzman, Harold and Halfrida’s Opa, was still living in America 
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at the time. He dined with his late second-born son and daughter-in-law, Johann 
and Petra Brotzman, inside Windows on the World during a rainy, windy night 
after the 1993 bombing. He later told your Opa, Bruno, about how he felt like the 
whole building was wobbling and swaying from the strong winds that night. Your 
Opa soon atrived at the conclusion that the Twin Towers were literally built by the 
lowest bidders in typical Liberal Capitalist fashion just like “Triangle Shirtwaist.”’ 

Bruno chuckled. “Wirkfich (Really)? Now that you mentioned it, there were 
not enough emergency stairwells on both Towers and Yamasaki-san had designed 
them to accommodate those Jumpers plunging from the upper floors.” 

“That accounts for the ‘Falling Man’ posing as the Hanged Man Arcana from 
the Tarot Deck,” Perpetua added. “Plus, the fireproofing material was flammable 
enough to engulf a couple floors with the jet fuel. I think there were four hundred 
tons of Asbestos inside the North Tower and maybe the South Tower as well.” 

“What a shame,’ Isolde giggled. “Asbestos was already recognized in 
Germany by Hitler and his NSDAP as a ‘carcinogen’. The Duopoly must have 
disregarded that research just as they had disregarded Richard Clarke’s warnings.” 

“Which explains all of those Asbestos-related 9/11 victims now begging on 
their knees for the Duopoly to provide them health coverage,” Bruno opined. 
“Since we usually put the day before the month, 9/11’ becomes ‘11/9’: the 1923 
Hitler-Ludendorff-Putsch, 1938 Kristallnacht, and the 1989 Mauerfal/in Berlin.” 

“Ostara was pleased to later learn that Bush 43 was reading The Pet Goat—not 
‘My Pet Goaf like what the Clancyite Michael Moore erroneously stated in 
Fabrenheit 9/11,” Isolde added. “The goat symbolizes the patronage of Greco- 
Roman god Pan or Baphomet depicted as being half-man, half-goat. Bush 43 read 
the book to schoolchildren in Sarasota, Florida, the so-called ‘City of Paradise.” 

“The Pentagon is another case of Ostara’s Occultism at work. It is interesting 
how Flight 77 struck the Pentagon, a five-sided, five-ringed building standing 77 
feet (23.47 meters) tall at the 77% Meridian and on its 60% anniversary: 11 
September 1941. To Ostara, the Pentagon is a Pentagram-looking Temple to the 
Greco-Roman goddess Venus or Aphrodite of love, prosperity, fertility, beauty, 
desire, and passion. With Flight 77 destroying only just one side of that “Temple of 
Venus’, Ostara warned that ‘the Duopoly will someday tremble in fear and terror 
once their economy crashes and burns from their present dizzying heights’. 
Meanwhile, Flight 93 was just a Duopoly birthday present for Horst Brotzman, 
because the passengers eventually fought back against their flight’s four hijackers.” 

Isolde continued. “Lastly, it was Sebastian Brotzman who got Ostara viewing 
the World Trade Center Complex as a Temple to Greco-Roman god Hermes or 
Mercury of trade, commerce, border crossings, travelers, sports, instant messaging, 
and guide to the Greco-Roman Afterlife. The “Twin Towers are reminiscent of 
Francis Bacon’s America being the next Atlantis in The New Alanis.” She warned 
‘by bringing down the Twin Pillars of Hermes, the Evade will someday witness the 
changeover from Climate Denial to Climate Justice, Liberal Capitalism to various 
Socialisms, Exploitation to Nationalization, Free Trade to Real Trade, and Free 
Lunch to Real Lunch. Trotsky’s Permanent Revolution fast approaches.” 
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2K OK 

“Truly,” Bruno spoke into his satphone, “Harold and Halftida’s Quest did 
begin on that day.” He and Perpetua were standing by one of the windowsills 
ovetlooking the central courtyard of Neumann-Seton inside Classroom 321. The 
door behind them creaked as it was being opened. 

At the doorway, Cousin Ulrich entered the room with his wrist chained to a 
leather briefcase with a pair of handcuffs. “We came as you and Her Highness 
requested.” Ulrich paced to the center of the room while Cousin Heinricka closed 
and locked the door. The blinds descended over the classroom window. 

“Tsolde, we will talk to you later. Something has come up. In the meantime, 
tell Walther I said ‘Hallo.”” He hung up his satphone, which had been on 
speakerphone the whole time. He and Perpetua stepped away from the windowsill. 

“Kamerad Hans-Ulrich and Kameradin Heinricka are both here,” Rosalinde 
called out, her head tilting away from the doorway. She was seated in the school 
desk in the front-row center, tapping on the scroll pad of a laptop, browsing the 
latest news on the Internet. “Verdammt,” she cursed, “Why is every major news 
site on the Internet blocked behind a paywall>” 

“How else do you think they are supposed to make money under Liberal 
Capitalism?” Sitting in the desks between her were Perpetua’s cousins, Felicity, 
Philomena, and Cecilia. They had their desks lined against each other, glancing at 
the paywalls behind various Duopoly publications. 

Fabian, Dieter, Adelwolfa, and Kathe were at the marker board in the back of 
the room, taping to the board various snippets of news articles verifying Ostara’s 
Occult predications on 9/11. The news articles, drawn from every conceivable and 
reliable news source, thatched together a different, yet coherent and insistent 
narrative. “Someday,” Dieter swore, “Future historians will learn how the Third 
Reich survived and how the Second World War never ‘ended’ in 1945 with those 
two contradictory ceasefire agreements.” 

“That War ended in 1990 with the 2+4 Agreement a 21% century Versailles 
Treaty,” Fabian snorted. “The United Nations is the new League of Nations; its 
five ‘League of Victors’ are ‘Permanent Members’ on the UN Security Council.” 

“They should also reveal how the Third Reich had its role in helping to 
engineer all of the societal changes which we are now witnessing,” Kathe opined. 

“For now, Kameraden,” Adelwolfa told them, “We should help Kamerad- 
Cousin Hans-Ulrich on his latest economic ploy with Kamerad-Cousin Bruno.” 
The four Brotzman Cousins of Reihsadler Squadron followed Rosalinde, Bruno, 
Heinricka, Perpetua and her cousins to the long table in the front of the room. 

A long table, including twelve chairs, had been brought into Classroom 321 
by Hannelore Bauer, Lance Jansen, and various Ryanite Neumann-Seton 
Jackbooters. Arrangements were made by the Helden to ensure that the Four 
Horsemen in The Dawning Day were not the teal Four Horsemen. For the duration of 
Brotzmanskrieg, Perpetua and her cousins were immediately renamed ‘Borussia’. 

“Did you both bring what we had asked of Hannelore and Lance, Hans- 
Ulrichr” Perpetua asked Ulrich and Heinricka. 
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“Jawohl, Eure Hoheit,’ Ulrich responded. Heinricka helped him free his wrist 
from handcuffs still attached to the leather handle. With his hand freed, Ulrich 
settled the briefcase in the middle of the table and opened it. Inside were stacked 
bundles of US Dollar, British Pound Sterling, EU/NATO Euros, Swiss Francs, 
Chinese Yuan, Japanese Yen banknotes, some old Brotzman family-owned 
Reichsmarks, and a never-before-seen currency. Hannelore and Lance had been 
storing all of those banknotes inside a safe somewhere in Neumann-Seton and 
gave Ulrich and Heinricka both key and safe combination. 

Heinricka and Ulrich placed the banknotes on the table beside the briefcase, 
closed the case and settled it on the polished floor. 

Bruno cracked a smile. Hannelore and Lance were tinkering around with a single 
batch of my prized ERPA Rounds lately, he thought. Picking up the new currency 
banknotes, he counted each individual note as he sifted through them. “What 
should we call those, ‘Lower House Speaker of the Convention?” 

“Apparently,” Ulrich recalled, “Hannelore and Lance told me that the notes 
were made with our whole family’s secret wealth and your ERPA Rounds in mind. 
Both were what compelled to conceptualize the ‘Schu/mark’—Schoolmarks—which 
are printed by the Ryanite student government’s ‘Ryanische Studentenbank der 
GAKSS’ (Ryanite College Students’ Bank of the Greater American Catholic 
School System) and circulated as Studentenbanknoten (College Student Banknotes).” 

“Shouldn’t the ‘Studentenbank der GAKSS’ be ‘Schulbank der GACSS’ (Primary 
& Secondary Students’ Bank of the GACSS) since none of us attend a college or a 
university?” Rosalinde pondered. 

“Nein, Kameradin Rosalinde,’ Bruno told her. “Far too many Studenten und 
Studentinen (Male and Female College Students) these days are swimming in Schuld 
(Debt/Guilt). The Catholic University’s Secret School Economy has reunified and 
its nuclear program under our control as the ‘Principality of CUA’. The SSEs of 
the other American Catholic colleges are ‘Protektorate (Protectorates). His 
Eminence has demanded that their students become Schuldenfrei (Debt-Free).” 

Heinricka, Perpetua and her cousins all gasped in terror. 

“Heilige Scheifve (Holy Shit)!” Rosalinde shrieked. “Every Central Bank in Herr 
Schacht’s BIS will be looking at GACSS with funny and nervous looks as if the 
Ryanites had just proclaimed themselves to be ‘Judenfre? (Jew-Free)!” 

Fabian laughed. “What a load of bullshit!” His clenched fist struck the table. 
“Everybody in the GACSS knows that the Juden are welcome here on the same 
ground as their converted Catholic brethren. That Austrian Ashkenazi from 
Jerusalem, Rebekah Griin, has Catholic and Jewish family members, is a Radical 
Distributist, and also Harold and Halfrida’s Israeli contact within the CSI/DI.” 

“Don’t forget Ophelia Said of Jerusalem, Fabian,” Heinricka added. “She has 
Catholic and Sunni and Shia Muslim family members, is a Radical Distributist, and 
also Harold and Halfrida’s Palestinian contact within the CSI/DI.” 

“Kameraden,” Ulrich said to the others, “Before we can mass-circulate our 
new Schulmark, we need to persuade the student government that it is a worthy 
investment. The Convention, both Lower and Upper Houses, need to vote on it 
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and have it etched into GACSS’ Verfassung forever. The Duopoly and Pax 
Americana will be scrambling to curtail the Schulmark as soon as they find out.” 
“Then we better make sure the Honor Court gets involved,” Bruno spoke. 
“And it will become a momentous occasion for all of us,” Perpetua smiled. 
2 KK 

Everyone in the GACSS had a say in the affairs of Cardinal Wolk and the 
student government, assuming they were not under orders from Emperor Bernard 
and Empress Benita, Horst Brotzman and Lady Ostara, or Democratic 
Congresswoman Cassandra and Thomas Jefferson Washington Reich. All of their 
ideologies and the student parties which upheld them were banned by the 
Speakers of the Lower and Upper Houses, State Chancellor, and State President. 
Cardinal Wolk also had a right to ban and expel such people in His Eminence’s 
ecclesiastical capacity as GACSS’ Head of State: the ‘President of the USCCB’. 

November 2. In response to the last month’s events at CUA, the Honor 
Court made a necessary revision to the Verfassung. ‘Student Council members presiding 
over the Ryanite affairs of their schools are elected at least once every two years and can only serve 
tvo consecutive terms. Student Assembly members presiding over the Ryanite affairs of their 
Dioceses and Archdioceses are elected once every four years. Lower House Convention members 
are elected once every four years for Deputy Representatives and every six years for 
Representatives, with Representatives restricted to to consecutive terms. 

November 3. Hundreds of thousands of American high school and college 
students staged a well-coordinated class walk-out that Monday. Nobody showed 
up for class in support for ending school violence and bullying and demanded 
“Gun Control’ (Read: Arms Control). The GACSS abstained. 

November 5. Neudeutschland sold Rosy War-era nuclear technology patents 
to the GACSS for $800,000,000,000. The patents were for Remnants-designed 
machinery to dispose of nuclear waste and neuter its harmful radioactive effects. 

November 9. Tens of thousands of American schoolteachers, after decades 
of stagnating or even declining wages, went on strike throughout the United 
States. Some picketed for better wages, while others literally begged for money and 
held up signs at passing motorists at the street corners near their schools. 
Meanwhile, the Ryanite Convention just passed a generous pay raise, with 
additional vacation time for all Ryanite teachers and educators in the GACSS. 

November 14. Millions of students from schools on Pacific Islands to cities 
like New York, London, Paris, Berlin and Vienna staged student strikes and 
protests over “Climate Change.’ The Ryanites of GACSS still attended school as 
usual, while the State Chancellery announced ‘development’ of zero-Carbon 
emitting gasoline and diesel engines (Read: We have the technology to stop 
Climate Change! We’re waiting for the Duopoly and the LIEO to let us use it!). 

November 17. President Wolff signed a new carbon tax to punish the 
Republican Party for losing the recent 2014 US Midterm Elections. 

November 24. The State Chancellery added a November 30 Parliamentary 
Hearing in the Lower House Convention for Harold and Halfrida. The Hearing’s 
header was ‘On the Establishment of the Studentenbank der GACSS? 
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November 30. In the Lower House of the Ryanite Convention, the Speaker 
and up to ten Ministers from the State Chancellery sat behind desks atop a 
slightly-elevated platform in the front of the Chamber. Ministers will only be 
seated on the platform when certain policy matters fall within their Ministerial 
jurisdictions. Seated behind them were the State Chancellor, the State President, 
and the Péaidfabne-the symbol of GACSS’ political legitimacy as claimant to the 
legacies of the First and the Second RPS. A podium stood beside the Plaidfahne 
and a large stainless steel crucifix, blessed by the ‘Head of State’—Cardinal Wolk— 
and mounted on the wall behind State Chancellor and State President. 

Unlike Westminster’s House of Commons, nobody sat on the side-bleachers 
just to be deemed ‘Political Left’ or ‘Political Right’ respectively. Nobody sitting 
on the crossbenches in the back was the ‘Political Center’. Unlike Duopoly’s 
House of Representatives, the ruling government was never seated on the ‘Right’ 
and their opposition was never seated on the ‘Left’. No Grandfather Clocks. 

Party organization and support from both clergy and laity determined the 
seating arrangement at a minimal 5% of votes in a Student Government Election. 
The State Chancellor and State President were both elected in secret ballots every 
five years and both State Chancellor and President depended on either the overall 
strength of the student parties or, in Harold and Halfrida’s case, their overall 
political support from the Ryanites, the clergy, the religious, the laity, and all their 
political allies in Brotzmanskrieg. 

Harold valued well-planned, well-executed, methodical, meticulous, and 
prescient policies. Halfrida favored simple and practical ones, leaving enough 
room for ‘Disciplined Disobedience’—the ability to adjust and pursue policies quickly 
and efficiently. | Ulrich = embodied self-awareness, _ self-knowledge, 
straightforwardness, togetherness, and camaraderie—‘Competitive Collectivism’, 
Radical Distributism’s Roman Catholic antithesis to Liberal Capitalist, Marxist- 
Leninist, and Fascist and National Socialist forms of political governance. 

The largest and most powerful student party, Catholic Identity First, always 
sat in the bleachers and crossbenches furthest away from the Speaker, the State 
Chancellor and State President, and the Péaidfahne. Their overall political strength 
ensured that Ulrich would become the Speaker of the Lower House, and Father 
Leonard to be appointed as the Speaker of the Upper House by Cardinal Wolk. 
After CIF party were Representative Margaret Diana Richardson and the party 
members from Harold’s party, Dove Lobby, followed by Halfrida’s party, Hawk 
Lobby. Those who sat closest to the front were Bruno and his like-minded 
Cousins’ party, VPdSG, and Duchess Perpetua and her cousins’ party, the LAU. 

Note that as the closer one advances away from the back and closer to the 
front of the Chamber, the Speaker, State Chancellor and State President’s sense of 
situational awareness increases. Following this seating arrangement and having 
student government opposition closest to the front, Ulrich, Harold, and Halfrida 
acquired an ability to distinguish between their priorities. Had they followed the 
British Westminster system, Bruno and Perpetua would be seated on the left. Had 
they followed the Duopoly’s Congressional system, Bruno would be on the Far- 
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Left and Perpetua on the Far-Right. The intended purpose here was never to 
single out political opposition, but give Ulrich, Harold, and Halfrida easier access 
to political weaponry devised during the time of Helmut and Renate Brotzman. 

Bruno and Perpetua’s presence in the front can indicate several factors, all of 
which Ulrich, Harold, and Halfrida must consider or face their consequences. It 
can reflect a newfound interest among certain Ryanites regarding Climate Change 
or a newfound interest in the Traditional Catholic Mass by truly faithful 
Traditionalist Roman Catholics in official communion with Rome. Certain 
Ryanites would like GACSS to institute reforms. It could imply that some Ryanites 
believe that GACSS needs to consider adhering to aspects of Church teaching. It 
could represent a potential area for Radical Distributism to break new ground. 
And it can even indicate growing signs of external subversion by ideological rivals. 

Regardless, it was up to Ulrich, Harold, and Halfrida to decide and doing so 
grants them access to their aforementioned weapons. Buwrgfriedenspolitik (Castle 
Peace Politics): Adopt Bruno and Perpetua’s ideas as Domestic Policy. We/qpolittk 
(World Politics): Adopt Bruno and Perpetua’s ideas as Foreign Policy. Machipolitik 
(Power Politics): Adopt Bruno and Perpetua’s ideas in both Domestic and Foreign 
Policies. Tendenzpolitik (Tendency-oriented Politics): Support Bruno and Perpetua 
only in pursuing a shared goal or objective; the policies will be changed later. 
Realpolitik (Reality-oriented Politics): Recognize that Bruno and Perpetua’s 
presence is a consequence of need for reforms and act accordingly and decisively. 
Sonderweg (Special Path): Enact policies in opposition to Bruno and Perpetua. 
Golden Mean: Enact reforms to appease the dissenters and thus embolden Bruno 
and Perpetua’s political power. Schaukelpolitik, (Seesaw Politics): Pit Bruno and 
Perpetua against each other in truth-telling dialectics, delegitimizing them. 

Each option can always be justified as being necessary and in the interests of 
Ryanites of the Greater American Catholic School System. However, not all of 
these options will be the correct, ideal, or morally just option. Some will yield to 
disastrous results for the GACSS and its fate within Brotymanskrieg and afterward. 

An arsenal of Check and Balances and Subsidiarity-oriented weapons also 
existed for the Convention to prevent Ulrich, Harold, and Halftrida from abusing 
power and to hold them accountable. Convention Representatives were permitted 
to cast ‘Vote of No Confidence’ to depose Harold and Ulrich, but never Halfrida. 
That responsibility belonged to Cardinal Wolk as GACSS Head of State. A 
‘Balance of Power’? was always the ideal for the GACSS, which Radical 
Distributism always emphasized the balancing and the transcending of all 
opposing interests, extremists groups, and the petty lobbyism and squabbling 
which plague all Liberal Capitalist governments like Duopoly, Westminster, the 
EU/NATO, and the United Nations General Assembly. The Honor Court had 
the honors of policing them, the Upper House, and the State Chancellery. In 
Ryanite student governance, the ideological basis had always been Paragraphs 1878 
through 1927 in The Catechism of the Catholic Church. 

On this day, the Lower House debated over various domestic and foreign 
policy issues, one of them being the establishment of the Stwdentenbank and the 
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Schulmark. Harold and Halfrida were both seated on the platform, convening the 
session with Cousin Ulrich. The Brotzman twins must listen and ask questions as 
the Representatives and Deputy Representatives made their cases. It was the 
responsibility of the members of Convention to have ready answers to all of their 
questions, otherwise Ulrich, Harold or Halfrida may decide to reject the policy 
proposal altogether. 

The only way for the rejection to be overturned required Ulrich and one of 
the Brotzman twins or else both twins in Ulrich’s case. If the policy was either 
proven by the Lower House to be conducive to the interests of the Ryanites and 
promoting the Catholicity of GACSS, Cardinal Wolk was allowed to overturn it 
regardless of their vote unless Ulrich, Harold, and Halfrida have evidence to the 
contrary. If neither of the four were correct, then the thirteen sitting Judges in the 
Honor Court overturned it instead. 

The student parties in the GACSS, before debating in the presences of 
Ulrich, Harold and Halfrida, were given up to five days to meet behind closed 
doors and plan, revise, tinker, and plot how a policy proposals. Unlike the 
Duopoly, the Convention had no ‘Committees’ and ‘Subcommittees’ to deter and 
prevent any purposeful policy from reaching the State Chancellor, State President, 
and Cardinal Wolk. Convention members were supposed to get together, 
regardless of party affiliation and decide whether it was worth their time and the 
times of Ulrich and the Brotzman twins. Basically, that meant every single closed- 
door conversation among Ryanites within the student government in World in 
Flames, Fame and Honor, The Plaid Dream, and The Dawning Day. 

“The Convention will now come to order, Kameraden,” Ulrich declared, 
banging his wooden gavel against a wooden mallet three times. When everyone 
had enough time and opportunities to make their case heard, the Lower House 
then voted on the policy proposal. A squad of Adelburgers also served as Serjeant- 
at-Arms inside the Lower House and tasked with distributing referenda ballots. 
Only Adelbu Leibgarde personnel were Serjeant-at-Arms of the Lower House, 
their appointments chosen by both the State President and the State Chancellor. 

The Secretary of the State Chancellery, Allison Schmidt, will receive the 
ballots from each Serjeant-at-Arms. It was her responsibility, as someone vetted 
and appointed by the State President and State Chancellor, count the total tally of 
the votes. Two Adelbu Serjeant-at-Arms assisted and supervised her as she 
counted. With the tallies recorded, the two Adelburgers escorted her to the base of 
the platform. Allison will walk up the steps of the platform and hand Ulrich the 
total tallies of ‘Ja’ and ‘Nein’ in a sheet of paper on a clipboard. She was to then 
leave the platform and return to her original position behind the crossbenches. 

Ulrich, staring at the tallies on the clipboard, spoke into his microphone. “On 
this vote, there are 109 ‘Ja’ and 109 ‘Nein.’ I, the Speaker of the Lower House, 
voted ‘Ja.””’ He rolled his eyes. “The State Chancellor has voted ‘Nein’ and for 
understandable reasons. The State President has voted for the Affirmative, 
bringing the final total to ‘110.”’ Ulrich banged the mallet against the gavel. “The 
Lower House Convention session tonight has now been adjourned.” 
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With Halfrida as the Lower House’s tiebreaker, if the Lower House acquired 
a majority of votes, the policy proposal will then be brought to the Upper House 
inside the Auditorium. Its members were either ex-officio members from the 
USCCB, were appointed directly by Cardinal Wolk and the Upper House, or else 
appointed from a vetted list compiled by Harold and Halfrida. The list contained 
the names of all Ryanites awarded a ‘Golden Clasp’ to their 24 and 1st Class 
Service Crosses. The State Chancellor and the State President cannot award a 
Golden Clasp to a Ryanite without their 1st Class Service Cross. And the State 
Chancellery cannot award any Ryanite their 1st Class Service Cross without first 
awarding them a 2™4 Class. The Convention and the Honor Court had every right 
to inquire, disapprove, and reject the award. 

The Upper House shared an almost identical seating arrangement and had 
similar approaches comparable to a ‘House of Lords’—or its more accurate name, 
the ‘House of Commissars’-—with the Auditorium stage standing in for the 
platform at the Lower House. The President of the USCCB cannot be removed 
unless Houses of the Convention, the Honor Court, and State Chancellery can 
collectively make common cause. Everyone must work together as clergy, religious 
and laity to present a case to the rest of the USCCB that His Eminence needs to 
retire sooner rather than later. 

December 1. The ink dried on the documents to establish the Studentenbank. 
The Schulmark was to gradually become GACSS’ ‘parallel cryptocurrency’ backed 
by the Arbeit (Labor) and Zet (Time) productivity of the entire Ryanite 
Volksgemeinschaft and issued ‘Schuldenfrei und Interessenfre? (Debt-Free and 
Interest-Free). With the Studentenbank always in Ryanite hands and eventually 
circulating Schulmark, GACSS will finally set all of Catholic Education free from 
the forces of Liberal Capitalism. 

The Studentenbank and unique parallel cryptocurrency meant that the 
student government’s own spending no longer hindered the Ryanite SSE. It 
certainly would if it were a Liberal Capitalist SSE and the student government 
wanted to create economic prosperity whenever Jackbooters like Hannelore and 
Lance were unable to do so. A Radical Distributist Studentenbank spared the 
Ryanite SSE from Deflation and risking a possible Recession or Depression. 

It prevented the Voleskorper which defined the SSE from exhausting itself 
and conserving the energies of its students and their families, relatives, friends, and 
business associates on moments that mattered most. That also meant Inflation was 
no longer an issue as well. Thus, the value of the Schulmark was s/meless insofar as 
a 100 SM in one year remained constant as 100 SM in the next year and therefore 
unchangeable until the Studentenbank expanded or constricted the money supply at 
student government request and in sync with the overall economic activity of the 
whole GACSS. Ryanite finances at that point will become mune to the external 
economic forces plaguing Liberal Capitalism, thus limiting the amount of damage 
Pax Americana can inflict on GACSS’ SSE with their economic sanctions and 
trade embargoes. And since Schulmark operated as a parallel cryptocurrency 
incapable of being used as a medium of exchange outside the GACSS and the 
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CSI/DI in foreign currency exchanges, Schulmark was invisible to the Duopoly and 
the LIEO’s financial systems. It will stay zavisible as long as the Studentenbank still 
worked alongside Guilds of Jackbooters specializing in localized credit unions also 
operating on the Islamic principles of Hawala. 

Printing presses in Wonderland, the Ryanite capital city, was churning out the 
first batch of Schulmarks for mass circulation on January 1 and afterward. Foreign 
currency exchange rates adjusted for LIEO inflation, corruption, incompetence, 
laziness, stupidity, and selfishness. The result: uneven currency exchange rates 
between LIEO currencies and those of GACSS’ Schulmark. Even if GACSS 
readjusted their Schulmark, all LIEO currencies struggled to compete. 

December 31. The Anti-EuroGov Pact held a New Year’s Eve party inside 
Classroom 318 of Neumann-Seton. It was official: Perpetua and Bruno were 
defecting and making their new lives in the GACSS under assumed identities. 
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Part Sive: €s Lebe, Das Geheime Deutschland! 


(Long Live the Secret Germany!) 
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Chapter Forty One: Nibelungentreue 
(Ryanite Chorus; Dec. 31, 2014-Jan. 30, 2015) 


“Prussiandom and Socialism stand together against the Inner England, against the [Liberal 
Capitalist] worldview that [infects] our entire life as a people, crippling it and stealing its soul. 
The working class must liberate itself from the illusions of Marxism [and Hitlerism]. Marx is 
dead [and so is Hitler]. [SJocialism is just beginning|.] For the Worker, there is only Prussian 
Socialism or nothing. For Conservatives, there is only Conscious Socialism or destruction. [W Je 
need liberation from [Liberal Capitalist] Democracy|;] [w]e have our own [Democracy]. [A]nd 
to the new International that is now in the irreversible process of preparation we can contribute the 
ideas of worldwide organization and the world state; the [Duopoly] can suggest the idea of 
worldwide exploitation and trusts; the [Conspiracy will only] offer [you] nothing.” 

-Oswald Spengler, PreuBentum Und Sozialismus 


Classroom 321 of Neumann-Seton. The Anti-EuroGov Pact had just worked 

together to depict, in the simplest manner possible, Radical Distributism in all 
its Rabw und Ebre (Fame and Honor). The rest of the Anti-EuroGov Pact 
celebrated their successes this New Yeat’s Eve inside Classroom 318. Harold, 
Halfrida, Ulrich, Heinricka, Bruno, Perpetua, Lance, and Hannelore stayed behind 
to gaze in awe of their handiwork. 

This economic and financial model relied on a steady, sustainable, and 
productive [’o/k-its ultimate beneficiary—to perpetuate its existence. Nothing will 
be wasted and nothing will be squandered. Its monetary and financial system, the 
‘Ryaniscthe Studentenbank der GAKSS’, will never be privatized or controlled by any 
privatized bank. This especially applied more so to those connected to Central 
Banks connected to the repressive ‘Mother of All Central Banks on the Erde’: 
Hjalmar Schacht’s BIS (Bank for International Settlements). 

Instead, clandestine cells of Ryanite Jackbooters versed in the Islamic Hawala 
were connected to decentralized networks of Distributist-style Credit Unions 
receiving orders, money, and capital from the Studentenbank on behalf of all 
Ryanites in the GACSS. The student government directed its Stadentenbank to 
expand or constrict the money supply not only to cover the student government’s 
collective expenses, but also distributing money to Credit Unions functioning as 
the nucleus for all the cells of Hawaladars. 

As the teal owner of the Studentenbank, the student government must 
sustain the Ryanite SSE by enacting the perfect combination of fiscal and 
monetary policies to ensure that the value of each Schulmark was steady. The 
Convention and the Studentenbank will never allow the Ryanite SSE to grow too 
quickly, otherwise Inflation will occur and the Schulmark depreciates at the same 
time as overwork, resource depletion, environmental degradation, and exploitation 
of the Volksk6rper and both their time and labor. 

Conversely, they will never slow down economic growth too rapidly, too 
suddenly, or too frequently, because the student government will always run 
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expenditures regardless. There was always work to be done in the GACSS and 
there were plenty of incentives for every Ryanite to contribute something 
meaningful to it. And so long as nobody privatized the Studentenbank, the 
Schulmark will be spared from appreciation through Deflation, preventing both 
Recessions and Depressions from becoming possible. 

The Studentenbank was forbidden by the Honor Court in the Ryanite 
Verfassung to become privatized by the student government or by any private 
individual or business. It will not charge Interest and incur Schuld for profit. 
Interest Rates were always set at precisely 0% so long as the GACSS still had a 
Radical Distributist regime. Schuld was incurred only on the exact amount each 
Ryanite had borrowed over a given timeframe. It was through the Credit Unions 
and their Hawaladars that the Studentenbank offered potential borrowers Interest- 
free loans to all potential Borrowers. 

Under such a system, Schu/d and Interest were no longer the incentives for the 
Ryanite Hawala brokers and their Credit Unions to sustain themselves, to sustain 
any Radical Distributist economy for that matter. Instead, E/re (Honor) and Tree 
(Loyalty) took their places, their tarnished connotations to the Hitlerists’ ‘Mezne 
Ebre heift Treue (My Honor is Loyalty) devalued and devoid of its original motto 
within the 44. A policy of ‘Nébelungentreue (Nibelungen Loyalty) on both Lender 
and Borrower ensured that everything ran smoothly. 

No Lender will take more than the exact amount that the Borrower had 
asked for. No Lender will discriminate against a Borrower’s inability to pay, for the 
State Chancellery’s ‘Ministry of Religion and Enrollment’ will instead readjust their 
Schuld with the Borrower through ‘Meaningful Work’ opportunities. The Lender 
will be charged with Vo/ksverrater (Traitor to the People) for lending Schulmarks to 
Borrowers with Interest, profiting off of a Borrower’s Schuld, counterfeiting 
Schulmarks, financially speculating on the value of Schulmark in a Futures Market, 
or even giving a Borrower Schulmarks to commit crime. 

Every Borrower will borrow their Schulmarks with the intention to use them, 
paying back only the exact amount which he or she had borrowed. Every 
Borrower who cannot pay back has a legal right to Default and pursue Meaningful 
Work opportunities in a national service or enterprise. The Borrower will be 
charged with Vo/esverhetzung (Incitement to Hatred) for discriminating, slandering, 
or insulting the Lender within the transaction as a ‘Jude’ (Jew), regardless if they are 
a Non-Jewish Gentile. Special courts will be established to present their cases. 

“Perhaps this is what Savitri Devi had envisioned the enemies of the 
Grandfather Clock, the so-called ‘Men against Time?” Halfrida stroked her chin. 
“What do you think, dear brother?” She turned to him. 

“T am both hopeful and anxious on this, sis,” Harold voiced. 

“Herr Staatskanzler,” Bruno told him, “Cousin Ulrich, Heinricka, Hannelore, 
Lance, and I have checked all the possibilities. If our intention was to replace the 
defective parts on the Grandfather Clock, then we did just that.” 

“Eh,” Hannelore grumbled, “Had she written The Lightning and the Sun in 
macroeconomic terms, Savitri Devi would have been remembered as the ‘High 
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Priestess of National Socialist Macroeconomics.’ Nobody would remember her as 
Nicholas Goodrick-Clarke’s “High Priestess of Adolf Hitler.”’ She stepped away 
from the others to guzzle down on a glass bottle of Eagle’s Flight root beer soda 
resting on a desk in the front-row center. She grabbed an unopened glass bottle 
resting on the desk adjacent to it and strutted back to the others. 

“So Savitri Devi Mukherji, born ‘Maximiani Julia Portas’, really is the 
antithesis of Alisa Zinovyevna Rosenbaum, better known as ‘Ayn Rand’ or the 
‘High Priestess of Liberal Capitalist Macroeconomics?” Lance mused. 

“Ostara wasn’t joking when she was making those crazy predictions back on 
9/11, Lance.” Hannelore handed him the other bottle. “Our work here proves it.” 

“What happens if this Chapter ends up being twelve or fourteen pages?” 
Harold shuddered. “The final cost of this book by the time it is up for sale will be 
more expensive compared to all the other novels in this Series!” 

Perpetua rolled her eyes. “Does it even matter at this point?” She shook her 
head, her arms crossed. “Everything in a Liberal Capitalist Democracy is always a 
matter of spending less money by government and trying to grow an economy like 
a cancerous tumor! Everything in a Radical Distributist Democracy is always a 
matter of whether everyone’s time and labors will be well-spent and meaningful!” 

“Take a look at what Hannelore and I made for currency denominations and 
exchange rates.” Lance pointed at a chart taped to the marker board and labeled 
‘Foreign Currency Exchange Rates.’ “Harold, you will notice that we and your Cousins’ 
Ulrich, Heinricka, and Bruno made sure to take the Duopoly into account.” 

“And unlike those unlucky bastards who tried doing this,” Halfrida spoke, 
“We know better. We now have the firepower and the humility to acknowledge 
that the Duopoly would eventually want to curtail this parallel cryptocurrency. It’s 
something that we need to prepare for, dear brother, not cowering in fear!” 

The chart on the marker board listed all the available Schu/pfennig (&; School 
Penny) coins and Studentenbanknoten (Student Banknotes) for Schulmarks. Every 
“100%” is worth ‘1S. Thus, the ‘Schu/pfennigs were all coins in denominations of 
18, 2%, 58, 10%, 508, followed by 15M, 25M, and 58M. The ‘Schulmarks’ were all 
banknotes in denominations of 105M, 208M, 508M, 1008M, 500SM, and 1000S. 

Lower denominations of Schulpfennigs were made of Steel, depicting GACSS’ 
White Dove on the reverse and engravings of the Radical Distributist “Scales of 
Judgement’ on the front. An inscription was engraved below the White Dove. 
“Habent sua Fata Libelli et Bali (Books and Bullets have their own destinies),”” 
Perpetua murmured. “Ernst Jiinger was a genius for coming up with that phrase.” 

“That also explains why Hannelore and Lance are both terrible riflemen in 
battle and enjoy spraying their bullets all over the place!’ Harold cried. 

1SM, 2SM, and 5SM coins were made of solid silver and gold, their values no 
longer worth their weights in silver and gold commodity prices on Real World 
commodity markets in the LIEO. Higher denomination Schulmarks were printed 
with depictions of Ryanites toiling as Jackbooters and Guild members, as RGA 
and Adelbu soldiers, as Civil Guard prefects, and as Catholic educators and 
teachers, clergymen and religious. “Without God and Neighbor, the front inscription 
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on the front of all Schulmarks warned, ‘I_Am Worthless and Meaningless. Together, We 
Are Worth Everything to the Greater American Catholic School System 

“Regardless,” Heinricka chimed, “GACSS should have our foreign currency 
exchange rates reworked on its own terms only. It can’t be on Duopoly, 
EU/NATO, BIS, IMF, World Bank, and World Economic Forum’s terms.” 

The bottom half of the chart listed a table of exchange rates from one foreign 
currency to Schulmarks. At the time of its introduction, January 1, 2015, the 
purchasing power of the Ryanite Schu/wark was twenty times more valuable than 
Bruno’s ERPA Rounds. Its overall value depended on three factors. It was backed 
by overall productivity of GACSS’ SSE; the full faith and credit of the Ryanite 
student government to regulate its financial system; and the Studentenbank 
readjusting the Schulmark’s foreign exchange rates. How the Schulmark was 
pegged to different exchange rate regimes corresponded to foreign currencies in 
circulation among the ‘Men in Time’ (LIEO), the ‘Men above Time’ (SGIEO), the 
‘Men against Time’ (Unaligned Socialisms and the Anti-EuroGov Pact), and the 
‘Men without Time’ (CSI/DI). 

“What will be the point of GACSS if Pax Americana can use the US Dollat’s 
global hegemony against the value of the Schulmark?” Halfrida’s eyes narrowed, 
her arms folded. “Our Secret School Economy will suffer the same fate as the 
Russian Rubble these past several months in Putin’s Russia by the LIEO.” 

“Ganz genau,” Ulrich retorted. “After all, the Soviet Union tried to depend on 
petroleum production for much of their wealth, not knowing that the Duopoly 
can always manipulate global petroleum prices through the House of Saud. It pays 
to have a plan and the means to carty it out.” 

“No plan will get us Perestroika,’ Lance warned, “Whereas no means will only 
get us Chairman Mao’s infamous ‘Great Leap Forward.” 

“And remember,” Perpetua told Harold, “There’s a treason why the 
‘Petrodollar’ continues to exist since the end of Bretton Woods. If Saddam 
Hussein decides to sell petroleum in Euros, the Duopoly will invade. If Muammar 
Gaddafi opts for a gold-backed African Dinar, the Duopoly will invade.” 

“Tt’s up to the Anti-EuroGov Pact and the GACSS as a whole to prevent that 
from happening, dear brother,” Halfrida added. “Nobody said this will be easy.” 

Chuckling, Harold smirked. ““Who says you can’t have fun in war,’ sis?” 

Halfrida’s mischievous wide grin widened even more. “I know,” she giggled. 

2K 
(Two weeks later) 

January 16. “If nothing truly ended in the 20% century,’ Harold’s voice 
bellowed out of a stereo speaker, “This also applies for the 19‘ century and its 
Empires! Where the old Empires had crumbled, other Empires thrive! Today’s 
Empires ate Corporate like McDonald’s, Coca-Cola, and Halliburton; 
Supranational like EU/NATO, IMF, WTO, and UN; Sectarian like ISIS; 
Ideological like Liberal Capitalism; and Heretical like the Americanist Heresy!” 

The State Chancellor was delivering a speech inside the Lower House of the 
Ryanite Convention. “We Ryanites are Anti-Imperialistic insofar as we refuse to 


402 


WORLD IN FLAMES 
take an Empire’s place, only for GACSS to meet a similar fate. Yes, we should 
continue to maintain a Balance of Power in the Real World, Dweller World, and 
the Otherworld. However, we must pursue our We/politik wisely.” 

“To the Catholic SSEs aligned with our CSI/DI: Pursue a form of Radical 
Distributism tailored to your Kuw/tur—your Catholic Culture—and meeting the needs 
of the Volkskérper-the student body—and their collective future. And we must 
refrain from emulating the wrongs of the ChesterBellocists and the Socreds...” 

The encrypted radio transmission, along with Harold’s voice, was drowned in 
a deluge of static. Perpetua was readjusting the frequency of an old shortwave 
radio resting atop a table. She, Ulrich, Rosalinde, and Heinricka seated around a 
round table inside the officer’s quarters of a Ryanite merchant U-Boat sailing 
beneath the waters of the Indian Ocean. 

Ulrich read the most recent copy of Catholic School Observer. Rosalinde played 
an educational video game on Heinricka’s laptop, whilst Heinricka browsed the 
Luminar App on her Phonophore. At a small desk across from them, Bruno 
played Shégi with Rebekah Grin. They moved the individual pieces on the board. 
“T can’t believe I am playing this game with a Neo-Nazi...,” Rebekah shuddered, 
murmuring. “So you think differently from the Hitlerists?” 

“Natirlich, Kameradin Rebekah,’ Brano swore to her. “I do not spend my 
weekends cramped in a Ryanite merchant U-Boat by obsessing over somebody’s 
appearance or if they are a Jude. | am proud that the Holy Father canonized Pope 
John Paul II last year. I am proud, because Pope St. John Paul I’s rapprochement 
with Judaism is an adherence to the principles outlined in Nostra Acetate.” 

“Ich sebe (I see).” Rebekah moved a knight piece. 

Bruno maneuvered his rook piece against her knight. “Race does not even 
concern me all that much either.” 

“Can you say the same for your siblings and like-minded Cousins?” She 
moved her bishop piece against his king piece. 

“Jawohl,” he acknowledged. “We are Socialists in the same vein as the 
Soldatenkonig, Friedrich Wilhelm I. Socialism to us did not begin with Karl Marx 
and Friedrich Engels; they only borrowed aspects just to create The Communist 
Manifesto. Lenin, Stalin, and Trotsky were following Marx, not the So/datenkonig. 
The so-called ‘Socialism’ the Duopoly and Westminster obsess over is Soviet 
Marxist-Leninism, because they view all Socialisms as ‘Marxist-Leninism.” 

“What difference does it make?” Rebekah’s bishop prevailed against one of 
Bruno’s knights. She proceeded to sip on a glass of fine Champagne. 

“My ancestral Heimat, Prussia, was as not teligiously and_ ethnically 
homogenous as the Clancyites insist,” Bruno told her. “It was but heterogeneous, 
and yet, I consider its former Protestants, Catholics, Juden, Deutschen, Poles, 
Sorbs and Kashubians as Prussian if they were loyal to Prussia. As for my other 
Cousins like Harold and Halfrida, the Protestants are a different matter because of 
their Bavarian friend, Hannelore Bauer, and the Ku/turkampf.” 

“Then what was the Antisemitism all about?” Rebekah questioned. 
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“Let’s be honest,” Bruno said, “If you spent your life working in the Trump 
Taj Mahal in Atlantic City and it fails, do you blame Trump or Liberal Capitalist 
macroeconomic forces beyond Trump’s control? You can apply that same logic to 
the industrialization trends that occurred during the 19* century.” 

Bruno captured one of Rebekah’s General pieces. “The Hitlerists were not 
Antisemitic in the Sectarian sense, but in the macroeconomic sense. It would be 
like blaming Trump when the Trump Taj Mahal is slated for closure. That man 
knew which way the wind in Atlantic City was blowing and he could have 
conducted himself differently, had America not been Liberal Capitalist. GACSS 
would never have instituted its financial policies without my help.” 

“And what have you done?” She captured one of his general pieces. 

“T helped GACSS ban all forms of financial speculation on the valuation of 
its Schulmarks and ERPA Rounds.” He captured another of her generals. 
“Industrial Kapital (Capital) will always generate Wealth and Standards of Living— 
goods, commodities and products which the GACSS still needs. However, Ryanite 
labor is now freed from Kapital, from all the hands on the Grandfather Clock—the 
coin, the colon, the crotch, and the Invisible Hand of the Enlightenment. Karl 
Marx anticipated this in The Fragment on Machines in the 19% century. Ernst Jinger 
predicted this in Hefopolis and Eumeswil in the 20% century. And in this century, the 
21st century, Paul Mason argues for it in PostCapitalism.” 

He captured one of her knights. “Kapeta/ no longer dominates the Ryanites’ 
work and leisure so long as their automated machinery functions. No need to 
sustain Schuld and endless growth. GACSS is spared from the problems with 
economic migrants and refugees: the flaring of the same Vd/kisch (Populist) 
sentiments which led to Volksverhetzung, Hitlerism, and the Shoah (Holocaust).” 

“Zeit (Time) will dominate work and leisure, creating potential economic 
incentives for ‘Work-Life Balance’ for all Ryanites. Wealth in the GACSS is now 
defined as ‘time and effort exerted by Ryanite labor and machinery versus Ryanite 
leisure’. Life is sacred and so is everyone’s time; every Ryanite must make the most 
of their time. Idle time just leads to corruption, crime, laziness, decadence, 
lawlessness, and destruction. ‘Meaningful Work’ will no longer be a Spenglerian 
Piped Piper; it will be a way of life for the CSI/DI.” 

“Climate Change is real and it is also an opportunity for GACSS to build 
itself an unshakeable moral position,” she acknowledged. 

“Genau,” he added, “And we all know that solar and wind power is 
inefficient and coal is naughtier than porn. Nuclear is time consuming in terms of 
radioactivity and the Anomalies to counteract its hazardous qualities are too 
expensive to afford or its ACPs are inaccessible for Ryanite Anomaly Scavengers.” 

“Ich weif,’ she sighed, “The Clancyites own all the ‘Chernobyl Anomalies!’ 
But GACSS’ oxygen purifiers in Wonderland are not powerful enough to 
counteract all greenhouse gas emissions.” 

“What can GACSS do, one may ask?” Bruno said. “Today, GACSS is a Real 
World Fibrer—a ‘Leader’ —in Synthetic Gasoline and Synthetic Rubber production. 
We have put the ’o/e in Appalachia back to Meaningful Work, not languishing in 
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despair and shooting up Heroin somewhere. We have demonstrated our zero- 
carbon contributions to Climate Change with our Synthetic Gasoline and 
Synthetic Rubber production manufactories.” 

“As for Wealth Inequality?” She moved her king piece away from his pieces. 

“Ours is not the same ‘Wealth Inequality’ plaguing the Real World today. It is 
an inequality between those who invested their Zeit wisely and those who buried 
their Zeet on boredom and idleness. The 20 century question of the ‘Means of 
Production’ has already been solved. Today, the new question is now the ‘Flow of 
Information’ and whether it should count as a property right or not. The Duopoly 
has already failed to address that question.” He captured her king piece. 

2 KK 

Every Ryanite in the GACSS had a Student Allowance Ledger with the Third 
Plenary Council of Baltimore’s ‘Tze VI, Of the Education of Catholic Youth’. \t read: 
“§1) Catholic schools, especially parochial, viz., of their absolute necessity and the obligation of 
pastors to establish them. Parents must send their children to such schools unless the Bishop 
should judge the reason for sending them elsewhere to be sufficient. Ways and means are also 
considered for making the parochial schools more efficient. It is desirable that these schools be free. 
(§2) Every effort must be made to have suitable schools of higher education for Catholic youth, 

GACSS knew better than not starting Brotzmanskrieg without first having 
teliable Ryanite mass media communications and control its flow of information. 
By Catholic Schools Week 2015, it already had a student government-owned 
media apparatus, the shadowy and clandestine ‘Ministry of Catholic Evangelization 
and Enlightenment’. Every journalist, editor, novelist, educator, teacher, musician, 
actor, artist, director, poet, singer, band, orchestra, and filmmaker had roles to 
play. No foreign corporate entity or so-called ‘private individual’ shall reign over 
the minds, coins, colons, and crotches of privately-owned Ryanite media outlets. 

Likewise, the Convention would never have supported the Studentenbank, 
only to later witness it be destroyed along with themselves and the GACSS. It had 
to be fervently committed to the Catholic faith, to the ideals of Catholic 
Education, and to the New Evangelization. Its ideological allegiance to Radical 
Distributism shall be on par with the 7. Adelbu Panzer-Division Leibgarde Harold 
Brotzman and the Fallschirm-Panzer Division Ulrich Brotzman. 

Personnel drawn from RGA High Command, Plaid Orchestra, Adelburgers, 
Wachtruppen and Sicherheitsabteilung, Cabinet Ministries, every Ryanite Industry and 
Enterprise, Flagship, Syndicate, Corporation, and the Eddie Mack Trading House. 
Chefs and Caravaneers, Merchant U-Boat and MAC (Merchant Aircraft Carrier) 
crews, MATV programmers and C-Wing pilots, credit union tellers, accountants, 
bankers, and administrators pressed into service. Others training and 
demonstration school instructors, old members of First and Second RPS, and 
veterans of the Rosy War trained in financial warfare. Everyone received enough 
financial firepower to seize and hold ground as a ‘Fixed Exchange Rate Regime’. 

Service rifles were printing presses shooting Schulmarks and ERPA Rounds. 
Cartridges chambered not in 7.62mm NATO, 7.62mm Soviet or 7.92 mm Kurz, 
but US Dollar, British Pound Sterling, Brazilian Real, EU/NATO Euro, Swiss 
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Franc, Russian Ruble, Indian Rupee, Chinese Yuan, and Japanese Yen. Gun 
barrels pointing downrange at anyone and anything daring to privatize—a Clancyite 
word for ‘to deflower and sodomize’—the Ryanite SSE and its Volkskérper. And 
like any other armed RGA or Adelbu formation, they too needed ammunition. 

Bruno, Ulrich, Hannelore, Lance, Drusilla, Perpetua, Heinricka, the Lovers, 
Halfrida, and even Cardinal Wolk had been preparing for the moment. The Anti- 
EuroGov Pact spent almost five years training, and equipping this institution as an 
elite combined-arms formation of an RGA Jager (Hunter) Division. In practice, 
GACSS’ Fixed Exchange Rate Regime was a well-oiled, well-built war machine. 

The Stadentenbank controlled circulations of all foreign currencies; those who 
had foreign currencies first needed to set up a free account with the Hawaladars. It 
must deter Speculation Attacks from Pax Americana on SPAM and prevent 
Duopoly from creating a monetary black market inside the GACSS to destroy the 
Ryanite SSE. But the Duopoly did not control that black market; GACSS did. 

Congressional Democrats and Republicans were both angry at GACSS for 
helping some lobbyists and President Wolff enact the ‘Kohler Act’ with loopholes 
for the ‘Plaid Prohibition’, increasing all Ryanite US Dollar reserves three-fold. 
GACSS’ SSE still ran a tight operation under Radical Distributism and nobody did 
business with it unless they were Ryanite Jackbooters; in the Anti-EuroGov Pact 
and CSI/DI; ot were invited and vetted by trusted outsiders like Lance and 
Hannelore’s employers, Eddie Mack and Elizabeth Bauer respectively. 

The Student government of a friendly SSE in the SGIEO or the CSI/DI 
member-SSE signed an ‘Agreement to Establish a Fair and Noble Exchange Rate’. 
Signatories were Jackbooters whom GACSS were already doing business with and 
shared the Ryanite concerns of US Dollars, Euros, and Swiss Francs falling into 
Duopoly and Clancyite hands. Such an Agreement also shielded Ryanite 
Caravaneers from Duopoly financial attacks against GACSS’ other trading 
partners: Cuba, Venezuela, Syria, Iran, and North Korea; a special provision was 
also included to protect all five from setbacks GACSS sustained in Brotzmanskrieg. 

Raw materials and finished goods exported to or imported from GACSS 
were now paid with the new 2015 Series ERPA Rounds. Neudeutschland, Dweller 
Coalition, the CSI/DI, Bauer Industries, Wolff Corporation, and all five nation- 
state trading partners always received blue-colored ones with watermarks of St. 
Johann Neumann. Meanwhile, the Western Commonwealth Trading Houses and 
other neutral SSEs within the SGIEO and neutral nation-states in the LIEO got 
green-colored ones with watermarks of St. John Newman. Both ERPA Rounds 
shared one purpose: mitigate all financial damages inflicted on GACSS by the 
Invisible Hand of the Grandfather Clock. Meanwhile, the Duopoly, Pax 
Americana, Underground and all of their allies, the ChesterBellocists and Socreds, 
as well as other hostile SSEs and nations were always excluded. 

ERPA Rounds worked like a financial invoice of the amount of money a 
Signatory or else GACSS made over a given timeframe. If the Eddie Mack Trading 
House sold $2,000,000 in weapons to the Syrian Army, the Studentenbank must 
receive a financial record of Eddie Mack’s transaction to hedge his labors against 
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the unforeseeable risk of Bashar al-Assad losing Syria to ISIS, the Opposition 
Forces, Turkey, the IDF, the House of Saud, the Kurds or else the Duopoly. 

Depending on their Agreement, a Signatory may trade ERPA Rounds for 
Schulmarks. GACSS always sold Ryanite goods, wares, commodities, Anomalies, 
and precious gems and metals from Otherworld and Dweller world in Schulmarks. 
Remnant and Dweller-made goods were also purchased and sold in Schulmarks. 

Foreign exchanges were also established to convert currencies into 
Schulmark. This became the Ryanites’ preferred method of choice in bypassing the 
Duopoly’s absurd ‘$250,000 per 250 ke’ and Underground’s ‘$750,000 per 1,000 
ke’ after the Rosy War Peace Treaty of 2005. The Stwdentenbank restricted inflows 
and outflows of foreign currencies, as well as helping the five nation-state trading 
partners replenish any depleted foreign currency reserves and defend against any 
Speculative Attacks from Pax Americana on their Special Policy Analysis Market. 

Heeding the lessons of Otto von Bismarck, GACSS even offered its 

Volkskérper multi-payer insurance policies such as healthcare, lifetime, automotive, 
maritime, aerial, political, paramilitary sports, crime, property, and burial. Liberal 
Capitalist wealth-grabbing schemes called “Deductibles’, ‘Premiums’, and “‘Co-Pay’ 
payments did not exist under Radical Distributist regimes so long as the 
Studentenbank continued to readjust the money supply to pay for the costs. 

Truly, ‘the meaning of Socialism is that life is dominated not by the contrast of rich and 
poor but by rank as determined by achievement and ability. That is our kind of freedom: freedom 
from the economic capriciousness of the individual. Oswald Spengler once wrote that after 
finishing his supposedly pessimistic work, The Decline of the West. 

‘We are Socialists. Let us hope that it will not have been in vain, 

KKK 

January 30. As Catholic Schools Week 2015, the best-ever since its inception 
in the 1970s, came to a close, the Grandfather Clock went haywire. Its internal 
gongs chimed and the bells rang. Never before had it done that since the October 
Revolution of 1917. All the hands on the clock, no longer controlled by the 
Invisible Hand of the Enlightenment, were now holding steady at the top of the 
hour. They were now oscillating a few inches clockwise and counterclockwise like 
the faintly glowing red needle in an ACP Detector’s Geiger Counter. 

Congresswoman Cassandra Washineton-Reich, sitting back at her desk one 
early Friday morning, narrowed her eyes, her nose crinkling. “Lady Ostara and 
Horst Brotzman were not joking; the Brotzman twins were as good as they said.” 

Her brother reflected on the words of his namesake, Thomas Jefferson. “‘I 
sincerely believe that banking establishments are more dangerous than standing armies, and that 
the principle of spending money to be paid by posterity, under the name of funding, is but 
swindling futurity on a large stalk.’ He cracked a smile. “Learn to relax, Cassandra: 
we’re not the ones racing against time; GACSS is and the Studentenbank shows.” 

Seated next to Thomas, Tsumugi opened a filed composition folder and 
glanced at the stapled pages of an intelligence report under the classification status 
of SCI (Sensitive Compartmented Information). Pax Americana had been 
monitoring GACSS’ diplomatic ties for the Duopoly’s behalf. “Their core political, 
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military, and economic allies are the Principality of CUA and Protektorate of 
American Catholic colleges; the Free SSEs of New York and Northern New 
Jersey; the Remnants of Neudeutschland; the pro-GACSS Dweller Coalition, the 
Eddie Mack Trading House, the USCCB, the Anti-EuroGov Pact, and CSI/DI.” 

“Yeah,” Thomas voiced, “And GACSS’ Zo/Werein (Customs Union) and 
Szeuerverein (Tax Union) united all forty CSI/DI member-SSEs vis-a-vis the ERPA 
(Economic Redevelopment and Protection Agency) Rounds and Schulmarks.” 

“Did you also hear the troubling news from Congress?” Cassandra asked her 
brother and fiancée. “The ‘Socialist Republic of Vietnam’ is now a Ryanite trading 
partner thanks to President Wolff. Hanoi will be awarding Harold and Halfrida 
each with a medal, the ‘Friendship Order,’ for their ‘financial, humanitarian, 
medical and environmental contributions to the nation.” 

“Besides them,” Tsumugi added, crossing her legs, “The Ryanites have 
reaffirmed their trade partnerships with North Korea, Iran, Syria, Cuba, and 
Venezuela. They struck ‘Real Trade Agreements’, not Free Trade Agreements, 
struck with Andorra, Switzerland, Liechtenstein, San Marino, Indonesia, Croatia, 
and Malta in pursuit of well-defined goal or purpose. Time-based “Limited Trade 
Agteements’ were also struck with Argentina, Brazil, Belarus, Turkey, India, 
Russia, China, Hong Kong, Singapore, Malaysia, Paraguay, Chile, Peru, and 
Ecuador. Those agreements voided themselves if GACSS did not renew them.” 

Thomas got up ftom his chair and peered over Tsumugi-sama’s shoulder. 
The SCI report read: Secret trade agreements were struck between Office 39 and State 
Chancellery through the Anti-EuroGov Pact. The Democratic People’s Republic of Korea’s 
‘Special Relationship Status’ in the Stenerverein brought the North Korean HDI (Human 
Development Index) on par with Liberal Capitalist South Korea without sacrificing the Juche 
ideology. A photograph of the Ryugyong Hotel in Pyongyang was included in the 
next page. The Kim family spent decades struggling to find a wealthy and 
trustworthy backer to help attract foreign investments from the West. 

Thanks to the Studentenbank, it continued, the North Koreans have finally opened the 
Ryugyong Hotel. A 1950s-style American diner owned by the Ryanites will be opened as one of 
its premier restaurants as a token of thanks for GACSS’ advocacy of Korean Reunification. 
‘For their continued efforts against American agitation and subversion, and for refining our 
Songun Policy’, Hans-Ulrich Rudel Friedrich and Bruno Heinz Winifred Brotzman both 
receed the ‘Order of Friendship, First Class’. Both indwiduals’ whereabouts remain unknown. 

The next section concerned the Ayatollah’s Iran. The Anti-EuroGov Pact 
rushed to its side when the Duopoly bombarded trade sanctions levied against the 
nation’s German trade partners. The Fatherland was finally abandoning its old ally 
since the days of Kaiser Wilhelm I. President Wolff had no choice; he was 
coerced by Heckerist propagandists, Congresswoman Cassandra, various 
Democratic Congresswomen and their Clancyite Democratic Speaker of the 
House from the Bush 43 and Obama tears. Anti-Iranian Republican Senators also 
joined in after the Republican Clancyite Speaker fell out of favor for failing to keep 
the House in line and for the disastrous 2014 Midterm Elections. 
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Harold and Hatfrida intervened in Iran, it warned. They sent a whole Brigade of 
Adelburgers to help stop our regime change plot. The Iranians are now more likely to exert 
greater political influence over neighboring Iraq after the Islamic State has been vanquished. It is 
highly unlikely that the ‘Arab Socialist Ba’ath Party’ will realign with America again after 
2003. Congress’ plot to manipulate Iranian fuel tax prices and subsidies were halted after 
GACSS offered the Ayatollah their production licenses for environmentally-friendly synthetic fuel. 

“Tehran has realized that their ‘Special Relationship Status’ is leverage against the House 
of Saud in curtailing all Iranian petroleum contributions to Climate Change,” Tsumugi read 
aloud. “That will give the Ayatollah an unshakeable moral position among 
Western Environmentalists, Congresswoman. It is about time that the Federal 
government finally acknowledges Climate Change and addresses the matter.” 

“T never thought hoaxes made convincing bargaining chips,” Cassandra said. 

“What the hell...,” Thomas grumbled. 

“GACSS is still continuing to send humanitarian aid and maintained its 
logistical pipeline to Syria!’ Tsumugi bellowed. 

“That will enable al-Assad to keep his ‘Special Relationship Status’, even 
though Harold and Halfrida refused to send any Ryanite troops to help,” Thomas 
laughed. “They must be afraid to face us and the Kurds!” 

“We still cannot abandon Rojava!” Tsumugi cried. “The Kurds need help 
from our A-Wings and Heckerists! Conspiracy-made ISIS MAFVs and their air 
support from Ostara’s A-Wing fleet are going to butcher them if we do nothing!” 

“Besides,” Cassandra gigeled, “Who would have thought that the Kurds 
proved to be more reliable puppets than the Iraqis ever were? I’m actually kind of 
glad we won’t have to be working with those Ba‘athists again.” She grinned. 

The rest of the report documented GACSS’ other diplomatic achievements 
during Catholic Schools Week 2015. Cuba enacted successful economic reforms, 
giving Havana enough elbow room to keep its ‘Special Relationship Status’ in the 
Steuerverein. Alas, Pax Americana and the Duopoly were not their only issues; Cuba 
ditely needed those reforms when the Soviet Union fell, and certain people in 
GACSS still wanted to buy their sugar and cigars. Similar reforms were made in 
Venezuela, after the Duopoly had sanctions and regime change attempts against it. 
The Schulmarks and ERPA covered their losses so long as the Ryanites were still 
allowed to develop their non-petroleum heavy industries. 

The Ryanites even had botched plots to restore the Sandinistas of Nicaragua, 
bring Socialists to power in El Salvador, Guatemala, Honduras, Mexico, and 
restore Latin America’s pre-Great Recession ‘Pink Tide’. Pax Americana foiled all 
of the plots, preventing GACSS from snatching all of Latin America from the 
Duopoly’s hands in the span of just a single week. 

Meanwhile, the Duopoly’s Magnitsky Sanctions continue to badly maul the 
financial stability of the Ruble after Putin’s Russia retook Crimea and sent 
paramilitaries to the Donbass. New tariffs were slapped on the People’s Republic 
of China for failing to stop the Ryanite and North Korean nuclear programs. But 
it was not like China could do anything, now that North Korea was finally freed 
from their grasp with the Anti-EuroGov Pact’s help. 
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Chapter Forty Two: ‘Liberté, Egalité, Fraternité!’ 


(Ryanite Chorus; Jan. 30, 2015-Feb. 14, 2015) 


“As it developed in the late eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries, the intellectual movement 
that went under the name of Liberalism emphasized Freedom as the ultimate goal and the 
Individual as the ultimate entity in the society. It supported Laissez-Faire [Capitalism] as a 
means of reducing the role of the State in economic affairs and thereby enlarging the role of the 
Individual; it supported Free Trade abroad as a means of linking the nations of the world 
together peacefully and democratically. In political matters, it supported the development of 
representative government and of parliamentary institutions, reduction in the arbitrary power of 
the State, and protection of the civil freedoms of individuals.” 

-Milton Friedman, Capitalism and Freedom ca. 1962 


nation or a nation pretending to be a school system? Was Prussia a nation 

with an army or an army pretending to be a nation? Nobody in the Real 
World knew the answer to both, even after GACSS posed an existential nightmare 
to the Duopoly and its LIEO by securing a never-before world record. An 
apocalyptic, awe-inspiring propaganda onslaught: ‘Catholic Schools Week 2015’. 

A ‘Tanz in den Februar (Dance into February’; Ryanite Labor Week) resuming 
the defunct NCEA’s tradition, the boring and dreary Japanese school ‘“Bunkasa? 
(Culture Festival) in Liberal Capitalist toilet paper—Bourgeois Japanese Light Novels, 
Manga and Anime—was surpassed by a systematic Proétariat Catholic Identity 
festivity of 7,000 primary, secondary and tertiary schools and 6,500,000 students. 
The annual slogan for Catholic Schools Week 2015: ‘Christus vinait! Christus regnat! 
Christus imperat? (Christ conquers! Christ reigns! Christ commands)’). 

January 25. The Tanz in den Februar began with the LIEO and the SGIEO 
banning Ryanite video games, luxuries, and other goods deemed as ‘status 
symbols’ among schoolchildren and college students. Later, Cardinal Wolk 
presiding over a two hour Catholic mass at the Cathedral Basilica of Ss. Peter and 
Paul in Philadelphia. With thousands of Catholic youths and their families 
gathered in attendance and livestreaming cameras behind them, His Eminence 
exhorted: ‘No classes for all American Catholic primary, secondary, and tertiary schools— 
including Neumann-Seton and Catholic University of America—between January 26 and 30, 

The Duopoly held an emergency session inside Congress with 
Congresswoman Cassandra demanding the US Supreme Court to side with them 
in a landmark case against the President: President Wolff v. United States of America. 
The case itself was a Constitutional existential crisis unlike anything the LIEO had 
ever seen. All because of ‘Executive Order Ha/frida Brotzman’, signed into 
Constitutional Law by President Wolff and bypassing Congress after it vetoed 
GACSS’ ‘Parochial Educational Liberty and Autonomy Aet of 20157 

The Supreme Court unanimously ruled in favor of President Wolff. GACSS 
no longer had play by Duopoly rules from the US Department of Education, free 
to pursue God’s calling for all Ryanites. The OECD (Organisation for Economic 
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Co-operation and Development), under international pressure from the entire 
LIEO, demanded immediate disclosure of GACSS’ actual PISA (Programme for 
International Student Assessment) test scores from 2012, 2013, and 2014. The 
Duopoly’s propaganda on GACSS’ abysmally-low PISA test scores evaporated. 
The actual K-12 PISA scores created international backlash, with 80 nations 
recognizing GACSS’ rightful 1s place as the Real World’s Féhrer (Leader) in 
Reading, Writing, Science, and Mathematics in the past two consecutive years. 

‘T don’t fucking care if Wolff gets impeached or imprisoned! I now want to 
see him beheaded ISIS-style with a guillotine, livestreamed for the whole Internet 
to watch!’ Cassandra reportedly screamed at her brother inside her office. 

January 26. Every Ryanite in the entire United States had no school for the 
next five days, and yet everyone went to class with Harold and Halfrida Brotzman. 
Meanwhile, the sanctions on Ryanite goods, services, and capital remained active. 
The Duopoly had Underground and Clancyite security forces enforcing their 
sanctions with post-9/11 airport security checkpoints at the front entrances of 
non-Catholic American schools. An estimated 25,000,000 of 90,000,000 American 
students staged massive student protests against their Liberal Capitalist SSEs. 

Secular and non-Catholic American students, from little kindergartners to 
university graduate students saddled with Schu/d (Debt/Guilt), surrendered to the 
‘Socialist? GACSS in droves. Millions hurried out of their classrooms, flooded the 
halls and stormed past the doors and walls of their Liberal Capitalist SSEs in a 
great Marathon Race to Ryanite SSE territory. Clancyite and Underground security 
forces, although overwhelmed by their numbers, quelled half of the truants. 
400,000 escaped with the 250,000 who skipped school. GACSS promised ‘Open 
Borders’ and ‘Free Trade’ for one day, demonstrating before all among the LIEO 
and the SGIEO the failures of ‘Open Borders’ and ‘Free Trade’. 

In a bizarre parody of Cold War Germany, the 650,000 were the ‘lucky’ West 
Germans fleeing West Germany to be with the ‘unlucky’ East Germans living in 
East Germany. Ryanite Huey helicopters and A-Wing planes filmed livestreams of 
mad dashes away from Capitalism. Local, State and Federal police chased after the 
truants. The police tackled, knocked out, pepper-sprayed, and tased by the tens of 
thousands. Tens of thousands more shot with rubber bullets. In all, 500,000 were 
rounded up and sent to Monticello Juvenile Detention Centers (read: Clancyite- 
run ‘Privatized Gulags for Tortuous Reeducation and Soul-Crushing Manual Labor). 

The 150,000 who did reach GACSS’ border checkpoints (read: the entrances 
of the Ryanites’ Catholic high schools and colleges) arrived on foot, on bicycles, 
mopeds, hijacked Uber rides and school buses. The non-Catholic youths in the 
LIEO and SGIEO always saw Ryanites as ‘Chinese Nazis’ (read: Maoists), ‘Nazi 
stormtroopers’ (read: Why does RGA and Adelbu wear German-like uniforms?), 
and Svar Wars stormtroopers (read: Halfrida reportedly told a ‘tardy’ Neumann- 
Seton student ‘Luke, I am _your Fiibrerin? as he ran past her at the main checkpoint 
of Neumann-Seton. Everyone did remind ‘Luke’ there was no school this week)). 

Monday was a stunning success. The American youths traded their US 
Dollars for Schulmarks. With Schulmarks, they ate in the Ryanites’ cafeterias— 
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upper-class status symbols among non-Ryanites—and bought huge boxes and 
crates of Ryanite luxuries, consumer goods and services, fashion apparel and 
beauty products, wine, music, books, single-player video games, and movies. Non- 
Ryanite demand for Ryanite products and Schulmarks skyrocketed, whereas 
Ryanite demand for Clancyite products and US Dollars plummeted. 

GACSS earned over $6,000,000,000 within two hours; the truth is stranger 
than the propaganda and the conspiracy theory. The whole day eventually became 
an Intranet meme among youths living in Cuba, Venezuela, North Korea, 
Vietnam, Iran, Belarus, and Syria. The meme: ‘Liberal Capitalist Problems.’ The 
Internet was a bunch of doofuses for not understanding the joke. 

January 27. The Cost of Living under Radical Distributism was far lower than 
the Cost of Living under Liberal Capitalism; the key difference was Quality of Life. 
Ryanite consumer goods, services, and capital were banned as threats to the 
national security of the United States. Under emergency orders from the Duopoly, 
American Liberal Capitalist SSEs aligned with Pax Americana and Underground 
enacted sweeping reforms. Students may grow and sell marijuana for US Dollars. 
Those eighteen years and older may prostitute themselves and their pet dogs for 
US Dollars. Mandatory health checks, contraceptives, and abortions included. 

GACSS responded with cargo A-Wings dropping Adelbu combat rations, 
Ryanite luxuries, and candies over school grounds. The parachutes safely landed 
them, the rations stored inside wooden parcels stamped with the motto of ERPA: 
“Rejoice and Be Glad, For Your Reward Will Be Great in Heaven, Millions of students 
tushed to collect them. Adelbu combat rations easily fetched $10,000 for ‘world- 
class, five-star gourmet battlefield dining’. They even had Prussian sausages (for 
preparing Prussian pea soup) and 3 Centiliter glass bottles of Schnapps. 

January 28. In Pyongyang, North Korea’s Office 39 printed Counterfeit US 
Dollars and traded them for real US Dollars at Ryanite foreign exchanges. In 
Washington DC, the Federal Reserve printed Counterfeit Schulmarks and traded 
for real Schulmarks at Clancyite foreign exchanges. The ‘2015 Counterfeit 
Currency War’ between GACSS and Pax Americana was on. By lunchtime, Pax 
Americana began offering Schuld Forgiveness to all draftees conscripted to die 
fighting the bloodthirsty Neo-Nazis (read: the Conspiracy) in Otherworld’s 
Northland. Underground offered generous subsidies to all draftees conscripted to 
die fighting the Ryanites for control of the Dweller world and Otherworld’s Eden. 

Students wishing to visit the GACSS rode Ryanite school buses with 
predesignated tourist guides. Anyone caught visiting the GACSS without a 
Medical Exam, Student ID and Passport got sentenced by Duopoly courts to do 
hard labor at Monticello Juvenile Detention Centers. The Monticello Juvenile 
Detention Centers became Nazi-like concentration camps, where inmates built 
new NATO STANAG weapons and vehicles for US and NATO troops. 

January 29. US Dollars still flowed into the GACSS by the billions, together 
with billions of British Pounds, EU/NATO Euros, Swiss Francs, Chinese Yuans, 
South Korean Wons, Japanese Yens, Saudi Rials, and Indian Rupees. GACSS sent 
genuine foreign currencies to the Pariah nations, replenishing their depleted 
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foreign currency reserves. Quantitative Easing (QE) measures since the Great 
Recession prevented any currency crises among Liberal Capitalist regimes as long 
as the Federal Reserve continued printing more and more US Dollars. There was 
not much for Aramco and the House of Saud to harm the GACSS. 

January 30. The message to the LIEO and SGIEO was clear: ‘There is no such 
thing as Free Trade’ until a Free Lunch’ becomes available for all under every Liberal 
Capitalist Democratic regime? The message was further buttressed when the Ryanites 
registered new website domains on restricted Luminar servers. Internet users still 
cannot access this Intranet from their own PCs and smartphones; the Duopoly 
and Pax Americana forbade them. Thus, they visited Ryanite student government- 
owned Intranet & Gaming Cafés, logging on as “Guest Users’. 

2K 
(Five days later) 

“You two ate missing out on life,” Heinricka told the Brotzman twins. “You 
should at least try out our Intranet and see how it is better than the Internet!” 

“That’s just what the whole LIEO expects us to believe,’ Harold quipped. 

“Somehow,” Halfrida cooed, “They always look at us like we’re idiots.” 

“Then this early morning is perfect timing for all of us,” Perpetua opined. 

“Those two ate always ‘busy’, aren’t they?” Ulrich voiced. 

“Too busy,” Bruno chimed. “They should be glad that we’re letting them 
access the Intranet outside the Intranet & Gaming Cafés.” 

A desktop computer brightened up the Brotzman twins’ faces in the State 
Chancellor’s office at Plaidstadt. Duchess Perpetua, Cousins Ulrich, Heinricka, 
and Bruno stood beside the twins. His hand wrapped over the wireless mouse, 
Harold hovered the onscreen cursor over the Luminar desktop icon and double- 
clicked it. The computer was connected to the Luminar in less than a millisecond. 

Harold and Halfrida never got a real chance to enjoy what the Internet was 
like at its peak in 2007. The Internet since the Great Recession slowly grew 
corporatized and consolidated into the steel fists of the Washington-Reich siblings. 
Nothing was ‘free’ on the Internet. No one was truly ‘anonymous’. Everyone’s 
data sold to the highest bidder. Everyone’s search histories tracked. Everyone’s 
‘free’ time, money, and minds belonged to Pax Americana and the Duopoly. 

The first webpage was a seatch engine website, ‘Luminar Directory’, owned 
by the student government like the Studentenbank and will never be privatized by 
anyone. Its motto, ‘Szadents of the World, Connect?, resonated with Bruno and Ulrich. 
Net Neutrality was maintained by the Volk, regulated by the Volksgemeinschaft, 
and owned by the Volksk6rper. Halfrida wrapped her hand over Harold’s and 
clicked on the Luminar Button below the Search Button. 

On Luminar were all the usual features that one may find on the usual 
popular websites like Google and Yahoo: Email, Chatroom, Video, Music, 
Calendar, Translator, Weather, Maps & GPS, Online Library, File-Sharing, 
Encyclopedias, Dictionaries, Thesauruses, Mathematics and Language Learning 
Guides. Not a single Internet advertisement was spotted onscreen. News was 
limited to trustworthy Ryanite outlets such as Catholic School Observer. 
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Luminar did track individual users, but not even Harold and Halfrida knew 
who those users were. An individual user logging on from Havana was as 
anonymous as somebody else logging on from Ho Chi Minh City, Pyongyang, 
Tehran, Minsk, Damascus, and Wonderland. And yet everyone still knew everyone 
who was allowed on Luminar. The Ryanite Honor Court amended the Verfassung 
to protect everyone’s privacy rights. GACSS only rescinded privacy protection 
rights on all Clancyite, Underground, Duopoly, and Conspiracy users, in addition 
to unknown intruders, hackers, terrorists, tourists, bots, and guest users. 

Also on Luminar were personal websites like ‘adalbertmunitions.lu’, 
‘statechancellery.lu’, and ‘studentenbank.energion.lu’. Hannelore just updated her 
petsonal fan site for all her Hollywood fans, ‘hanna.luminblog.lu’. Internet Forums 
and Message Boards offered its user bases creative freedom to freely express 
themselves by ideology, faith, nation, people, and family. One such forum, 
‘caravaneersforum.lu’, had Chandler, Drusilla, and Margaret were commenting on 
an active thread about student prostitution in American Secular schools. 

Sick Real World we lve in, Chandler wrote. 

Disgusting, Margaret responded, adding a rolled eyes emoticon. 

Lance appeared and proceeded to share with the rest of the Intranet Forum a 
personal story from his recent Caravaneer duties with the Eddie Mack Trading 
House. I was accosted by this one girl, a real dominmatrix, who asked ‘Do you want to be my 
slave? Costs you only $200 and a pack of Cigarettes’, he wrote. 

Livestream websites dedicated to Ryanite radio and television station, theater, 
orchestral, and concert performances. Somebody on EWTN interviewed Percival 
and Jennifer about faith-related matters. One livestream had Walther playing an 
accordion, his wife Isolde yodeling Bavarian Vo/ksmusik (Folk Music) inside the 
Philadelphia Milchpalast not far from Plaidstadt. 

Other websites had livestreams for Ryanite Student Councils and both 
Houses of the Ryanite Convention. Special websites for Radical Distributism, 
Prussian Socialism, and Syndicalism offered free downloads of Ryanite books and 
documents. One website, ‘petitionstatechancellery.lu’, tracked various petitions for 
Harold Brotzman to pursue and others for Halfrida Brotzman to consider. 

One website, animebootleggers.lu, had Bourgeois and Proletariat Japanese 
Light Novels, Manga, and Anime with subtitles and dubs in over fourteen 
languages. GACSS prided itself for being the biggest source of such media 
produced by the Japanese Catholic School System of Shido Shizuko-sama. Their 
Catholic Light Novels, Manga, and Anime boasted what the Secular Japanese 
creators lacked: originality, creativity, independence from boring tropes and 
committees, affordability, and accessibility for older generations and foreigners. 

Another website, volksmaschinenfilm.lu, offered Ryanite-made Machinima 
and was the sister site of volksvideospiel.lu. All Ryanite-made Machinima was 
made with lolksvideospielmotor (People’s Gaming Engine). Volksvideospiel.lu was 
the Ryanite antithesis to Valve’s Steam gaming service, offering exclusive Ryanite- 
made single player PC video games and hosting free multiplayer servers for 
registered Luminar users and Guest Users at the Intranet & Gaming Cafés. 
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Liberal Capitalist ‘Microtransactions’, ‘Downloadable Content’, “Loot Box’, 
‘Free-to-Play’, ‘Pay-to-Win’, ‘Advertising’, “Battle Passes’ and ‘Season Passes’, and 
‘Freemium’ were banned. All Ryanite game developers shall refrain from releasing 
any game that was not yet ready and prohibited from selling any copy that failed to 
work as it was originally advertised. ‘Video Games as a Service’, ‘Gacha Games’, 
‘Online Gambling’, and ‘Skin Gambling’ were verboten within the GACSS. Every 
Ryanite game developer was required by Ryanite law to ensure the Volksk6rper 
had access to free modding tools, source codes, and the property rights to 
continue all the multiplayer servers for as long as they see fit. 

On this morning, Rosalinde and the rest of the Anti-EuroGov Pact played 
An Mein Volk (To my People), a massive multiplayer FPS (First Person Shooter) 
set in the Napoleonic Wars, with some 200 other players. Accardo led the French, 
Rosalinde led the Prussians, and everyone from both sides advanced forward in 
neat columns in the Battle of Waterloo. Harold and Halfrida watched Prussian 
troops defeat the French and send Napoleon Bonaparte into exile. 

What Harold and Halfrida did not find on all of Luminar were malware and 
Bourgeois sites like Facebook, Apple, Google, Yahoo, Bing, Microsoft, Twitter, 
Instagram, Snapchat, Reddit, YouTube, Tumblr, Deviant Art, Gamespot, IGN, 
Amazon, eBay, PayPal, Craigslist, PornHub, and FanFiction.net. Similar bans for 
The Washington Post, New York Times, Vox, The Atlantic, The Federalist, Huffington Post, 
Salon, CNN, Fox News, MSNBC, ABC, CBS, PBS, and countless others. 

Pro-Duopoly think tanks, NGOs, and supranational bodies also banned. Tor 
Browser was always blocked, no matter how many times Tor Project’s employer, 
the Duopoly, forced its employees to whine and complain about GACSS being 
Anti-Democratic, curtailing ‘Human Rights’ and the freedom to wallow in filth. All 
of these were banned for polluting Proletariat minds, stealing their souls, their 
ptivacy rights, their property rights, their money, their time. 

2 KK 

Although Climate Change posed little concern to the LIEO, the rising sea 
levels outside the Dweller world had the attention of all sides in Brotzmanskrieg. 
The Western Commonwealth (WC), with Eddie Mack inaugurated as its President, 
instituted massive construction projects to protect subterranean coastal cities. 
Construction projects all occurred at the subterranean coastal cities of the 
Communist Dweller PNU and PNU-occupied Concord Harbor. In the Waters of 
Rebirth, flood control systems and emergency airlocks for maritime were installed 
by the Underground and Independent Dweller Army (DA) with WC help. 

St. Margaret’s Cellar, the Ryanite-occupied Dweller resort city below Miami, 
requested RGA engineering units from RGA High Command to help build similar 
construction projects. Irrigation canals built for the Tree Caviar plantations where 
also GACSS synthesized and mass-produced D-VII (Drug Eight). Meanwhile, the 
twenty four caverns of Wonderland, the Ryanite capital several miles below 
Philadelphia, underwent similar construction projects. The eastern dry docks and 
shipyards of Waunderlandwerft (Wonderland Wharf) built underwater tunnels with 
emergency airlocks, dams, and floodgates. 
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Steel drawbridges to the ‘Radical Distributist SSEs of Southern New Jersey’ 
were constructed. The drawbridge connected automobiles and trains from 
Waunderlandwerft to New Olbia, where one took a boat to visit four other Venice- 
like island cities. Those cities were: Camdenwerft (Camden Wharf) below Camden; 
Vinlandwerft (Vinland Wharf) below Vineland; Avantikwerft (Atlantic Wharf) below 
Atlantic City; Trentonwerft (Trenton Wharf) below Trenton. These subterranean 
cities were surrounded by an archipelago of islands and canals to prevent saltwater 
into the Venetian-like lagoons. 

The Free SSEs of New Jersey and New York, along with New Europe, were 
all situated in the center and far north of the cavern. Radical Distributist Ryanites 
and Liberal Capitalist Clancyites vied for control of the government in Newarkwerft 
(Newark Wharf), a Hong Kong-like city connected to New Europe by two 
bridges. Climate Change remained a controversial political issue. The Washington- 
Reich siblings lifted not a single finger to address Climate Change. They cared 
more about their late parents’ huge shares in 100 petroleum industry firms, all of 
them responsible for 72% of all greenhouse gas emissions on Earth. 

GACSS cherished island cities below Southern New Jersey because they were 
stolen from First RPS, partitioned between the Underground and Pax Americana. 
The five predominantly Ryanite cities prided themselves on their literary 
publishing houses, museums, theaters, photography and art schools, leather 
cobblers, glassware and ceramic industries, and fisheries. Various Mole and 
Blueblood Dwellers, Undergrounds, Clancyites and Remnants, Jews and Muslims 
minorities coexisted with Nzbelungentreue. 

All five cities were also renowned for their seaports and shipyards. Ryanite 
merchant U-Boats and RGA Marine U-Boats and torpedo boats shared the 
surrounding waters with civilian boaters. The RGA Marine had grown to the size 
of a fledgling navy but not enough to challenge the naval fleets of Duopoly, 
Underground, Pax Americana, or even the Conspiracy. After RGA Seebataillone 
(Sea Battalions) drove back Underground and Clancyite forces in 2012 and again 
in 2013 and 2014, the cities housed naval bases for the Seebataillone. 

In New Olbia, automobiles were limited to the outer perimeters; other islands 
banned vehicles to save space. Locals and visitors navigated through the streets, 
alleys, and arcades. Ceremonial Wachtruppen (Watch Troops) patrolled in columns 
of eight, others guarding public and government buildings and enforcing Ryanite 
laws and regulations. Adelbu Sicherheitsabteilung (Security Detachment) screened all 
visitors and tourists and ran counterintelligence and counterterrorist duties. 

The Brotzman twins passed by Veronica Langford, Delaney and Joan 
Adelaide walked inside a department store and browsed all the wares on its 
shelves. Harold and Halfrida navigated through the streets in search of the new 
student government stores and shops in the Tourist Quarter. 

“This is it, dear brother,’ Halfrida told Harold. “Mary Perkins Ryan, the 
woman who wrote Are Parochial Schools the Answer?, and the Church Penitent in 
Purgatory will be thanking us later once our Schulmark becomes American 
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Catholic Education’s best shot at pursuing Permanent Revolution. All the youths 
in the entire Catholic world will be turning to us and GACSS for guidance.” 

“Tt will be the realization of the ideals of Ss. Johann Neumann and Elizabeth 
Ann Seton’s given global credence,” Hannelore insisted. 

Isolde shed a tear. “Remnants like Walther and I can finally retire for once.” 

Walther nodded his head. “It was been an honor to serve the GACSS.” 

“You two haven’t retired yet?” Lance cried. “You're about as young as us 

Bruno cracked a smile. “Regardless, it’s also our best shot at taking down 
Hitlerism and Strasserism, along with Marxist-Leninism and Trotskyism.” 

‘Prussian Socialism’ will be our antithesis to Fascism and National 
Bolshevism even,” Rosalinde said. 

“Not to mention securing our investments in Pope St. Pius X’s ‘Oath against 
Modernism’ in truly combating the forces of Liberal Capitalism and bringing the 
fight to the Grandfather Clock itself,” Perpetua chimed. 

“The only question on my minds is how do we ‘distribute’ these on a large 
enough scale for it to become a ‘Hard Currency?” Margaret pondered. 

“Too true, Margaret,” Harold agreed. 

“Youre forgetting about me and Ulrich, Representative,” Lance yawned. 
“How else do you two think the Schulmark will become a ‘Hard Currency?” He 
asked Margaret and Harold. “GACSS maintains its Autarky policies and its trade 
surpluses, while also striving for proper Balances of Trade and Payment.” 

Halfrida eyed Heinricka, who was gawking at a map of New Olbia. “Are you 
sure we are going in the right direction?” 

“T am certain, Cousin,” Heinricka replied. She folded the map and put it away 
in a handbag slung over her shoulder. Heinricka and the others had stopped in 
front of a dark alley. “We follow that alley to the other side.” 

“This is one of the alleyways to the “Tourist Quarterr”’ Harold muttered. 

“Seems like it.” Halfrida plodded into the alley, disappearing in the darkness. 
“Are the walls as narrow as my shoulders?” The others followed after her. 

“Yeah, the walls are pretty narrow,” Harold voiced. “Is everyone finer” 

“Pm okay,” Margaret said. 

“Same here,” Lance spoke. 

“Me too,” Hannelore answered. 

“Ja,” the Lovers retorted. 

“Your other Cousins and I are fei,” Rosalinde responded. 

Everyone overheard Drusilla’s voice. “Who’s there?” 

The alley converged on a bend that went left and brought everyone to 
Drusilla, who was standing outside the entranceway to a well-lit courtyard. Drusilla 
spoke to the noises beyond the darkness. “Harold, Halfrida, it’s me. I came here as 
asked.” The Brotzman twins and the others emerged from the darkness. 

“Where are your crewmates?” Perpetua pondered. 

“T had them go on a separate shopping trip without me,” Drusilla replied. 

Ulrich pointed at the shops around the courtyard. “Is that the place?” 

“Hans-Ulrich,” Bruno told him, “It zs.” 
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Drusilla nodded. “Our Fixed Exchange Rate Regime is making Radical 
Distributism go where all other Distributisms got ‘three bullets and a ditch.” 

“Genau,” Rosalinde acknowledged. “These past two centuries of Brotzman 
family history since Helmut and Renate was culminating to this moment.” She and 
the Brotzman twins walked past the entranceway with Drusilla and the others. 

The courtyard, situated near the Tourist Quarter of New Olbia, was 
surrounded by dedicated apartment buildings with ground floor-level Genossenshops 
(Shops of Dutiful Partnerships). The Genossenshops embodied a unique business 
model which Radical Distributism own, acquire foreign currencies and maintain 
the Schulmark’s Fixed Exchange Rate, combat Globalization and Liberal Capitalist 
Neocolonialism, and foster cultural understanding among tourists and locals. 

Within the courtyard were two separate Genossenshops with aspects of a 
Duopoly “Base Exchange’ and ‘Defense Commissary Agency’. Both sold a vast 
variety of Ryanite-made goods to Ryanite officials, civil servants, bureaucrats, 
diplomats, soldiers, parents and children, elderly, clergy and religious, students, 
workers, and the poor. Instead of sales taxes or VATs (Value-Added Taxes), there 
were ‘People’s Surcharges’. These People’s Surcharges went to either a 
‘Volksgemeinschaft Fund or else a ‘Volksgenossen Fund. 

The Volksgemeinschaft Fund, accrued from for-profit “Base Exchanges’, was 
spent on quality of life improvements for all Ryanites—Catholic Pathfinders, 
schools and parishes, holiday resorts and youth hostels, cultural festivities, postal 
service, newly-wed subsidies, pensions, insurance, and other essential social safety 
nets. The Volksgenossen Fund, accrued from the ‘Defense Commissary Agency’, was 
spent on logistics, expansion, renovation, maintenance, and upkeep of local 
Gemeinschaften (Communities), reducing widespread Wealth Inequality. 

Another Genossenshop was a Radical Distributist ‘Beriozka, ‘Duty-Free Shop’, 
and ‘Partnership’ all rolled into one. A variety of luxury and finest goods imported 
from one or else a basket of friendly SSEs and nations stocked the shelves. 
Exporters asked that their wares be bought with their currency, ensuring that they 
too can evade Duopoly and Pax Americana trade sanctions. The cost will also be 
high enough to reduce demand and dependency on foreign currencies and goods. 
And unlike the Marxist-Leninist kind, the Radical Distributist Bertozka was not 
meant to be a ‘Bourgeois Business’ masquerading as a ‘Proletariat Business’. 
Proceeds went to the ERPA (Economic Redevelopment and Protection Agency), 
which ran GACSS’ Steuerverein and Zollverein policies. ERPA also ensured that every 
exporting firm and enterprise had its workers as its shareholders. Anyone with 
zero involvement in the production, manufacturing, transportation, and 
distribution was always forbidden from profiting at the workers’ expense. 

And the last Genossenshop in the courtyard was the Radical Distributist version 
of an ‘Intershop.’ Unlike the East German kind, it was a currency exchange and 
boutique selling cultural, traditional, customary, and artistic Catholic creations to 
visiting tourists for the local currency. What the Brotzman twins and their peers 
did not find within the courtyard were the Radical Distributist take on the 
Duopoly’s ‘Armed Forces Recreational Centers’. 
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Chapter Forty Three: Revisionism, Pt. I 
(Plaid Eminence and Ostara; Feb. 28-Apr. 1, 2015) 


“Do not copy our tactics|.] [Rather,] think for yourselves the reasons why [those tactics] assumed 

[their] particular features, the conditions that gave rise to them, and their results. [A]pply in your 
[nations], not the letter, but the spirit, the sense, the lessons of the experience of 1917-1921.” 

-Viadimir Lenin’s Letter to the Soviet Republics, 

From William Gurley’s ‘Party building: Against 

Dogmatism, Revisionism,’ ca. December 29, 1976. 


Its politics was local in the ‘national’ sense. Ideologies at the international 

level always backed a ‘Faction’ to work with its ‘Satellites’ and ‘Revisionists’. 
Factions are an ideology’s prevailing variation and will always be found leading a 
political international composed of ‘Satellites’, “Revisionists’ will always advocate 
for various revisions or reforms in attempting to correct an ideology’s flaws. 

In Communism, ‘Marxism-Leninism’ became the predominant Faction after 
Vladimir Lenin’s passing. ‘National Bolshevism’ and “Trotskyism’ arose as rivaling 
ideologies. The former was still loyal to the Czar, while the latter under Leon 
Trotsky accused it of actually being ‘Stalinism’. The Soviet Union after 1945 had 
‘Castroism’, ‘Guevarism’, ‘Hoxhaism’, ‘Husakism’, ‘Kadarism’, ‘Khrushchevism’, 
‘Maoism’, and “Titoism’ as Revisionists. Some survived the Cold War like 
Trotskyism and others like Khrushchevism dissolved along with the Soviets. 

In Liberal Capitalism, ‘Reaganism-Thatcherism’ was the predominant Faction 
of both the Duopoly and Westminster since the 1980s. The Duopoly has 
‘Progtessivism’, ‘Libertarianism’, ‘Radical Centrism’, ‘Rockefellerism’, ‘Clintonism’, 
and ‘Paleoconservatism’ as Revisionists. Westminster has ‘Blue Labourism’, 
‘Blairism’, “Corbynism’, and ‘Red Toryism’ as Revisionists. True to the 
Enlightenment, the LIEO always sought a localized balance between Freedom and 
Equality in order to maintain Fraternity. Any nation affected by regime change will 
often have its government featuring Social Democratic, Liberal Capitalist, and 
Sectarian Democratic Parties. The Duopoly, Saudi Arabia, Japan, South Korea, 
and Taiwan were the exceptions. 

In National Socialism, ‘Hitlerism-Strasserism’ remained the predominant 
Faction under the Ostara Conspiracy. The Holocaust, Adolf Hitler’s personality 
cult, religion, and race remained contentious issues among National Socialists even 
after 1945. Their Revisionists were ‘Esoteric Hitlerism’, ‘Rockwellianism’, 
‘Datréism’, “Yockeyism-Evolanism’, ‘Kuhnenism’ and ‘Brotzmanism’. 

In Distributism, there was an almost complete lack of Factionalism and 
Revisionism until the GACSS and CSI/DI. Distributism throughout the 20% 
century was consistently portrayed as a purely Roman Catholic and Anglo- 
American ideology. Pre-GACSS Distributism also never strayed beyond ‘Left- 
Distributism’, ‘Center-Distributism’, ‘Right-Distributism’, ‘ChesterBelloc’ and 
‘Socred’. Radical Distributism, GACSS, and the CSI/DI only wiped the slate clean. 
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CSI/DI’s Faction and Revisionists had yet to be decided among its Satellites, 
GACSS and thirty-nine other member-SSEs. Cuba, Venezuela, Syria, Iran, 
Vietnam, and North Korea were its exceptions. Those same alignments and 
certain Ryanite foreign policy stances prevented CSI/DI alignments with Catholic 
SSEs in various nations. Places like Bolivia, Columbia, Ecuador, El Salvador, 
Guatemala, Honduras, Paraguay, Uruguay, Costa Rica, Panama, Mexico, Croatia, 
Lithuania, Greece, Malta, Cyprus, Ukraine, Israel, Palestine, Lebanon, India, 
China, Tatwan, Hong Kong, Macau, South Korea, Solomon Islands, and Samoa. 

Competing Factions were ‘Neumannism-Setonism’, “Brotzmanism’, and 
‘Katechonism’. Brotzmanism was Bruno and Rosalinde’s ‘Revised National 
Socialism’—a rejection of Hitlerism-Strasserism. Though very controversial within 
GACSS and the CSI/DI, Harold and Halfrida tolerated Brotzmanism’s presence. 
Bruno and Rosalinde also wanted the CSI/DI in particular to end the Soviet 
Union’s posthumous monopoly over International Socialism and to challenge 
Liberal Capitalism’s LIEO and SGIEO. 

2K 

February 28. Five Ryanite Civil Guards patrolled the empty hallway outside 
Classroom 318 at Neumann-Seton. All five were stern-faced male students of the 
South Philadelphia Catholic high school, dressed in modified variants of their 
school dress uniforms. A white Sam Browne belt draped over their torsos. A silver 
belt buckle fastened around the waist of their wool tunic. Their black dress pants 
swapped for matching jodhpurs and their polished oxford dress shoes for 
hobnailed jackboots. They marched past the closed door of Classroom 318. 

Inside the classroom, Heinricka was seated at one of the vacant student 
desks, browsing the Ryanite Intranet with her Phonophore. She adjusted the zoom 
setting on the touchscreen whilst reading this morning’s articles from Catholic 
School Observer. “Eyewitnesses spot mysterious triangular boomerang over Belgian skies,”’ she 
murmuted. “Could this be a new Clancyite A-Wing?” 

The article, displayed on her Phonophore touchscreen, read: This UAP 
(Unidentified Aerial Phenomena) is not a UFO but the latest bomber A-Wing in a 
Department of Defense bidding contract competition between corporate executives at Lockheed- 
Martin and Boeing. Congresswoman Cassandra and the Defense Department had formally 
requested that a new supersonic strategic stealth bomber be designed for Pax Americana at 
American taxpayers’ expense. Several high-resolution photos of bomber formations of 
Clancyite Doolittle DI-29s plummeting out of the skies also accompanied the 
article. The D1-29s, A-Wings based on the Boeing B-29 Superfortress, were getting 
shot down by the Plaid Eminence and Reichsadler Squadron. 

Another photo depicted an A-Wing resembling the Horten H.XVIII, which 
was developed alongside the Horton Ho-229 before it was scrapped altogether. 
Included was an official description from the Lockheed-Martin website. It soared 
ovethead in the backdrop of a cloudy Belgian night. Our new D/-52 intercontinental 
stealth bomber features state-of-the-art technology and fifth-generation avionics, they boasted. 

“Wait, what did you say?” Ulrich spoke into the handset of the teacher desk 
phone, halfway across the classroom. “Was (What)?” Bending forward and striking 
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the clenched fist of his other hand, he cursed in his native tongue. 
“Verdammt...Harold and Halfrida are...? Nein, you must be joking!” 

On the other end was the voice of Walther Schaffer. “Nein, I am not joking’ 
with you, Hans-Ulrich. You must understand that your twin Cousins share the 
common consensus among many Ryanites living in the western United States. 
‘The GACSS should expand westward sooner rather than later.” 

“But GACSS cannot expand too quickly, Walther!” Ulrich objected. “Such a 
move could undo everything which we had accomplished since 2010!” 

“Then you should ask your twin Cousins when you visit them at Plaidstadt,” 
Walther insisted. “Ich bin nicht Heinrich Himmler (I am not Heinrich Himmler).” 

The door creaked while it was being opened. That must be Her Highness and 
Cousin Bruno, Ulrich thought to himself. He spoke into the handset again. “In any 
case, this is a matter which I must voice my objections as soon as I visit the State 
Chancellor. Tell Isolde I sent my regards.” Ulrich hung up the handset. 

Bruno and Duchess Perpetua approached the teacher’s desk. Ulrich paid brief 
glimpses of both. “I just got off the phone with the Lovers. Walther has informed 
me that Harold and Halfrida are in fact serious about the Great Leaps Westward.” 

“Why am I not surprised?” Bruno voiced. 

Her Highness sighed. “It is quite a risky move.” She rolled her eyes. “How 
certain are we on defeating four, five, or even six powerful armies in six months?” 

Ulrich nodded. “That was exactly my concern when Walther brought the 
matter to my attention over the phone. There can be no doubt that the odds of us 
succeeding are slim and GACSS may end up repeating the mistakes of Unternehmen 
Barbarossa.” He plopped on the desk chair. “History may finally repeat itself again.” 

“2.5 million Deutschen perished shortly after the War, Hans-Ulrich,’” Bruno 
lamented. “Our ancestral homeland was literally eradicated, partitioned between 
the Soviets and the Poles. Their deaths continue to overburden our family’s 
conscience! We must not let Harold and Halfrida do the same to the Ryanites!”’ 

“Your Cousin Bruno has an understandable point,” Perpetua chimed. “The 
Great Leaps Westward is precisely what your Opa Horst and Congresswoman 
Cassandra are both expecting of us and the GACSS.” 

“What about the House of Raynerson?” Ulrich pondered. 

Perpetua’s shoulders rose as her eyes rolled again. “Forget about His 
Greatness and the rest of the House of Raynerson. As far as the three of us are 
concerned, they are all following the orders of Pax Americana and the Duopoly.” 

“Also, why would my Opa want to exploit my mistakes and those of Hans- 
Ulrich’s?” Bruno crossed his arms and tilted his head toward Perpetua. “I thought 
we already established that I was still on the Conspiracy’s side?” 

Ulrich stroked his chin. “The ongoing Front within the Otherworld’s 
Northland has dragged to a standstill. One potential mishap from the GACSS is 
enough to sway the fate of Brotzmanskrieg into the favors of both our Opa and 
the Washington-Reich siblings. There can be no doubt about it, Cousin.” 

“Ts it still too late for us to change their minds?” Bruno asked. 
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“Natirlich,’ Ulrich answered. “I still need to talk to Harold and Halfrida and 
voice my concerns.” He got up from the desk chair. “It would be best that the two 
of you come with me and Cousin Heinricka.” Ulrich turned his head toward 
Heinricka, who was still browsing the Luminar App on her Phonophote. “Cousin, 
we’te leaving Neumann-Seton and heading straight to Plaidstadt.” 

Heinricka switched off her Phonophore and stowed it in her handbag. “Do 
we have to support the Great Leaps Westward along with the Helden?” 

“We and the rest of the Anti-EuroGov Pact should at least voice dissent,” 
Perpetua told her. “At best, they are only going to get my Double killed someday.” 

“And what if they and the Convention refuse to listen?” Heinricka grabbed 
the straps of her handbag and plodded toward the door. “Is it worth the trouble?” 

“We can always abstain and relocate the Anti-EuroGov Pact back to Europe, 
play our own parts within that Front,” Bruno suggested. “I am certain that some 
of the more reasonable Representatives and Commissats will listen.” 

2 KK 

March 1. After months of growing war-weariness and dissent from their 
Collaborators, Pax Americana begrudgingly conceded to a proposal with the 
CSI/DI. Signing the “Treaty of Other-Paris of 2015’, the Washington-Reich 
siblings restored the thirty other member-SSEs of the CSI/DI their autonomy and 
sovereignty rights. GACSS and the Canadian Catholic School System (CCSS) were 
excluded, along with Cuba, Venezuela, Syria, Iran, Vietnam, and North Korea. 
Harold and Halfrida refused to let GACSS attend. The House of Raynerson, in 
addition to censoring the real Four Horsemen’s whereabouts, denied the CCSS all 
possibilities of ending the Underground’s military occupation over their Anomaly 
refineries and Anomaly-rich ACP clusters within northern Eden. 

March 2. The Ryanite Marine (Navy) reported to the State Chancellery that 
GACSS commanded over 300 U-Boats, deployed to anti-tonnage warfare 
operations in both the Atlantic and the Pacific. Supporting them were 800 A-Wing 
naval fighters and bombers, 50 Mzchkiih (Dairy Cow) Supply U-Boats, and 20 
MACs (Merchant Aircraft Carriers). Torpedo loaders and deck gunners destroyed 
up to 10,500,000 GT (Gross-Tonnage) of commercial cargo ships. ‘Free Trade’ 
suffered a mortal blow while 42 Ryanite U-Boats were lost to the Duopoly. 

March 3. RGA High Command proceeded with plans to draft the Great 
Leaps Westward. Both Houses of the Ryanite Convention voted to support them. 
GACSS rejected the post-Rosy War borders of Otherworld’s Eden and the 
Underground near-complete hegemony over the continent. They also rejected 
post-Rosy War borders of the Dweller world west of the Waters of Rebirth, along 
with Underground and Clancyite colonial holdings in Western United States. 
Ryanite propaganda, terror, and subversion in the affected regions flourished. 

March 4. Following GACSS and the CCSS’ example, all thirty-eight CSI/DI 
member-SSEs abandoned the SGIEO’s ‘Model-UN’. Other Clancyite international 
bodies like Model-IMF, Model-World Bank, Model-BIS, Model-WTO/CTO, and 
Model-ICC/ICJ were also abandoned. The CSI/DI flocked to the Anti-EuroGov 
Pact and the GACSS for humanitarian, civil, and military aid for their SSEs. 


422 


WORLD IN FLAMES 

The Anti-EuroGov Pact acknowledged their request. Meanwhile, the Ryanite 
student government authorized the Studentenbank to readjust foreign exchange 
rates against the US Dollar and other Liberal Capitalist currencies. 

March 5. Pressured by the Anti-EuroGov Pact, the Studentenbank 
established CSI/DIP’s SFAA (Student Financial Autarky Agency), having it 
operated within the realm of international banking. SFAA was Radical 
Distributism’s antithesis to the IMF, the World Bank, the BIS, the WTO/CTO, 
and the OECD. The political move protected financial transactions of CSI/DI’s 
ERPA (Economic Redevelopment and Protection Agency) from further Duopoly 
NSA spying. The benefits were realized after GACSS and the CSI/DI abandoned 
SWIFT (Society for Worldwide Interbank Financial Telecommunication). 

Match 10. Backed by Secretary General Victor Gordon, the CSI/DI 
established the IHC (International Honor Court) as its new Judicial Branch and 
the SPO (Student Police Organization) for ‘international police cooperation and 
crime control’. The CSI/DI intended for them to serve as Radical Distributism’s 
antithesis to the ICC (International Criminal Court), the ICJ (International Court 
of Justice), and Interpol (International Criminal Police Organization). The IHC 
tried Heinricka im absentia over her alleged plot ‘to blow up the Internet.’ 

March 15. GACSS withdrew from the OPCW (Organization for the 
Prohibition of Chemical Weapons). The Anti-EuroGov Pact and all member-SSEs 
from the CSI/DI abstained. Harold claimed Pax Americana and Underground 
allegedly deployed Sarin nerve gas in Syria and in Otherworld’s Northland. 
Thomas Washington-Reich ‘refuted’ Harold, claiming ISIS caused the Syrian 
chemical attacks while Arno Brotzman caused the Otherworld chemical attacks. 

March 16. Congresswoman Cassandra Washington-Reich accused GACSS of 
stockpiling Sarin and Tabun after turning away Model-UN weapons inspectors. 
Harold denied her allegations. Halfrida later responded with a polemical Op-Ed 
piece in Ryanite Weekly Review. The Op-Ed began by criticizing the Duopoly’s 
denial of medical assistance to Mesothelioma victims suffering from 9/11-related 
Asbestos exposure. It went on to accuse the Duopoly of importing 750 metric tons 
of Asbestos for its lesser-known chemical warfare applications. 

March 26. The past few weeks grew rife with criticism against the Great 
Leaps Westward in the Ryanite press, in the USCCB, in New Olbia and 
Wonderland, in both Houses of the Convention. Upper House Lady Commissar 
Isolde Erhardt and Lower House Representative Anthony Accardo implored 
Harold and Halftrida to host a Referendum on the Great Leaps Westward. 

Meanwhile, VPdSG Representatives Rosalinde and Bruno Brotzman, LAU 
Representatives Duchess Perpetua and Baroness Felicity, and Speakers Ulrich 
Brotzman and Father Leonard Brotzman wanted a two-part Referendum. The 
Ryanite Verfassung maintained Cardinal Wolk had an ‘Ecclesiastical Right to 
Democratic Centralism’ as Head of State. His Eminence convinced Harold and 
Halfrida to host ‘a two-part Referendum’. They accepted Cardinal Wolk’s request. 

March 30. Four days before Good Friday, ballots were issued to 5,500,000 
Ryanites in the GACSS, which also included Neumann-Seton, Wonderland, New 
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Olbia and neighboring island cities, Kaiser Barbarossa Mall (KBM), and Bedrock 
Mills. Each ballot offered two questions: ‘Should GACSS pursue the Great Leaps 
Westward? and ‘Should GACSS instead help and provide support for the CSI/DI?. 

The Referendum saw 91% of GACSS voting in favor of the Great Leaps 
Westward. Representative Margaret Diana Richardson threatened to propose a 
‘Vote of No Confidence’ against Speaker Ulrich. Sidelined by the overwhelming 
support for the Great Leaps Westward, the Anti-EuroGovy Pact relocated to a 
Brotzman family safehouse somewhere in Europe. 

April 1. RGA High Command was still fixated on the Great Leaps Westward. 
Harold and Halfrida scheduled a state visit from President Wolff. GACSS 
withdrew from ongoing CSI/DI efforts to allowing the ‘Mexican Catholic School 
System’ (MCSS), the South Korean Catholic School System (KRCSS), and the 
‘Catholic School Systems of Israel and Palestine’ (CSSIP) join as member-SSEs. 

Worse, Ryanite complacency abetted Duopoly-backed ‘Color Revolutions’ 
against all European CSI/DI member-SSEs. Affected SSEs included the Spanish 
Catholic School System (ECSS), German Catholic School System (DKSS) and the 
Austrian Catholic School System (OKSS). The OKSS in particular also sparked a 
fratricidal conflict with the Radical Distributist Italian Catholic School System 
(ItCSS) in annexing South Tyrol. The CSI/DI turned to the Anti-EuroGov Pact. 

KK 
(Two months later) 

On Apri Beoks-Day Holy Wednesday, a Dairy Cow U-Boat blew her ballast 
tanks, her bow crashing through rough waters somewhere in the Adriatic Sea. She 
and her fellow Dairy Cows in GACSS’ naval fleets were equipped with huge fuel 
storage tanks, refrigeration units, bakeries, and ammunition storage units. Some 
such as this U-Boat, U-2/04, even featured a small helicopter A-Wing for recon 
missions. The twin rotor blades of her onboard Fi223, an A-Wing helicopter based 
on the Focke-Angelis Fa223 which also inspired Duopoly’s Bell-Boeing V-22 
Osprey, began to spin rapidly. The Fi223 gained altitude as it ascended and flew 
away from the forward bow, disappearing into the darkness surrounding U-2704. 

A hatch on the floor of her external observation deck opened. A bright red 
light emanated from inside the command room. Sounds of people taking turns 
climbing up the ladder ensued. Ulrich, Bruno, Heinricka, Perpetua, and Rosalinde 
appeared on the external observation deck in yellow slicker raincoats and hats. 
They peered into binoculars equipped with infrared functions. 

Outside, the skies were dark and gray clouds blotted out the moon and the 
stars. The waves crashed against the upper deck, but not large enough to engulf 
the observation deck. A steady drizzle of rain descended on the observation deck. 
The Anti-EuroGov Pact, unwelcomed and deemed as fugitives among the 
EU/NATO member-states, searched for their boat ride into Northern Italy. 

“Does anyone see the Griin family?” Perpetua blurted. 

U-2104 rocked back and forth like a cradle. “Nei,” Heinricka answered. The 
constant tilting left her nauseous. “I don’t feel too well, Cousin,” she told Ulrich. 

““Get used to it,”’ Bruno snorted. “We still have an arms deal to make.” 
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Heinricka proceeded to throw up, her bile drifting away in the Adriatic water. 
“Do we even have time for thatr” Rosalinde yawned. “Besides, Adalbert 
Munitions has asked us to distribute their new StG12(A)s, G14(A)s and K14(A)s, 
MP15(A)s, and VG-10(A)s to the CSI/DI.” 

“Since when did Heinz Winifred Brotzman have the time to save the lives of 
Rebekah’s family when all of them were still in Austria, anyway?” Perpetua mused. 

“Ei, I thought our whole family once touted the NSDAP line back when the 
Fiibrer was still around?” Bruno chortled. 

Ulrich shook his head. Why do I get the feeling that this Chapter will end with us 
delving into the realm of Holocaust Revisionism? He pondered to himself. “Bruno, don’t 
tell us you and Rosalinde are insisting that the Holocaust never happened.” 

“Why would we do that?” Rosalinde sighed. “Our problem was sever the 
body count—you can’t ‘revise’ 6,000,000 deaths like statistics in a financial ledger.” 

“Then what is it?” Ulrich implored, setting his binoculars down on the rusted 
metal ledge in front of an observation deck periscope. “Why question it?” 

“Tt’s the finances,” Heinricka voiced. “Genocides and wars are expensive.” 

Ulrich glared at his Cousins with perplexed gazes. Perpetua patted on his 
shoulder. “I believe ‘gui bono’ (who benefits) is where your Cousins are going at,” 
Perpetua whispered into his ear. “If you recall, GACSS’ Schulmark and 
Studentenbank was derived from our own synthetic reinterpretation of Savitri 
Devi’s book, The Lightning and the Sun. If our reinterpretation remains valid, then 
could this be how Hitler acquired the financial resources?” 

Perhaps, Ulrich thought. “It is plausible, although Pd imagine they would also 
acquire it from different sources: the Soviets, the Duopoly, and Reichsfihrer der 
44 Himmlet’s Freundeskreis der Wirtschaft (Economic Circle of Friends): wealthy 
businessmen and industrialists, corporate executives, and Hjalmar Schacht.” 

Gigeling, Rosalinde snapped her fingers. “I agree.” 

“Heinricka and your other like-minded Cousins already know this,” Bruno 
told him. “Bre (Please), where else do you think the Hitlerists got the idea of 
profiting from the Holocaust during the War?” He asked Perpetua. “Your 
Highness, is it surprising for you to learn how Heinz Winifred Brotzman saved 
Rebekah Griin’s ancestors from boarding the next train to Auschwitz?” 

“Which side of Griin’s family,” Ulrich asked, “Pro-Zionists or anti-Zionists?”’ 

“Both,” Rosalinde answered. 

“Ei, I see.” Ulrich stroked his chin. “The pro-Zionists fled to Palestine and 
joined Haganah, IDF, Mossad. The anti-Zionists, Rebekah’s side, weren’t so 
Ghicklich (tacky)-some died of Zyklon B, others overworked to death. The 
survivors stayed in Osterreich (Austria) and the rest immigrated to Israel.” 

Perpetua cocked her head to the side. “Why was the other side of the family 
anti-Zionist? I thought most Jews supported the creation of a Jewish homeland?” 

“Not all of them,” Heinricka spoke. “Rebekah claims that the Jewish people 
were manipulated as part of a longer-term geopolitical strategy.” 

“What are you talking about?” Ulrich eyed Heinricka. 
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Bruno laughed. “Hans-Ulrich, why do you think the Middle East is in the 
mess that it is inP Why do you think the Duopoly and Westminster are scrambling 
to regain control over that region and its petroleum? Our Opa felt the same way: 
the Duopoly and Westminster wanted the Juden as bargaining chips.” 

“But then there are some, like Rebekah, who wish to change things,” 
Rosalinde voiced. “The problem for us, for the GACSS-she still doesn’t trust us.” 
The darkened skies above began to brighten, giving way to the sun and her rosy 
fingers. A barge packed with metal shipping container floated dozens of miles in 
the distance. U-27/04’s Fi223 was also returning from its recon mission. 

KKK 

Meanwhile, later in the morning, a flight of ten BIl-52A A-Wing strategic 
bombers took off from a Clancyite A-Wing airbase at an occupied Catholic K-12 
academy. The Catholic nuns were part of the same religious order as Syosset’s 
Sacred Heart Academy and Tokyo’s St. Rose Philippine Duchesne. The bombers 
ascended into early morning skies, flew a few dozen miles past the Northern 
Italian mainland. Commanded by Tsumugi Kessel, the BI-52As were sent to attack 
Ryanite merchant U-Boats sailing in the Mediterranean. 

The BI-52As traveled together in a box formation, their altitude now at 
20,000 feet over the Mediterranean Sea. The bombers soared across the scattered 
cloud formations, their pilots and copilots gawking at the empty blue waters 
below. The late morning patrol took its toll on their attention. 

“The Mediterranean looks spectacular at this time of the year,’ A Clancyite 
pilot mused. “Even from up here.” 

His copilot whistled. “Almost makes me want to take a swim.” 

“T bet the water is freezing,” a Clancyite pilot chimed over the radio. 

“This isn’t some tourist trap, you idiot!” another pilot barked. 

Yet the BI-52As never found a single merchant U-Boat. The flight lead tilted 
his flight stick rightward, his A-Wing veering right. The others followed suit. They 
flew in the general direction of the Italian mainland and returned back to base. 

Without warning, a familiar German female voice announced over the radio, 
on a secured, encrypted frequency. “Hed! Hitler, Herr Obersturmbannfiibrer’ We have 
spotted the bombers. They have fallen into our prepared trap.” 

“Have you determined their next stop?” Horst Brotzman radioed Ostara. 
“You know why we need to be aware of where my grandchildren are heading.” 

“Ostmark (Eastern Match’) or Osterreich,’ Ostara answered. 

“Then continue to follow them,’ Horst Brotzman radioed Ostara. 
“Additionally, find out the location of the Clancyites airfield where Pax 
Americana’s new BI-52As are based. Report back to me when you find it; all of my 
grandchildren and their twin Cousins will be thanking us later this week.” 

Unbeknownst to the bombers, Lady Ostara’s large flying disk, AEIOU, 
materialized in the blue skies behind them. Several dark gray clouds gathered 
nearby. Ostara’s pilot, Inge Bauer, stalked the bomber formation from a distance, 
following them back to the Italian mainland. “Those ten may be fast,” she 
boasted, “But our flying disks are way faster than their A-Wings!” Inge cackled. 
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Chapter Forty Four: State Of Exception 
(Plaid Eminence and Duopoly; Apr. 1-8, 2015) 


“Sovereign is [the Anarch] who decides on [all] the exception|s within International Law]. 

[Thus, a ‘State of Exception’) is more interesting than the [Legislative Ruling]. The [Legislative 

Ruling] proves nothing; the [State of Exception] proves everything. In the exception the power of 
real life breaks through the crust of a mechanism that has become torpid by repetition.” 

-Carl Schmitt, Political Theology: Four Chapters 

On the Concept of Sovereignty, ca. 1922 


the 7. Adelbu Panzer Division Leibgarde Harold Brotzman and also differed from 

the Leibgarde in many respects. Its namesake asked for personnel drawn from 
the Ryanite Luftwaffe—or in his words, ‘only the best cadets and airmen committed 
to Radical Distributism’. Paying out of pocket, Ulrich spent for the Division what 
the Leibgarde always did without. HALO (High Altitude, Low Opening) jumps. 
Ga205s wailing their Jericho Trumpets. MAFV-killing Ga215s dropping Butterfly 
Cluster Bombs. Aerial supply drops. Gunship helicopters, self-propelled howitzer 
and anti-air MAFVs, unguided fuel-air rockets, napalm, and carpet bombings. 

Both the Division and GACSS was also the concern of an elderly, genial- 
looking Catholic Bishop walking down the airstair steps of one of Bruno’s 
custom-built Airbus A380s. The dark blue skies overhead turned to hues of violet, 
red and orange as the sun rose from the east. This particular A380, courtesy of 
Bruno Brotzman, recently landed on the airstrip of a Northeastern Italian private 
airfield west of Udine. Most Ryanites, Clancyites, Underground, and others in the 
SGIEO knew little about seventy-two year old Bishop Emil von Falkenrath, 
OMCRS. A Sudeten from Bésmen (Bohemia), His Excellency was the Holy See’s 
Papal Nuncio (Ecclesiastical Ambassador) to the US (read: the Duopoly, Pax 
Americana, GACSS, Underground, USCCB and President Wolff) since 1991. 

His wrinkled hand gliding down the chromium handrail, His Excellency 
advanced toward a parked matte-black Mercedes-Benz 770 Grofer Mercedes. Bishop 
von Falkenrath had a long Cold War career within the Apostolic Nunciature to 
various Second World regimes. His Excellency’s appointment by the Holy See, 
even under Pope St. John Paul II’s reign, was neither political nor even ideological. 

The Bishop stepped into the backseat. The vehicle sped away from the 
airfield. Bruno steered the ex-Hitlerist Mercedes, Duchess Perpetua seated next to 
him. “Eure Esczellenz...” Ulrich, sitting next to His Excellency, nodded with his 
eyes closed. “It has been a while since we last spoke?” 

“Hans-Ulrich,” the Bishop smiled, “You have changed these past five years.” 
His Excellency glanced at the driver’s seat. “And see your Cousin Bruno is driving 
my staff car instead of my usual driver.” 

“Forgive us for ‘replacing’ your driver,” Bruno apologized. “I promised my 
Cousins Ulrich and Heinricka that I will be the one driving you all the way back to 
Vatican City. In the meantime, there are far more serious problems.” 
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“Please do not follow me back to the Vatican,’ Bishop von Falkenrath 
insisted. “The Swiss Guards will not allow you or your peers beyond the Basilica.” 

“We know.” Duchess Perpetua glared at the Bishop’s reflection on the 
reatview mirror. “But GACSS and CSI/DI are in a mess because of those twins.” 

“Your Highness...,” the Bishop gasped, “I thought you were...?” 

“The ‘Duchess Perpetua’ in The Dawning Day is my Double,” she clarified. 
“My family already knows that I defected to the GACSS. And given my reputation 
among the Underground’s armed forces, His Greatness, my uncle, has my 
whereabouts censored and all information controlled by a select few.” 

Ignorance and ambivalence bore fatal consequences. “Ich verstehe (I 
understand).” The Bishop listened to the youths and paid brief glimpses of the 
three. The sun’s rosy fingers pierced the bulletproof glass window next to His 
Excellency as the ex-Hitlerist Mercedes converged on a busy Italian roadway. 

Bruno was driving the vehicle west. Bishop von Falkenrath peered through 
the window. Something caught His Excellency’s attention, Ulrich thought, turning 
towards his window. His A-Wing pilot ears picked up on the jet noises of 
lumbering Clancyite jet bombers overhead. All ten DI-52s were returning from a 
‘failed’ mission in the Mediterranean, their afterburners bringing them back to base 
before morning prayers. Buzzing noises, comparable to the sound of a vibrant 
beehive, ensued for a few seconds before fading into the Italian countryside. 

“Was it her?” Perpetua whispered to Bruno, referring to Ostara. 

“Ja,” Bruno replied. “But keep His Excellency out of that topic.” 

“What...was that?” Bishop von Falkenrath mused. 

“Pax Americana was showing off their latest A-Wing bombers.” Ulrich 
stroked his chin. “Regardless, Sein Exzellenz, we need your expertise in helping us 
defuse a growing political situation between the CSI/DI and Pax Americana.” 

“What do you intend?” the Bishop tilted his head away from the window. 

“Be specific, Cousin,’ Bruno implored. “The last thing we’d want is for 
Cardinal Wolk to speak with the rest of the Church about Harold and Halfrida.” 

“And we prefer that His Eminence continue to keep all GACSS’ internal 
political problems under his and our control,” Perpetua chimed. 

“Natiirlich,’ Ulrich took a deep breath and sighed. From a briefcase resting on 
his lap, he handed His Excellency a compositional file folder containing various 
facsimiles and photocopies of RGA and Adelbu intelligence papers. “Given your 
good relations between His Eminence, President Wolff, the House of Raynerson, 
and the Duopoly, all we ask is advice and a location.” 

His Excellency took the folder, adjusted his reading glasses, and glimpsed at 
the file folders. “Do you and your peers have something planned?” 

Ulrich nodded. “Like I said, all we need is some advice and a location.” 

The Ryanite documents from Ulrich pertained to Duopoly regime change 
plots against various CSI/DI member-SSEs, in addition to looming questions on 
the fates of various unaligned Catholic SSEs in several countries. The list of 
unaligned Catholic SSEs concerned with the political alignments of GACSS since 
2010 far exceeded the number of CSI/DI SSEs on another list. The intentions of 
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the Anti-EuroGov Pact, barring the Brotzman twins and the Helden, were clear: 
the Great Leaps Westward will not become a repeat of Operation Barbarossa. 
2K 
(Three days later) 

The State Chancellor, the real Harold Brotzman, once spent his years in 
Europe crossdressing as a student of Santa Maddalena di Canossa, an all-girl K-12 
Catholic academy up in the Italian side of the Alps. The grassy fields surrounding 
the dreary dirt road were littered with hundreds and hundreds of craters, dug pits, 
knocked-out MAFVs in varying stages of disrepair and crashed A-Wings. The past 
three days had been the site of a huge battle between Italian and Austrian forces. 

An abandoned and dilapidated Colonia (Colony), a youth summer camp built 
by the Italian PNF (Partito Nazionale Fascista, National Fascist Party) under Benito 
Mussolini, greeted visitors on the way to the school near the base of ‘Hill 200’. 
The buildings were riddled full of holes big and small, shattered windows, and 
rotting doors. Further uphill was a Y-junction deviating into two directions. The 
right-hand road went straight to the school grounds, built on a hilltop overlooking 
the Tagliamento, one of Italy’s braided river formations, in the distance. 

The left-hand road went further up a valley along the Alps and also the 
Austrian-Italian border. A picturesque medieval castle stood at its summit, another 
all-girl K-12 Catholic academy—Sankt Liutberga. Further downhill was an 
abandoned and dilapidated Landjahr (Country Year), a youth summer camp built 
by the NSDAP post-Azschluss, greeting visitors on the way to that school near the 
base of ‘Hill 310’. The buildings were also riddled full of holes big and small, 
shattered windows, and rotting doors. The grassy fields surrounding the dreary dirt 
road were littered with hundreds and hundreds of craters, dug pits, knocked-out 
MAFYVs in varying stages of disrepair and crashed A-Wings. 

It was not that long ago when Harold wandered back and forth across the 
Austrian-Italian border, dressed in the snug, form-fitting East Prussian Dirndl of 
his twin-sister. His return to the GACSS also coincided with the closures of both 
all-girl schools. Not that any of this mattered to the thousands of MAFVs now 
blitzing toward the Landjahr and the Colonia from opposite directions. 

The Italian Radical Distributists’ fielded six locally-produced European 
CSI/DI MAFVs: the Skoda 43M Turn Il-inspired Magnus H/C, the 10TP- 
looking Maximillian I/B, and the Char D2-patterned Maximillian II/F. Special 
CSI/DI models included George I/C Medium MAFV Destroyers deriving from 
the 43M Zrinyi and Harvey H/C Self-Propelled Flak MAFVs resembling the 40M 
Nimrod. The MAFVs formed a staging area at the grounds of the Colonia. 

The ground surrounding the Colonia rumbled. The sixth were a battery of St. 
Hyacintha Mariscottt Heavy Self-Propelled Artillery MAFVs modelled after the 
10.5cem K (gp. Sfl.)—“Dicker Max’ (Fat Max’). Each St. Hyacintha, sporting a huge 
Schartenbrecher (Bunker Buster) cannon, arched their cannons upward at the 
imposing, centuries-old walls of Santa Maddalena. They lobbed their projectiles at 
the walls and buildings, the recoil pushing the Hyacinthas several inches backward. 
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The ground tremored with the force of an earthquake from all the shots fired. 
Onboard autoloaders inside the Hyacinthas slowly loaded the next round. 

The projectiles were not regular plasma bolts. Instead, they were kinetic fin- 
stabilized Mini-Réchling shells made of chrome-vanadium steel. Each ‘M- 
Rochling’ were sharp enough to burrow into flat surfaces at Santa Maddalena, 
exploding on impact, the aftershock violently rocking the grounds. 

Following after them were other MAFVs imported from the Ryanites’ motor 
pools, courtesy of the Us/ich Brotzman Division. Companies of Drusilla Price- 
designed St. Michael the Archangel I/As, Medium MAFVs based on the Panther 
I/G, crashed through overgrown brush at the grounds of the Colonia. A few 
captured Underground Marcella V/8 and V/16 MAFVs were among the imported 
bunch. Behind all of them came entire artillery batteries of new Seraphina HI/F2s, 
upgraded production models of Perpetua’s prototype Seraphina III/A. 

Automation unlocked the latent potential inherent within each Seraphina HI. 
Without human intervention and protected against cyberwarfare, the Seraphina 
IlI/F2s formed a row and detached their turrets with built-in cranes. The detached 
turrets, taking on lives of their own, constructed enough emplacements fit to set 
up a makeshift firebase. The turrets planted themselves into the soft topsoil. The 
turrets’ manned by the crews, the chassis becoming ammunition carriers and 
automated MARVs (Miniaturized Armored Recovery Vehicle). 

The custodial cousin of the MAFV and MATYV, the MARV was 
conceptualized by Perpetua, designed by Drusilla and programmed by Heinricka. 
All three created the MARV from lessons learned by the Syrian Army in the Syrian 
Civil War. Without their turrets, the chassis began sprouting bulldozer blades, 
rotatable cranes, jibs, winches, and welding torches for repairing and towing their 
MAFV and MATV cousins. The Seraphina III’s chassis was versatile enough for 
field kits that allowed crews to install an optional hull-mounted self-defense 
weapon. Available kits were a Soviet-made PKM, an 81mm mortar, a 
flamethrower, an autocannon, and a 75mm ISG (Infantry Support Gun). 

The turrets, meanwhile, shelled both the castle and the Landjahr. Half of the 
high-explosive plasma bolts missed and ended up hitting the facade of the Alps. 
The other half hit either the castle or a Pax Americana or Underground-made 
MAF'V assembling at the Landjahr. The artillery bombardment was met with 
retaliation. Hundreds of hot scarlet plasma bolts rained on the Colonia, painting 
the skies blood-red. The Italian artillery continued their shelling. 

The Harvey II/Cs also had orders to stay behind and protect the Hyacinthas 
and MARVs. After the unexpected appearances of hostile A-Wing jet fighters and 
bombers since Holy Thursday, the U/ich Brotzman Division no longer had any air 
support left to give to their Italian allies until after tomorrow—Easter Sunday. 
Worse, nobody from the Anti-EuroGov Pact was anywhere to be found. Either 
held captive inside Sankt Liutberga in Reichsadler Squadron’s case, attending a 
mandatory military parade as part of President Wolff state visit in Ulrich’s case, or 
else unaccounted for in Heinricka and Borussia’s cases. Ulrich’s case was made 
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possible by State President Halfrida Brotzman, as cited in ‘State of Exception No. 18: 
Exceptional Directive concerning the Return of the Speaker of the Lower House’. 

A reckless, aggressive assault began with the regular Italian MAFVs racing 
toward the base of Hill 200 by the hundreds. Hundreds of Liberal Capitalist 
Austrians rolled down Hill 200 to greet them with a volley of red plasma bolts. 
Entrenched as they were at Santa Maddalena, Sankt Liutberga, and the Landjahr, they 
had just repelled the previous three previous armored forlorn hopes into this 
hellish wasteland. Dozens of the Austrians’ were destroyed by the Italians’ as they 
returned fire with their own blue plasma bolts. Casualties piled up on both sides. 

Meanwhile, 10,000 feet above the battlefield, the ten DI-52 Stealth Bomber 
A-Wings returned to soar across the skies, their bomb bay doors opening. They 
took off from their new airbase near Berchtesgaden after their original, Sankt 
Liutberga, got attacked by Reichsadler Squadron and Plaid Eminence. A lone Stealth 
Fighter A-Wing, a Clancyite Fi229X, escorted them to their targets. 

Flying over the carnage engulfing below, all ten dropped their payload. One 
hundred fat unguided bombs fell, detonating on impact, carpeting the ground 
below in a hellish inferno of explosions and flying shrapnel and debris. The 
Harvey I/Cs’ coaxial turrets tilted their Flak guns upward at the slow-moving 
bombers overhead. They unloaded on them, most of their shots failing to hit most 
of them. A few, however, managed to shoot down three of the ten DI-52. The 
damaged DI-52s plummeted out of the sky in black smoke and flames. 

The lone Fi229X weaved through bold blue tracers, dodging their fire. Its 
Clancyite pilot opened the weapon pods of her A-Wing, revealing its arsenal: 
American taxpayer-funded, laser-guided Smart Bombs. Flying past the Harvey 
II/Cs, turning hard left and returning back into the fray, the Fi299X barreled 
through the laser tracers. The enemy A-Wing performed a barrel-roll. It dropped 
its Smart Bombs at the Italian Harvey H/Cs, destroying all of them. It soared 
higher and higher against the midday sun before disappearing into blackened cloud 
over the billowing beyond Alps, on the Austrian side of the border. 

Even Congresswoman Cassandra made it official Duopoly foreign policy at 
the House Committee on Foreign Affairs of the United States House of 
Representatives. “Te Greater American Catholic School System cannot and will not undo the 
Color Revolutions to restore freedom and democracy to oppressed Austrian Catholic youths, 
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(Two days later) 

A small fire died out a dozen or so miles away from the Austrian-Italian 
border in the middle of a spooky, darkened forest. Even the midday sun could 
pierce the miles of wooden canopy near the Landjahr. A Ryanite Fr175-A2 A- 
Wing had crashed somewhere in the forest. The crashed A-Wing had smashed its 
way through some branches, its wings and propellers clipped from the rest of the 
fuselage. It was the Plaid Eminence, shot down by the Goddess of Reason born anew. 
Tsumugi-sama was the one piloting the Clancyite Fi229X. 

Ulrich and Heinricka both bailed out of their A-Wing before it crashed. They 
hurried to the crash site to retrieve the black boxes and the sensitive electronics 
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onboard the Fr175-A2. Ulrich led the way with his High Standard HDM drawn. 
Heinricka stayed close to him as they treaded past fallen leaves and broken twigs. 

“Bruno will not be happy to hear about this.” Heinricka shuddered. 

“He is also the least of our problems, Cousin,” Ulrich whispered. “It was not 
our faults that Washington-Reich’s fiancée managed to receive a brand new 
Fi229X from the Duopoly back in America.” He and Heinricka had just reached 
the crash site. The debris of the Plaid Eminence did not leave much for them or for 
anyone else to scavenge. The advanced computers and electronics onboard the 
Plaid Eminence was now Kaputt. Its black box dangled from half-broken branch of a 
tree next to the burnt fuselage, the nylon parachute snagged onto it. The branch 
snapped and landed on Ulrich’s hand. 

“That was too easy,” Heinricka cooed. 

A single twig broke somewhere beyond the darkness of the forest. Ulrich’s 
heard the sounds of American-accented voices barking US military jargon in the 
distance. “Roger that, we’re Oscar Mike (on the move)!” 

“Search the crash site for any intel you might find,” another hollered. 

That is not a good sign, Ulrich thought. “Cousin,” he told her, “Look after our 
black box.” He placed the black box in her hands, patted on her shoulder, and 
pointed in the general direction of where they last spotted Duchess Perpetua and 
her own cousins. “Los (Go)! He and Heinricka ran in opposing directions, away 
from approaching platoons of Pax Americana infantry. 

The Clancyites were unaware of their presence. The platoon leader had his 
troops fan out, combing the vicinity of a dirt trail that ran past the crash site. A US 
Army Humvee cruised up the dirt trail. The Clancyites were clad in surplus US 
Army (Universal Camouflage Pattern) fatigues, carrying STANAG-issue H&K 
UMP45s and Benelli M4 Super 90 semi-auto shotguns. Their platoon leader, true 
to Liberal Capitalist ideology, wore the much newer OCP (Operational 
Camouflage Pattern) fatigues and carried an M4 SOPMOD. His subordinates had 
their eyes strapped to their helmet-fixed night vision goggles. Their STANAG 
Picatinny rail-fixed laser attachments pierced the dim paths to the crash site. 

The Clancyites treaded past Heinricka by mere inches as she crawled away 
from the positions on her tummy. She was invisible to them, the tall grass, moss, 
and fallen tree bark concealing her presence. “Are they auditioning for the next 
Predator movie?” Heinricka mumbled to herself, shrugging her shoulders. 

The brief gunfire in the distance terrified her. “Please don’t die, Cousin!” She 
got up and kept running until she came across a flowing stream, further away from 
the forest path. Emerging from the shrubs on the other side, were Duchess 
Perpetua, Baroness Felicity, Princess Philomena, and Countess Cecilia. They had 
been watching Heinricka, Ulrich, and the Clancyites for the past few hours. The 
forest stayed timeless and unchangeable despite thousands of years of Progress. 

Clad in a Bavarian Dirndl, Ryanite field webbing and the Fallschirmjéger 
variant of the M1935 Stablbelm, Perpetua waved at Heinricka. Her Soviet AVT-40 
automatic rifle held aloft, she signaled her to hurry back to them. Felicity, 
Philomena, and Cecilia, also dressed in matching garb, switched their Adalbert 
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FG13(A)s to safety. The FG13(A) were Ryanite selective-fire battle rifles modeled 
on the German FG42. The same FG42 which the Duopoly also copied and named 
the ‘United States Machine Gun, Caliber 7.62 mm, M60’ before the Vietnam War. 

“Kamerad H6 Chi Minh sends us his regards...,” Philomena greeted. 

“We should rebuild the Ho Chi Minh Trail in his honor,” Cecilia chimed. 

The battery-powered infrared optical scopes were Adalbert-made post-Cold 
War evolutions of the bulky and cumbersome Zve/gerat 1229. “Gosh, these rifles 
are so futuristic!” Felicity boasted, watching Heinricka cross the stream. “Each one 
makes you feel like you are one of the Predators from the Preda‘or films!” 

“Who would have thought that President Wolff's service rifle as a Vietcong 
fighter was a refurbished Wehrmacht FG42?” Heinricka reappeared in front of 
Felicity. “President Wolff's FG42 was, incidentally, carried by a Waffen-54 
Pallschirmjager when Otto Skorzeny rescued Benito Mussolini in 1943.” 

“God bless that man’s presidency,” Perpetua grinned. “Where’s Ulrich?” 

More gunfire broke out in the distance. Multiple explosions thundered. 

“He...is auditioning for the next Rambo movie,” Heinricka said. 

“Do you have the Plaid Eminence’s black box?” she asked her. 

Heinricka nodded and offered it to her. “I did.” 

Perpetua took it from her and placed it in her field satchel. “We need to 
rescue your other Cousin—my fiancée—Bruno. I had received word from Bishop 
von Falkenrath that they and the remaining DI-52s are at ‘San Casciano.”” 

“What ate we waiting for, Your Highness?” Heinricka pleaded. “Los gehts!” 

2K KK 
(Two days later) 

“Three bullets!” Renate’s old Reichsrevolver spun clockwise on a lit table 
inside a darkened interrogation at a post-9/11 CIA Black Site dubbed ‘San 
Casciano. Three .44 Russian bullets were loaded in the cylinder. Bundles of used 
US Dollar, EU Euro, Swiss Franc, Chinese Yuan, and Japanese Yen banknotes 
were piled on the table. Seated around the table were Bruno and Rosalinde. A 
bluish-gray Neumann-Seton headband adorned Rosalinde’s head. 

A lone fair-skinned hand continued to spin the Reichsrevolver around in 
citcles like the Invisible Hand on the Grandfather Clock. “Gambling comes 
natural to you people,” Rosalinde snorted. “Why am I not...? Somebody struck 
the back of her head with their M16A4. “Ez, verpiss dich (Oh, fuck off)!” she cried. 

“Just be glad that the Reaganjugend are torturing us with “Russian Roulette, 
Bruno chortled. “I prefer this than Abu Ghraib or Guantanamo Bay-style torture.” 

Rosalinde sighed. “This is just as schlecht (terrible), if not far worse.” 

“Nothing is far worse than the Duopoly sending Venezuela a film of Libyan 
rebels sodomizing Muammar Gaddafi with bayonets on Twitter,’ Bruno scoffed. 

“Still, it is ironic for them to be subjecting us to this,” Rosalinde opined. 

“Nein, The Deer Hunter was a Liberal Capitalist propaganda film,” Bruno said. 

Every ideology had an idealized building which represented itself. Liberal 
Capitalism offers Financial Markets—Capital, Stocks, Bonds, Commodities, 
Securities, Derivatives, Futures, Foreign Currencies, Cryptocurrencies, Petroleum, 
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and Interbank Lending. Most Clancyites and Reaganjugend viewed Financial 
Markets as ‘Workplaces’; most Ryanites just called them ‘Casinos’. The 
Reichsrevolver stopped spinning, its barrel pointed at Bruno. Smirking, Bruno 
grabbed his Reichsrevolver, pressed it against his head and pulled the trigger. 

One, two, three clicks echoed across the interrogation room. Bruno stared at 
his sister, not surprised that his brains were not splattered all over the place. “Not 
even the Author can kill me or any of the other main characters.” He set his 
Reichsrevolver aside on the table. 

“How many?” a voice called out from the darkness. 

“Five bullets, die (please),” Bruno requested. 

“Five bullets!” The lone fair-skinned hand returned to spin the 
Reichsrevolver around in circles like the Invisible Hand on the Grandfather Clock. 

The Reichsrevolver soon came to a complete stop, its barrel now pointing at 
Rosalinde. Several voices laughed. Rosalinde sulked in disgust. 

““Get used to it,” Bruno told his sister. 

By the Grace of God, the ceiling lamp over the table short-circuited and blew 
itself out. Intense shooting broke out and explosions boomed outside the building 
at San Casciano. Fallschirm-Panzer Division Ulrich Brotzman and its namesake 
had come to rescue Reichsadler Squadron. 

Having memorized the positions of all of his and his sister’s captors, Bruno 
grabbed his Reichsrevolver from the table and emptied the entire cylinder at all 
five Reaganjugend. The loud gunshots reverberated, followed by the sound of 
bodies and M4 carbines dropping on a cold, hard floor. 

“Grab one of the M4s, Rosalinde.” Bruno opened the cylinder and ejected 
the empty shell casings, the shell casings pinging as they hit the floor between his 
jackboots. “Reichsadler Squadron is not heading back to the GACSS.” 

Rosalinde picked up one of the M4. “Then where are we heading?” 

“Catalonia,” Bruno replied. 

Sounds of a steel door opening and closing filled the room for a few seconds. 
More gunshots and explosions broke out outside the interrogation room. 
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Chapter Forty Five: Revisionism, Pt. IT 
(Wise Man and Plaid Eminence; Apr. 10-20, 2015) 


“Every International Order must sooner or later face the impact of to tendencies challenging its 
cohesion: either a redefinition of Legitimacy or a significant shift in the Balance of Power. [...] 
To strike a balance between the two aspects of order—‘Power’ and Legitimacy’—is the essence 
of Statesmanship. [...] [Furthermore] the [LLEO and SGIEO both face] a paradox: [their] 
prosperity [are] dependent on the success of Globalization, but the process produces a political 
reaction that often works counter to its aspirations. The economic managers of Globalization have 
few occasions to engage with its political processes. The managers of the political processes have few 
incentives to risk their domestic support on anticipating economic or financial problems whose 
complexity eludes the understanding of all but experts.” 
-Hentry Kissinger, World Order: Reflections on the 
Character of Nations and the Course of History, ca. 2014 


Heinricka, and Bruno respectively. Back at Plaidstadt, in the State Chancellor’s 

office, Harold and Halfrida presided at a huge layered map of the Real World 
on a table. Ulrich, Heinricka, Perpetua, and Bruno all brought the table into the 
office not too long ago. Imbued with Anomalies, the paper felt thick and 
multilayered to the touch, depicting locations of every nation-state and SSE on the 
Erde, Dweller World and Otherworld. Three different sets of wax pencils were 
used to denote those aligned with the Duopoly, those aligned with GACSS, those 
aligned the Conspiracy, and everyone else. 

The Brotzman twins glared at their fellow Anti-EuroGov Pact signatories, 
still pessimistic and defeatist about challenging the LIEO and SGIEO head-on. 
“Third World nations during the Cold War demonstrated how Liberal Capitalism 
can be defeated in national politics by ballot or by bullet,’ Harold said. 

“Combating it in international politics is suicide,’ Halfrida whined. “No 
ideology has a formidable alternative to international Liberal Capitalism. My dear 
brother and I refuse to believe Radical Distributism, Raynersonian Syndicalism, or 
Brotzmanism—‘Socialism with Prussian Characteristics’—will stand a chance.” 

Bruno banged his fists against the table. “Scheze, have you two even tried?” 

Perpetua eyed Halfrida with a straight face. “It is now do or die at this point!” 

The Brotzman twins continued to spar with Bruno and Perpetua. 

Looking through the pages of his Cousin Bruno’s copy of The Lightning and 
the Sun, Ulrich found a yellow fluorescent highlighting of another peculiar passage 
which Savitri Devi wrote back in a later chapter in the 1950s. It read: “Speaking of 
the future Europe of his dreams and of the splendid Aryan elite that was to lead it, Adolf Hitler 
said that it ‘mattered little’ whether a member of that elite were ‘an Austrian or a Norwegian.” 

‘All that counted in his eyes was that the ruling Aristocracy be, physically, morally and 
culturally, a real Aryan one. The same idea, namely that National Sociahst Germany was but 
the first step towards a regenerate National Socialist Europe is most clearly expressed in the last 
known text dictated by the Man ‘against Time’: his Political Testament.’ And one may add 
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that a National Socialist Europe is, logically, but a first step towards a racially-conscious and 
legitimately proud Pan-Aryandom, organized according to Adolf Hitler’s principles—accepting 
him as its everlasting Leader—and occupying in the world the place Nature has assigned it.’ 

Taped to the page were two large-sized index cards with notations scrawled 
in Cousin Rosalinde’s Siitterlinschrift handwriting. Much to Hitler’s own chagrin, the 
first card read, His Hitlerists wanted a Neuordnung (New Order), an ES (Europdischer 
Staatenbund; European Confederation) and the Waffen-44 as alternatives to LIEO and 
EU/NATO. The Soviets offered Cominform (Information Bureau of the Communist and 
Workers’ Parties), CMEA (Council for Mutual Economie Assistance), and Warsaw Pact. 

Why haven't I known of those other supranational bodies before? Ulrich pondered. 

Heinricka peered over Ulrich and Bruno’s shoulders. “Exropdischer Staatenbund 
sounds a little too similar to Opa’s ‘Ewuropdischer Bundesstaaten’ (European 
Federation), she whispered into Ulrich’s ear. 

“That’s because it actually is, Cousin,” Heinricka whispered back. 

During the early Cold War years, the second note read, The ES and the posthumous 
manifesto of Benito Mussolini were revisited as ‘Nation Europa’ (Europe a Nation’), the 
‘European Social Movement’ and its defunct EU Parhiament-level successor, the ‘National Party 
of Europe’. Various Fascists such as Sir Oswald Mosley, Gaston-Armand Amaudruz, Mosley 
Jean-Francois Thiriart, Adolf von Thadden supported the endeavor alongside some Hitlerists 
like Francois Genoud, Savitri Devi, Fritz Rossler, Arthur Ehrhardt and Colin Jordan. 

It continued on the blank reverse. Like the LIEO’s EU/NATO, they too also 
had their own Eurosceptics like Arthur Kenneth Chesterton and the LEL (League of Empire 
Loyalists) and its Europeanists like René Binet and Gaston-Armand Amaudruz of the New 
European Order. The concept now lives on as the EF (Europaischer Bundesstaaten; European 
Federation), an endeavor from the PND] (Projekt Fiir Eine Neue Deutsche Jabrtausend; 
Project for a New German Millennium’) or Ostara V erschworung’ (Ostara Conspiracy). 

“Cousins,” Bruno told them, “Since we dissolved the Model-EU/NATO and 
ate planning to dissolve the actual ones, we need to come up with alternatives. The 
Duopoly will try to use the power vacuum created by the Model-EU/NATO’s 
dissolution to their advantage.” 

“Why bother?” Halfrida yawned and cracked her knuckles. 

“We do not wish to overthrow an empire just to take its place,” Harold said. 

“Are you just going to let Europe become a warzone all over again?” 
Perpetua questioned. “If we do dissolve the EU/NATO, what will take its place?” 

“Does it matter?” Halfrida retorted. “What difference does it maker” 

“It makes a deal of difference, sis,” Harold opined. “Our problem is that we 
ate still skeptical toward the idea that the CSI/DI can somehow foment a ‘New 
World Order’ against the one the Duopoly imposed in 1991. Why create a world 
order if it is going to be destroyed a century or two later?” 

“Besides,” Halftida quipped, “Humanity has not learned or changed much 
within the past two centuries. Why should we contribute to its problems?” 

Politics in the Ryanite student government differed from the politics of the 
Clancyites and Reaganjugend, the House of Raynerson, and all other SSEs within 
the United States. Since most parliamentarian issues associated with Liberal 
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Capitalist Democratic regimes were resolved by GACSS’ unique political system, 
and thanks to Automation, both Houses of the Convention entertained long 
discussions about Euroscepticism and Europeanism. Harold and Halfrida, Bruno 
and Perpetua were only Eurosceptics because they wanted to shift the Balance of 
Power toward GACSS, the Catholic Church, and Fourth German Reich, creating a 
European alternative to the EU/NATO. Ulrich and Heinricka, along with the 
Helden and the rest of Borussia and Reichsadler Squadron were all unsute. 
2K 
(Ten days earlier) 

Weapons ate expressions of an ideology’s Weltanschauung (Worldview). The 
Duopoly poured trillions of US Dollars into STANAG weaponry with lackluster 
results. ‘Freedom’ meant every ‘latest weapon is superior’ and the profiteering of 
national defense. ‘Equality’ meant the blurring of weapons or vehicles to fit 
multiple combat roles. And ‘Fraternity’ was as binding as the EU/NATO. 

“You are a fool for believing that my siblings, Cousins, and I all deny the 
Shoah (Holocaust) and every wrong committed by the Hitlerists,’ Bruno spoke in a 
disapproving voice. “That accusation is propaganda from the Duopoly and the 
LIEO to swindle your Vo/kskérper in Israel and abroad. And while I may be a 
Strasserist, I have always believed that the life of every Jude is sacred.” 

“What about ‘Dual-Loyalty?”’ Rebekah asked. 

“Would you vote for Likud or Benjamin Netanyahu” he responded. 

“Nein,” she answered. “I cannot tolerate the sheer lunacy from either.” 

“Genau (Exactly),” he said, “So please refrain from making generalizations.” 

Inside an Adalbert Munitions warehouse at a dockyard somewhere in Spain, 
Bruno was talking to Rebekah Griin as he inspected the contents of various 
wooden and metal crates on rows of tall, sturdy shelves. Meanwhile, on the other 
side of the building, Borussia, reconfigured as an automated MARV, helped Ulrich, 
Perpetua, and Heinricka browse the warehouse’s inventory of various small arms, 
stockpiled munitions and energy cells for Underground-issue MAFVs. 

Back on Bruno and Rebekah’s side, there were dozens of mothballed crates 
containing a recent shipment of some new Ryanite-made weapons which GACSS 
was now exporting to the CSI/DI and the six Pariah nations. Bruno opened and 
closed each crate, inspecting all of the stored weapons with a magnifying glass. 
“What if I said that, when I was a small Junge (boy), I believed Helmut Hirsch was 
a “German Jewish National Socialist?”’ he asked. “What if you told you that 
Hirsch’s 1936 bomb plot against Hitler was carried out on the behalf of Otto 
StraBer, whom he and his Bruder Gregor were the founders of ‘Strasserism?”” 

“Okay, so what is your point?” Rebekah yawned. 

“T have no reasons to be against the Juden, Judaism, or even Zionism except 
when it inflicts real pain and suffering on Palestine. Iam not a Hitlerist who thinks 
Adolf Hitler was this perfect and flawless man. Most Juden and Gentiles I know 
continue to believe the old Soviet propaganda line that all Socialisms are 
Communism.” Bruno closed the crate in front of him and Rebekah, his hand still 
clutched around the magnifying glass. “If I know something is wrong, I will 
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condemn it and anyone who continues to tolerate and ignore it. Why else do you 
think my Schwester Rosalinde and I support the need for a Jewish Heimat?” 

“Then why are you and Rosalinde so interested in appealing the Nuremberg 
Trials?” she cried. “Haven’t you realized that the Nuremberg Trials were intended 
to prosecute the so-called ‘Hitlerists’ who carried out the Shoah?” 

“Jawohl, and you don’t seem to get it!” Bruno replied. 

Rebekah crossed her arms, her eyes narrowing. “What is it that I don’t get?” 

“The Nuremberg Trials have created human suffering by orchestrating a 
Shoah of Love’ while hypocritically condemning the ‘Shoah of Hate.” 
Approaching a tall metal shelf lined against a wall, Bruno opened a metal crate. 
“Those Trials built one of the most destructive weapons on the Erde.” Grabbing 
two unloaded weapons from the crate, he showed Rebekah an Adalbert StG12(A) 
assault rifle and an G14(A) automatic rifle. “The weapons are horrendous in 
comparison to these beautiful paragons of Prussian military craftsmanship.” 

“Sind Sie Geisteskrank (Ate you insane)?” Rebekah’s nose crinkled. “The 
Rémisches Statut des Internationalen Strafgerichtshofs (Rome Statute of the International 
Criminal Court), Nérnberger Prinzipien (Nuremberg Principles) and Menschenrechte 
(Human Rights) are not ‘Weapons of Mass Destruction!’ They are meant to...” 

He slammed the metal crate shut. “They will be deployed against us if 
GACSS loses Brotzmanskrieg, Kameradin Rebekah!” Bruno shook his head. 
“Remember, GACSS started Brotzmanskrieg and is the de-facto aggressor. Never 
mind my Opa, Dame Ostara, Pax Americana, and the House of Raynerson.” 

Ulrich called out to them. “Cousin Bruno and Kameradin Rebekah, Borussia is 
finished with our inventory check for the munitions, MAFVs, and A-Wings! Come 
back outside and I will give you some ammunition.” 

“Hier, take this Gewehr, Kameradin Rebekah.” He offered her the G14(A). 

She declined. “I have already seen too much blood, too much killing by the 
IDF in West Bank and Gaza.” Rebekah turned around and walked away. Bruno 
followed suit. On the way out of the warehouse, their voices echoed on the walls. 

“Never again’ should those legal weapons be used against anyone, even in 
absentia’ Bruno declared. “If demanding an appealing of the Nuremberg Trials is 
somehow Antisemitic, then everything else in life is also Antisemitic!” 

“Ts Maoism a Chinese Nazism?” Rebekah asked. 

““Maoism is a Chinese National Socialism!” Bruno said. “Juche’ is a Korean 
National Socialism. ‘Ho Chi Minh Thought’ is a Vietnamese National Socialism. 
Neither Karl Marx and Friedrich Engels nor Adolf Hitler and any other Socialist 
have a monopoly over ‘Socialism.’ Liberal Capitalism does not command a 
monopoly over ‘Democracy’, a system of governance as old as Ancient Athens.” 

“What about Liberal Capitalism?” 

“Just one ideology among countless others.” 

Like Persian rugs, caviar, champagne, high-end apparel, sports cars, and fine 
art, firearms were luxury goods in the GACSS. Most NATO STANAG and 
Warsaw Pact weapons in RGA and Adelbu hands were all captured from 
Underground and Clancyite armories. The rest, like those among the Lesbgarde 
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Harold Brotzman, were a Ja carte equipment bought auf Anfrage (on Demand) by 
Harold and Halfrida. Putin’s Russia sold Russian-made weapons to the Lezbgarde 
after first exchanging Schulmarks, US Dollars, Euros, and Swiss Francs for 
Russian Rubles. The same applied for North Korea, except Pyongyang requested 
the foreign currencies be exchanged with ‘Red Won’ certificates. 

Thanks to Harold and Halfrida, GACSS ended dependency on NATO and 
Warsaw Pact weaponry. The trick was an obscure footnote from the Wehrmacht 
and Waffen-44: the Ryanite armaments industry supplied the RGA and Adelbu with separate 
equipment. The reward was Adalbert Munitions selling and exporting a new line of 
weapons to the Dweller Coalition, the CSI/DI and the six aligned Pariahs. 

2 KK 

A tattered Ryanite Republic ensign, hoisted on a tall, slender flagpole, 
fluttered against the clouds, flashing lightning bolts, and falling downpour. A stray 
bullet pierced the center, the blood of Catalonian youths splattering the Prussian 
blue fabric. A shortwave radio, resting on a wooden crate next to the flagpole, 
flickered to life and broadcasted RFE/RL (Radio Free Europe/Radio Liberty), the 
European propaganda news outlet of the Duopoly’s Voice of America. 

“President Wolff has demanded NATO member-state defense expenditure 
to skyrocket from 5% to 45% of GDP (Gross Domestic Product),” the teenage 
boyish voice of a Heckerist propagandist cheered. “The President of the United 
States calls upon all NATO members to levy higher taxes, curb retirement 
pensions and paid leave as harsher Austerity measures against Russia and China.” 

“Mister President, Mister President,” two dozen Heckerist journalists called. 
“Will US arms manufacturers be raking in billions of Dollars more this year?” 

“That’s right!” President’s Wolffs voice howled. “Unemployed European 
youths have no idea what it is like to be poor, to be drowning in debt, to be 
homeless or hauled away to a concentration camp in Nazi China! They should 
stop whining and enjoy spending every waking moment of life without a single 
Euro! Congress and I only care about how many unemployed European youths 
have defaulted and how many still have Euros to their name!” 

Red flares flew upward. Bruno laughed. “He would have set NATO member 
defense spending to 75% of their nation’s GDP if the Duopoly would let him! 
NATO simply has way too many idle STANAG weapons, vehicles, tanks, 
helicopters, warships, and warplanes, Cousin!” 

“And what do you suggest we shou/d do?” Ulrich pondered. 

A whistle was blown in the distance, somewhere beyond No Man’s Land. 

“What ate we waiting for?” Bruno cried. “Let’s steal ‘borrow’ some of their 
arsenals for ourselves before Opa and Dame Ostara do!” 

“For now, Cousin,” Ulrich voiced, “Let’s make it to Harold and Halfrida’s 
18 Geburtstag (birthday).” Several bullets hit the sandbags across from him. “I 
have made it a five-year plan to ensure that I will not miss their birthday this year!” 

“We're teleporting to their 18" birthday party tomorrow?” Bruno mused. 

A rapid lead fusillade from a battalion of rifles, machine guns, and 
submachine guns lit up the nighttime darkness somewhere in a remote part of 
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Spain’s Catalonia region. The Spanish Catholic School System, a CSI/DI-aligned 
ally of GACSS, had fallen in civil war. Duopoly-backed Catalonian ‘moderate 
rebels’ rose up against their Radical Distributist leaders in Madrid, threatening to 
destabilize the Catholic SSE and even the nation itself. 

Two entire companies of rebel infantry charged toward the hill, the 
Pallschirmjager bullets of Fallschirm-Panzer Division Us/rich Brotzman whizzing 
past them. Half of them never made it across No Man’s Land, their bodies cut 
down by the Fallschirmjager’s FG13(A)s. The survivors chucked stick grenades at 
the Ryanites’ trenches situated around the base of the hill. 

One of the Fallschirmjager shouted: “Grenade!” 

A stick grenade rolled and fell into a trench. It exploded, sending the mangled 
bodies of three Fallschirmjagers flying out of the trench. “Get out of the 
trenches...!” another Fallschirmjager screamed from a nearby trench. 

Purther uphill, at the hilltop, Ulrich unloaded a StG12(A) assault rifle from a 
hastily-dug trench in front of the flagpole. The StG12(A), its thirty-round 7.92mm 
Kurz magazine emptied, sported an underslung 26mm grenade launcher. Opening 
the breech and inserting a phallus-shaped 26mm HE shell projectile into the 
grenade launcher, Ulrich launched the projectile an approaching squad of 
moderate rebel downhill. 

Cousin Bruno, sharing the trench with him, cheered at the explosion Ulrich 
had caused. “Nice shot, Hans-Ulrich!” 

A ted laser appeared over Ulrich’s head. A loud gunshot rang out. “Ich bin 
getrojen (’m hit)!’ A large Soviet-made 7.62X54mmR_ bullet grazed his 
Pallschirmjager-variant Stahlhelm. “Jesus, Maria...iah brauche hilfe (Jesus, Mary...1 
need help)!’ Another bullet hit him. Dropping his rifle, Ulrich fell into the trench, 
his back slamming against the mud and wooden planks on the trench’s dirt floor. 

Rosalinde cried. “Scharfschiitze gesichtet (Sniper spotted)!” 

“Mutterficker,’ Bruno screamed, “That Arschloch will pay!” Wielding the 
K14(A), he set the rifle to single shot and peered through the infrared scope 
attachment. “Ich sehe ihm, ich sehe thu (1 see him, I see him)!” He spotted the sniper, 
petched behind a stone wall in the middle of the No Man’s Land. The sniper 
ducked and reloaded his Dragunov rifle. 

“Where the hell is Borussia and the rest of my Cousins, Rosalinde?” 
Heinricka cried from behind Bruno. 

“How am I supposed to figure that outr’” Rosalinde shouted back. “They’re 
flanking us, Heinricka! Cover our left flank and Pll cover our right!” 

“Verstanden!” Heinricka acknowledged. 

The Catalonian sniper downrange took his time with Bruno. “Come on out 
so I can kill you!” Bruno jeered at him, waiting. The sniper reappeared from cover, 
lining up a clean shot at Rosalinde or Heinricka. The two Brotzman Cousins were 
both approaching Bruno and Ulrich’s trench from behind the flagpole. 

The moment was also perfect for Bruno as well; he too had him in his 
crosshairs. Bruno pulled the trigger, dropping him and avenging Ulrich. “That 
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fucker won’t be coming back home tonight.” He crouched in trench and shook 
Ultich’s shoulder. “Hans-Ulrich, Hans-Ulrich, stay with us!” 

The bullets did not kill Ulrich. Instead, the second one had incapacitated him. 

Rosalinde and Heinricka joined Bruno and Ulrich in the trench. Heinricka 
shrieked at the sight of an unconscious Ulrich. “Os Mein Gott, ist Ulrich tor” 

“Hans-Ulrich ist nicht tot, Heinrickal”’ Rosalinde slapped het. 

“We don’t have time for moping!” Bruno swapped the magazines on his 
automatic rifle. He set the rifle to full-auto as a battalion of moderate rebels raced 
uphill. This new wave dashed across No Man’s Land, armed with Duopoly-issued 
STANAG weapons. An Underground-made Catalonian MAFV crashed through 
the stone walls of an abandoned winery further downrange. 

Heinricka and Rosalinde were armed with K14(A)s, the short carbine variant 
of the G14(A). Chambered for 7.92mm Mauser, the rifle was well-built, durable, 
and resilient enough to stand its ground in a World War oversaturated with far too 
many unoriginal assault rifles. 

“Panzer!” Bruno pointed in the general direction of the MAFV. 

The Catalonians deployed a Marcella V/16. A few HEAT (High Explosive, 
Anti-Tank) rifle grenades from the barrel of Heinricka and Rosalinde missed. 
Several more rifle grenades ricocheted against its thick sloped armor. It rolled 
down the No Man’s Land, its coaxial and hull-mounted laser machine guns 
pinning down the overwhelmed Fallschirmjagers remaining at the hill’s base. 

From a country road behind the hill, Borussia rolled up on an inclined slope 
to the hilltop. Speeding up the summit, the crew of Borussia parked their MAFV 
behind the Brotzman Cousin’s trench and took aim at the rolling Marcella V/16. It 
fired a clean shot at the Marcella V/16. The plasma bolt, penetrating the 
Catalonian MAFV’s hull, ignited its onboard ammunition compartment. Flying 
upward as a ball of flames, the burning chassis landed in the middle of field of 
dead youths given huge sums of money for betraying against their allies. 

The Duopoly propaganda broadcast continued. “...A North Korean defector 
was rewarded with a lifetime supply of Choco Pies, a tasty American-style South 
Korean chocolate marshmallow snack cake, for defecting and crossing the 39% 
parallel unscathed. Now, I could really go for a Choco Pie or two myself—maybe 
even one of British-style Australian Wagon Wheels...” 

2K OK 
(One week later) 

State President Halfrida Brotzman did have an office of her own inside the 
Third Floor, Central Wing of Plaidstadt. She spent most of her time with her twin 
brother in the State Chancellor’s office a few doors down. The office fell under 
the auspices of the Anti-EuroGov Pact. Across from Halfrida’s desk was an 
intellectual bookshelf with various 16%, 17%, 18%, 19%, 20%, and 21st century tomes. 

Cousins Harold and Halfrida left a personal message for Ulrich and the 
combination to a safe containing his High Standard HDM among other goodies 
aboard U-2104. I better not keep Bruno and Her Highness waiting, Ulrich thought to 
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himself. He closed the door behind him. Walking up to the bookshelf, he browsed 
through each of the titles. 

The top shelf had The Catechism of the Catholic Church, the texts for the three 
Plenary Councils of Baltimore, Pope Leo XII’s Rerum Novarum and His Holiness’ 
papal documentation on the Americanist Heresy, other Papal Encyclicals by later 
Popes and Vatican II on Catholic Education, and Are Parochial Schools the Answer?. 
Nothing out of ordinary until one saw all the titles occupying the lower shelves. 

The next shelf had The Communist Manifesto, Fragment on Machines, What is to be 
Done?, Imperialism, the Highest Stage of Capitalism, The Manifesto for the Abolition of 
Enslavement to Interest on Money, Permanent Revolution, Wirtschafthches Sofortprogramm der 
NSDAP (Emergency Economic Program of the NSDAP), The Revolution Betrayed, The 
Lightning and the Sun, Disaster Capitalism, PostCapitalism, and Surveillance Capitalism. 

The third shelf contained The Decline of the West, Roman Catholicism and Political 
Form, Prussianism and Socialism, Political Theology, Nomos of the Earth, Heliopolis, 
Confessions of the Old Wizard, The Magic of Money, and Eumeswil. 

The fourth shelf was Helmut and Renate’s old journal, The Prince, On War, 
Achtung — Panzer!, Heinz Winifred Brotzman’s In Io Tempore, Inside the Third Reich, 
Blunder!, Infiltration, and some boxes of old Nazi-era technical patents. There were 
reels of microfilm containing photos of an estimated 750,986 patents and some 
4,000 Ahnenerbe documents which were destroyed or stolen in 1945 alone. 

The last shelf had The New Adtantis, Common Sense, The Federalist Papers, Isis 
Unveiled, Germany must Perish!, The Thousand-Year Conspiracy, Know Your Enemy, 
Germany Plots with the Kremlin, The Virtue of Selfishness, Capitalism and Freedom, The 
Grand Chessboard, Soft Power, Understanding International Conflicts, Rebuilding America’s 
Defenses, Against All Enemies, Your Government Failed You, 9/11 Commission Report, 
Cyberwar, Exceptional, World Order, Warnings, and The Jungle Grows Back. 

There was only one hint that Ulrich needed. Harold and Halfrida’s Quest 
began with one book asking one simple question: “Are Parochial Schools the Answere? 
Why was Mary Perkins Ryan’s book on American Catholic Education, along with 
the lives of Ss. John Neumann and Elizabeth Ann Seton, serving as skeleton keys 
to a broad range of books? 

Ulrich grabbed it and found an index card inside one of its later Chapters. 
Halfrida’s handwriting was scribbled on the large index card in her English-style 
cursive writing with thin, pretty curves. “‘Many American Catholics since the 1960s 
believed that the Existential Question surrounding his book was organizational and 
ecclesiastical. My dear brother and I have abvays felt that Mary Perkins Ryan was actually 
describing a financial and macrocosmic dilemma left unaddressed since the days of Ss. John 
Neumann and Elizabeth Ann Seton. The fate of the Catholic Education and the Church’s 
future is at stake here.” 

The blank side of the index contained a more detailed, satisfying and more 
political interpretation of Are Parochial Schools the Answer?. The other side was 
written in Harold’s handwriting. “Should American Catholic Education pursue Financial 
Auutarky or Financial Dependency on the US Dollar? If it is obviously the former, read 
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Imperialism, the Highest Stage of Capitalism’ and ‘Nomos of the Earth’. Remember, Kamerad- 
Cousin: There is no such thing as a Free Trade until there is such thing as a Free Lunch,” 

The Hidden Hand of the Grandfather Clock bestowed to its followers 
economic fortunes and economic weaponry. Combating it and the Grandfather 
Clock was GACSS and the CSI/DI’s best shot at ending Liberal Capitalism. But 
unlike ‘Industrial Capital’the production of goods and services—and ‘Labor 
Capital’the productivity of SSEs and nation-states, ‘Finance Capital’ was what 
made the Duopoly so dangerous with money. Ulrich grabbed Imperialism, the 
Highest Stage of Capitalism and Nomos of the Earth from their separate shelves and left 
the office. An important meeting with Harold and Halfrida awaited him. 
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Chapter Forty Six: ‘The Reich Is Yours’ 
(Wise Man and Renate; Apr. 21-May 1, 2015) 


“My knowledge of pain, learned with the saber [in duels of fencing], taught me not to be afraid. 
And just as in dueling when you must concentrate on your enemy’s cheek, so, too, in war. You 
cannot waste time on feinting and sidestepping. You must decide on your target and go in.” 

-44 Obersturmbannfiihrer Otto ‘Scarface’ Skorzeny 


someone asked her why she became so attracted and so mesmerized by 

National Socialism. National Socialism, even as recent as the height of 
Brotzmanskrieg and the War on Terror in 2015, was still a universally-despised 
ideology and something which must be unilaterally condemned altogether. In her 
words: ‘I replied without a shadow of hesitation: ‘Its beauty.” For every ideology’s abilities 
of ‘creation and destruction are one, to the eyes who can see beauty, 

After Tuesday’s classes at Neumann-Seton had ended for the day, the Anti- 
EuroGov Pact gathered at Classroom 321, the student party headquarters of the 
VPdSG. April 21s was Bruno’s 16% Geburtstag (Birthday). The Brotzman twins, the 
Helden, Bruno’s fiancée Duchess Perpetua and her cousins, and his sister and 
other Cousins gifted him with lots and lots of bullets—‘paper bullets’. 

Baroness Felicity, Princess Philomena, Countess Cecilia, Rosalinde, Fabian, 
Adelwolfa, Dieter, and Kathe were all seated around a roundtable. Each of them 
had a money counting machine. The center of the roundtable was strewn with 
bundles of valuable high-denomination banknotes like $100 USD, $100 CAD, 
£100, ¥100 Yuan, €1000, 1000 CHF, and ¥10,000 Yen. Some had a few dried 
drips of somebody’s blood and trace residues of an unknown white powder. 

“Gross!” Countess Cecilia gagged. 

“Why do I get the feeling that somebody was snorting down a line of 
Cocaine in a 1980s Miami nightclub?” Adelwolfa shuddered. 

“T believe these are all used banknotes from the personal accounts of the 
Helden,” Dieter recalled. 

“Tf that’s the case, then I can only imagine how and where they got a hold of 
them,” Fabian chuckled. He and the others at the roundtable took a bundle of 
banknotes and placed them into the money countering machine. The devices 
counted all the banknotes in each bundle, the total recorded on a digital counter. 

“Speaking of which,” Baroness Felicity mused, “Where was the Helden?” 

“Depends,” Rosalinde said, “Were they buying or baking my brother’s cake?” 

“What difference does it make?” Kathe mused. 

“Tt makes a whole Real World of difference, Cousin,’ Rosalinde told her. 

In the back of the classroom, seated around a long table, the Brotzman twins 
and the Helden feasted on Bruno’s cake. Bruno had just blown out the birthday 
candles, but after hearing their hardships in ‘buying’ cakes under Liberal Capitalist 
Democratic regimes, it was now theirs. Finding a local Liberal Capitalist baker in 
Downtown Philly just to bake a birthday cake was a real pain for the Helden. All 
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of them borrowed their time from a lending timekeeper just to build an hourglass. 
One baker offered the Helden a ‘Freedom Cake’, which was confiscated from the 
Helden after they requested it to be baked for free. The birthday cake had been 
advertised as costing $60.00, except the final cost turned out to be $81.46. 

What happened? Lance and Chandler refused to give US Dollars to the 
baker’s overworked, underpaid staff. Harold and Halfrida refused to pay the baker 
the hidden fees imposed by the Duopoly. Duopoly Jurisprudence called the two 
hidden payments ‘Sales Tax’ and “Tipping’; Ryanite Jurisprudence deemed both as 
‘Commercial Fraud’ and ‘Labor Fraud’—criminal offenses in the GACSS. 

Another offered them an ‘Equality Cake’, which never came after she made 
disparaging comments against Walther, Isolde, Hannelore, Heinricka, and Ulrich— 
the ‘illegal immigrants’, ‘illegal aliens’ and ‘undocumented workers’ among the 
Helden. She fumed at the five for speaking to each other and Harold and Halfrida 
in German, not in American English. The woman called the police on the absurd 
notion that Bruno was as ‘Schwu? (Gay) as Ernst Rohm or Michael Kuhnen and 
was planning for his Hochzeit (Wedding) with ‘Cousin Harold’ (Read: Cousin 
Halfrida), not Duchess Perpetua. Duopoly’s Judicial Jurisprudence called them 
‘Freedom of Speech’ and ‘Freedom of Religion’; Ryanite Jurisprudence deemed 
both ‘Incitement to Hatred’ and ‘Libelous Slander’—criminal offenses in GACSS. 

The third baker offered the Helden a Baked Alaska-style ‘Birthday Cake’ and 
deep-fried ice cream ‘Fraternity Cakes’. Those too did not materialize. The baker 
had joined in on the Duopoly and Pax Ameticana’s most-recent trade sanction 
against the GACSS for letting Ryanite Jackbooters sell ‘Iranian-made Caviar’ on 
the black markets of America’s Secular SSEs. Thus, the Helden walked out of the 
bakery with Harold and Halfrida in protest. A youth’s personal ‘free time’ will 
always be wasted under Liberal Capitalist Democratic regimes. Fed up with the 
burdens of ‘buying’ a cake, the Helden simply baked Bruno a ‘Real Cake’ instead. 

“Every Ryanite should watch Super-Size Me and read Upton Sinclair’s The 
Jungle and Eric SchloBer’s Fast Food Nation at least once,” Harold said. 

The mischievous grin on his twin sister’s face widened. “All that horrific and 
disgusting artificial ingredients the Duopoly allowed in the American people’s food 
like ‘High-Fructose Corn Syrup’. A Liberal Capitalist birthday cake to Bruno 
would be a radioactive cake of Uranium covered in sugary icing and frosting.” She 
rolled her eyes as she speared an ornate stainless steel fork through her cake slice. 

“Gosh, our country is so messed up!” Jennifer lamented. 

“And yet our fellow Americans have neither the time nor the knowledge to 
know that, Jen,” Percival wiped the cake icing from his mouth with a napkin. 
“Hell, who would have thought that there is a black market for Uranium in 
America? There’s enough Uranium on sale to start another nuclear program.” 

“How much should we bet on the odds of a ‘Greater Depression’ before our 
student government’s next Four-Year Plan?” Drusilla the Helden. 

“The ‘Free Market’ is always unfree for GACSS!” Lance cried, slapping 55M— 
$50 USD-against the long table. “Pd say we bet on a sale of Uranium stolen from 
a nationalized Ryanite nuclear energy firm! The odds of that Uranium falling into 
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the wrong hands are lower than a privatized Canadian nuclear energy firm like 
Uranium One, Inc. running a nuclear power plant on US soil for profit.” 

“What's the point of a Free Market if they’re free to do just that, eh?” 
Hannelore sipped on a fine glass of Ryanite-made Champagne. It tasted far better 
than Dirigisme, a French Champagne Socialist brand. “And yet, when we revealed 
our nuclear reactor at Catholic University of America in Washington DC, the 
Duopoly got ballistic!” From the purse inside her handbag, Hannelore settled a 
single 100SM banknote—valued at $1,000 USD-on the table. “The likelihood, 
Lance, is indeed lower than the odds of a North Korean ICBM hitting us.” 

“A stolen Uranium sale is nothing.” Virgil dropped 20,000SM in 1,000SM 
banknotes. “I'll bet $200,000 on GACSS’ economic policies generating sheer 
mayhem on the LIEO’s World Trade and financial systems! What the hell is the 
point of Quantitative Easing if nobody’s going to spend any of itr” 

“T must say,” Margaret said, “Our time spent together is always well-spent.” 

“It is a shame that the Real World still obsesses over Zeit (Time) and Geld 
(Money).” Walther crammed his slice of cake into his mouth. “Our so-called 
financial markets in Atlantic City are called ‘state-owned casinos.” 

Isolde giggled. “Who would have thought that almost a century later after 
your and I were born, not much has changed under Liberal Capitalism?” 

“And here we all are thinking that the ‘Progress’ of Liberal Capitalism in so- 
called ‘Developing Countries’ of the “Third World’ lifted many out of poverty.” 
Chandler poured himself and for Representative Accardo a shot of Brandy. 

“Damn right, Chandler!” Accardo downed his shot. “The odds of Clancyites 
robbing a Ryanite state-owned casino in crime-free Atlantic City are nil!” In 
1,000SM banknotes, Accardo dumped 100,000SM-—$1,000,000 USD on the table. 

Ulrich, Bruno and Perpetua watched the Helden from the doorway of the 
classroom’s closet, across from the rear marker board. Not an LGBT closet but 
one full of verboten skeletons and a Teleportation Transponder to Plaidstadt. “To 
be honest with you, Your Highness,” Ulrich told Perpetua, “I am sort of expecting 
to someday see a blimp with the words ‘The Resch is Yours. A 1980s track ‘pushing 
things to the limit’, maybe purchase a King Tiger for Drusilla just like in Scarface.” 

The others at the roundtable laughed together with Ulrich. 

“Were you running Cocaine for Klaus Barbie in the 1970s?” Perpetua giggled. 

“Are you implying that I was?” Ulrich chuckled. “I was born in 1999.” 

Bruno tapped on Ulrich’s shoulder. “Ser Lustig (Very Funny),” he chortled, 
“T too have always thought Free Trade is akin to running illegal drugs and stolen 
weapons past all the usual ‘Barriers to Trade.’ Customs checks, strip-searches, 
vehicle inspections, border guard patrols and security checkpoints, bomb-sniffing 
dogs, intelligence reports from Interpol, facial recognition software, drones, and 
especially sudden, unexpected attacks from rival criminal syndicates.” 

“Ja, and no government or SSE would even dare get rid of those Barriers to 
Trade!” Ulrich spoke with a blunt voice. “That’s why the Four Freedoms in the 
EU/NATO’s new ‘Single Black Market’ are the Free Movement of illegal and 
stolen goods, illicit services, counterfeit capital, and forced or sexual labor.” 
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The Duopoly and the LIEO, unlike Pax Americana and the SGIEO, were 
forced to frame the GACSS as this emerging ‘Developing Country that just 
happened to be a school system.’ Yet all the Catholic SSEs in the SGIEO and all 
the Pariah nations in the LIEO were turning to GACSS’ Studentenbank for loans. 
How many ‘Developing Countries’ have a Central Bank with hard currencies in 
excess of over $300,000,000,000,000 USD (30,000,000,000,000,000 SM)? Dr. 
Tatyana Koryagina never found the Answer to her $400,000,000,000,000 USD 
(40,000,000,000,000,000 SM) Question after 9/11. And unlike Pablo Escobar, the 
student government made sure the Studentenbank put that money to good use. 

The Lésung (Solution) is simple: American Catholic Education was literally 
languishing from centuries of Duopoly sanctions when Mary Perkins Ryan wrote 
Are Parochial Schools the Answer?. The only problem with Ryan’s book was that her 
macroeconomic ignorance prevented her from finding a Lésung, let alone outlining 
the Exdlosung der Ryanfrage (Final Solution to Mary Perkins Ryan’s Question) of the 
GACSS-Radical Distributism. And yes, there were massively fundamental 
differences between this Endlosung and that other Endlosung, the Endlosung der 
Judenfrage (Final Solution to the Jewish Question). For both Jews and Gentiles, 
discerning between them is as simple and_ straightforward as the IPF 
(Identification, Friend or Foe) System inside an IDF F-151 Ra‘am (Thunder). 
Enter Carl Schmitt’s ‘Friend—Enemy Distinction’ from The Concept of the Political. 

‘Tell me who your enemy is, and I will tell you who you are” Both Endlosungen (Final 
Solutions) were as diametrically opposing as Harold and Halfrida Brotzman and 
Hans and Sophie Scholl (Real Trade vs. Free Trade) or Bishop St. Johann 
Nepomuk Neumann and Cardinal St. John Henry Newman (Pro-Papal Infallibility 
vs. Anti-Papal Infallibility). Ernst Jiinger and Dorothy Day (Anarch vs. Anarchist), 
Oswald Spengler and Hilaire Belloc (Pro-Bismarck vs. Anti-Bismarck), Savitri 
Devi and Ayn Rand (Lightning and the Sun vs. Atlas Shrugged), Michael Kiihnen and 
Bela Ewald Althans (Gay Strasserist vs. Gay Hitlerist), Josef Stalin and Leon 
Trotsky (Socialism in One Country vs. Permanent Revolution), or Albert Speer 
and Richard Alan Clarke (Inside the Third Reich vs. Your Government Failed You). 

2K KK 
(Four days later) 

Was Prussia a nation-state with an armed forces or an armed forces that just 
happened to be a nation-state? Was GACSS a nation-state with a school system or 
a school system that just happened to be a nation-state? Again, assuming someone 
even knew what Prussia was like as a nation-state, they never knew the answer to 
the second question. Failing to answer the first also left the second unanswered. 

“My prized invention, the Ryanite Schulmark and Schulpfennig, was never 
intended to be for the Greater American Catholic School System alone.” Bruno 
was addressing his sister Rosalinde, the Brotzman twins, Margaret, the Lovers, 
Ulrich, Heinricka, Duchess Perpetua, Lance, Hannelore, and Drusilla. “We should 
be inspired by what Muammar Gaddafi was originally planning to do for Aftica 
before the Duopoly came to Libya and turned his death into a snuff film.” 

“Damn Bruno, you weren’t joking,” Lance whistled. “Money truly zs magic.” 
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Halfrida yawned. “Is Washington-Reich sending that snuff film to my dear 
brother constitute as “free porn’ or as a ‘free death threat?”’ She grinned. 

“Both are illegal in the GACSS, State President,’ Margaret voiced. 

“And given the original context, sis,” Harold added, “I think it’s the latter.” 

“Eh, who in their right mind wants to masturbate to Gaddafi getting 
sodomized with bayonets by Duopoly-backed rebels?” Hannelore voiced. 

“That idea is sick and perverted on so many freaking levels!’ Drusilla sulked. 

“T know, Drusilla, the production quality was terrible!’ Heinricka cried. 

A map of the Real World, Dweller world, and Otherworld was laid on a table 
in the middle of the State Chancellor’s office. Everyone and Bruno were gathered 
around the table. Plotting Anti-EuroGov Pact’s shopping spree, Bruno took a blue 
wax pencil from a tin box on the table. “The Studentenbank must unite all the 
Catholic school students of the Erde under the Schulmark.” He drew several 
atrows toward evety Catholic school system in the Real World, both CSI/DI- 
aligned and CSI/DI-unaligned. 

Grabbing two wax pencils, a green and a red, Duchess Perpetua drew dozens 
of green and red arrows toward every neutral and hostile SSE among the SGIEO 
and every neutral PSE (Foreign State Economy) and hostile FMEs (Foreign 
Market Economy) among the LIEO. “Furthermore, GACSS cannot send RGA 
troops and Adelburgers to garrison every single SSE and FME.” 

“Korrekt,” Walther responded. “Instead of RGA and Adelbu, our Jackbooters, 
Foremen, Caravaneers, and Chefs are our garrisons. Their garrisons command the 
financial and economic branches of our armed forces.” 

Isolde gigeled—for the first time since 1945. “Who would have thought that 
out Guilds, Syndicates, Flagships, Industries, and worker-owned Corporations are 
also a part of the RGA and Adelburgers?” 

Ulrich stroked his chin. “Is that even possible, Cousin?” 

“Ja, Hans-Ulrich, it can be done.” Bruno nodded. 

“The Studentenbank is only connected to the CSI/DI’s SFAA (Student 
Financial Autarky Agency) and ERPA (Economic Redevelopment and Protection 
Agency) for three reasons, Hans-Ulrich,” Walther told Ulrich. 

Isolde settled on the table a table of hard currencies, precious metals and 
gems, liquidities, securities, patents, and other valuables. “GACSS needs to reassert 
its role as Fiihrer (Leader) of CSI/DI. Second, GACSS must replace Cross 
Financial Unlimited with its own financial clearinghouse to launder the Ryanites’ 
reserves of clean and dirty Ge/d (Money).” 

“What has GACSS been doing to get dirty Geld?” Ulrich asked. 

“Geld which GACSS has been making in secret through the Eddie Mack 
Trading House,” Lance explained. “That brings Lady Commissar Isolde to her 
third point: GACSS needs an IFI (International Financial Institution), an ‘IFI 
against Time’ that will turn the clean and dirty money into plans and actions.” 

Halfrida snapped her fingers. “I get it! The great challenge of the 20% century 
was over the Means of Production between the State and the Market. The Liberal 
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Capitalists wanted the Market to oppress the State, while the Marxist-Leninists 
wanted the State to oppress the Market.” 

“Genau,” Rosalinde answered. “National Socialism believes that the State and 
the Market should be united with the Vo/kskorper in Socialist Solidarity. All three 
must work together in sync to provide a productive environment conscientious to 
the needs of the o/ksgemeinschaft and the future of the Vo/& as a whole.” 

“In Radical Distributism,” Harold said, “The State and the Market are always 
built and maintained at the local level and only governed from the national level 
on the basis of ‘Swbsidiarity. This also accounts for why our SSE has Guilds 
representing entire communities instead of Unions representing just the workers.” 

“In Raynersonian Syndicalism—the Underground’s SSE,” Perpetua opined, 
“The State is controlled by the First Estate-the House of Raynerson, who 
ovetsees and directs a Market controlled by the Third Estate-the Commoners. 
The Second Estate—Catholic clergy and religious—are supposed to exert a greater 
presence over both the State and the Market.” 

“Could that be why the rest of the Catholic Church, including the Holy See, 
is still neutral between Ryanite and Underground hostilities?” Lance pondered. 

Perpetua nodded. “Absolutely,” she replied. “This is all a part of a certain 
form of Jurisprudence which is shared by both the Underground and GACSS: the 
‘Separation of Church and State’, ‘Freedom of Religion’, and ‘Religious Liberty’ are 
all buzzwords for ‘S4 (State-Sponsored Secular Sectarianism).” 

“Pax Americana, meanwhile, adheres to none of those,” Hannelore added. 
“From here, GACSS can assume a foreign policy posture comparable to the one 
pursued by Reichsleiter Martin Ludwig Bormann.” 

Halfrida’s eyes narrowed. “That was also how our family laundered their 
wealth and assets out of the Fatherland, dear brother.” Her nose crinkled. “I have 
always wondered if we could replicate Bormann’s post-War Hitlerist strategy.” 

What is my sis talking about? Harold pondered to himself. 

Margaret adjusted her glasses. “During World War H, Horst Brotzman was a 
member of an organization within Himmler’s 44 called the “44-WVHA’ (44- 
Wirtschafts-und Verwaltungshauptamt, 44 Main Economic and Administrative Office). 
Horst and ‘Amt W’ (Amt Wirtschaft, Department of Economics) were tasked by 44- 
WVHA to tun 25 ##+run industries through a Holding Company called ‘DWB’ 
(Deutsche Wirtschaftsbetriebe, German Economic Enterprises).” 

“What Liberal Capitalism, the LIEO and the Duopoly never grasped was 
how 44-WVHA can be both Nationalized and Privatized,” Rosalinde opined. “44- 
WVHA was a part of the State and a part of the Market. It commanded DWB and 
DWB commanded the occupied economies throughout much of the War.” 

“In Liberal Capitalist terms,” Perpetua chimed, “DWB, Amt W, and 44- 
WVHA are National Socialism’s equivalents to the Duopoly’s SCI (Sensitive 
Compartmented Information), SCIF (Sensitive Compartmented Information 
Facility), and SAP (Special Access Program). All three are funded by ‘Black 
Budgets’, which are unaccountable and unknown to the American people and 
Congress, to conduct ‘Black Operations’ and shady deals like Iran-Contra.” 
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“This accounts for why so much of the Duopoly, although run by State 
bureaucrats and public servants, is heavily privatized,’ Bruno snorted. “The 
Duopoly commands itself not from Congress, but from the multinational corporate 
boardrooms of Corporate America. In Himmlet’s case, the 44 commanded their 
enterprises as public servants and bureaucrats i the NSDAP!” 

“Fascinating,” Halfrida murmured. “No wonder why Donald Rumsfeld spent 
Reagan and Clinton’s Presidencies in the private sector. Or why Dick Cheney 
spent Clinton’s Presidency at Halliburton. After becoming the Vice President 
under President Bush 43, Cheney later brought Halliburton to Saddam’s Iraq.” 

Harold chuckled. “I think I am beginning to see where Cousin Bruno and 
Her Highness are both going with this plan of theirs.” Walther offered Harold his 
notepad and fountain pen. Harold took both from Walther and proceeded to jot 
down a draft parody of Hans and Sophie Scholl’s ‘White Rose Movement Pamphlet No. 
¥ and the Capital Flight which Hitlerists like Martin Bormann used to evacuate 
German money, assets, personnel, patents, and more out of Europe. 

The result was a parody of the Four Freedoms of the EU Single Market, a 
Capital Flight, the Hitlerist DWB, Muammar Gaddafi’s Gold African Dinar, 
Milton Friedman’s Helicopter Money, and some burnt, blood-stained scraps from 
the Molotov-Ribbentrop Pact. “There, the Reich is ours!” Harold told them. 
Harold gave it a title, underlined the title twice, and passed it around the table. 

Bruno and Rosalinde read Harold’s modest proposal together. They laughed. 

“Ja, let’s all go out and shove our Littl friend up Washington-Reich’s Arschloch 
(Asshole)!”’ Rosalinde laughed. “It’ll be his consolation prize for threatening to star 
the State Chancellor and State President in the Duopoly’s next two snuff films!” 

“Better,” Bruno chortled, “Let’s slam our Uittle friend straight into LIEO’s 
World Trade, because our ‘Real Trade’ is so fucking hardcore unlike ‘Free Trade!” 

2K 
(Two days later) 

The Anti-EuroGov Pact raided the Congressional Office of Democratic 
Congresswoman Cassandra Washington-Reich in Washington DC. They 
kidnapped the Grandfather Clock for ransoms. Kidnapping it was easy; the 
Duopoly and its Congress always spent half of an entire fiscal year on vacations. 
Each US Congressman and Senator got salaries of $174,000, excluding any of 
those little white envelopes stuffed with even more US Dollars. Most Americans 
either got 40 or 80 hour workweeks and anywhere between $20,000 and $100,000. 

Two separate ransom notes were left on the desk. Harold and Halfrida 
wanted just one nonnegotiable ransom from both Washington-Reich siblings that 
neither would ever accept. Police sirens roared in the distance. 

Let President Wolff default on America’s Sovereign Debt and we will return the 
Grandfather Clock, Harold’s note to Congresswoman Washington-Reich read. 

Let GACSS revise the Rosy War Peace Treaty, especially the official rates for Anomalies, 
and we will return the Grandfather Clock, Halfrida’s note to Thomas Jefferson 
Washington-Reich read. Sounds of soaring US Air Force F-15Cs roared overhead. 
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Somewhere, in one of the twenty-four caverns of Wonderland, the 
Grandfather Clock was brought to a maximum security prison called “Bosco- 
Goretti Penitentiary’. Anti-EuroGov Pact swapped some of the parts inside the 
Grandfather Clock, strapping it to a block of remote-controlled C4 and got it 
working again. The Invisible Hand started playing with its Coin, its Colon, and its 
Crotch, revolving clockwise past the top of the hour. But it was now o#/y in sync 
with every Ryanite’s forty-hour workweek and clocks inside the Studentenbank. 

Back in Washington DC, the Federal Reserve lowered its Interest Rates to 
dangerously-low ‘Negative Interest’, literally ‘paying’ potential borrowers just to 
borrow money from them. They ramped up their printing plates, expanding the 
money supply and inflating the value of the US Dollar. The Federal Reserve 
started buying more and more Schuld to keep up with the Schulmark. On Wall 
Street and all the major financial markets of the LIEO, GACSS dropped the jaws 
of shareholders and traders as the Ryanites outmaneuvered their forces. 

Computer malware and logic bombs went off inside the computer systems of 
Wall Street. Uncertainty, fear, and terror unlike the 2008 Great Recession 
flourished as they hurried to withdraw their savings before the next financial crash. 
Without warning, logic bombs started going off inside Pax Americana’s SPAM on 
FPCIMS. Imaginary fortunes, arbitrary 1’s and 0’s, wiped out in an instant. The 
money was destroyed, not transferred into Harold and Halfrida’s pockets. 

In the Atlantic and Pacific, hundreds of Ryanite Marine (Navy) U-Boats and 
Merchant Aircraft Carriers (MACs) prowled the Oceans. It was hunting season for 
World Trade. Dozens of ships ran aground after sailing into sea minefields afloat 
outside major seaports. Out in the Atlantic and Pacific, the Ryanite Marine 
launched their torpedoes beneath the waves and sent A-Wings over the waters. A- 
Wings strafed them with smart anti-shipping bombs. The torpedoes slammed into 
the hulls of container ships and merchant vessels, drifted away in flames and 
spilling their oil all over the water. The U-Boats emerged from the waters, 
crewmen rushing to man onboard deck guns and FlaK guns, pelting the surviving 
ships with HEAT and Tungsten Carbide shells to finish them off. 

At the same time, thousands of Ryanite merchant U-Boats, Merchant Aircraft 
Carriers, and C-Wings traveled in convoys, their cargo holds packed with crates 
and boxes of finished goods and raw materials. It was “Year Three’ of GACSS’ 1* 
Four-Year Plan (Read: GACSS above Time) and GACSS has the Means of 
Production to carry it out (Read: GACSS in Time). Remember, there is no such 
thing as a Pree Trade until there is such thing as a Free Lunch. Every Ryanite 
Jackbooter’s ‘Barriers to Trade’ under any Real Trade Agreement was Pax 
Americana, Underground, IRS, NRO, US Secret Service, FBI, BATFE, CIA, 
NSA, DEA, DIA, US Army, Navy, Air Force, Marines and Coast Guard, the 
EU/NATO, UN, WTO, CTO, Interpol, Europol, and the LIEO itself. 

NORAD radar systems caught squadrons of Ryanite C-Wings flying over the 
North and South Poles with incredible speed. The Pentagon ticked their 
DEFCON (Defense Readiness Condition) from ‘FAST PACE’-DEFCON 2-to 
‘COCKED PISTOL’—-DEFCON 1. GACSS was inflicting far more fear and terror 
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than whatever Nikita Khrushchev or Mohamed Atta unleashed. The Duopoly, not 
President Wolff, was ready to launch nukes at random countries, their pent-up 
rage and frustration all because of the Ryanites. Their armed forces were now on 
highest state of combat readiness unlike anything ever faced in American history. 
US Air Force Warplanes patrolled the skies for Ryanite C-Wings. US Navy 
watships and Coast Guard cutters hunted for Ryanite U-Boats and MACs. 

Seriously, was GACSS running narcotics, illegally-modified guns, WMDs, 
stolen Uranium, Nazi gold and patents, bearer bonds, untaxed cigarettes and 
alcohol, or FCIMS software? Answer: GACSS has defied both the Duopoly and 
Pax Americana by selling its Crude Oil, Petroleum, and Anomaly reserves from 
Otherworld in Schulmarks, not US Dollars. Back at Plaidstadt, Studentenbank 
radioed all Ryanite Hawaladars and Credit Unions to readjust their Foreign 
Currency Exchange Rates for Real Trade Agreements (RTA). Ryanite Cost of 
Living plummeted to Third World levels with First World Quality of Living. 

Halfrida signed her latest State of Exception, ‘Exceptional Directive No. 21” A 
single barrel of Crude Oil and Petroleum costed ‘$64.82’ and ‘$56.99’ and 
projected to be at ‘$65.24 and ‘$60.93’ on May 1. The Ryanite SSE sold Crude Oil 
and Petroleum per barrel at ‘64.82 SM ($648.20)’ and ‘56.99 SM ($569.90) before 
up-ticking them to ‘65.24 SM ($652.40) and ‘60.93 SM ($609.30)’ respectively. 
And acting in open, direct violation of the Rosy War Peace Treaty of 2005, the 
Ryanite SSE will sell Anomalies at ‘250,000 SM ($2,500,000 USD) per 250 ke’ to 
FMEs and FSEs and ‘750,000 SM ($7,500,000 USD) per 1,000 ke’ to SSEs. 

The Duopoly was powerless. They were unable to send US troops to major 
US cities under the Posse Comitatus Act of 1878. The US had been in a State of 
Emergency after the Ayatollah Khomeini overthrew the Shah of Iran in 1979. 
President Wolff, however, obstructed them, backed by US soldiers, sailors, airmen, 
marines and guardsmen worshipping him as a part of his growing Personality Cult. 
And even if the Duopoly dared to by forcing their most loyal Generals and 
Admirals, the reverses of Harold and Halfrida’s ransom notes shared one ominous 
caveat. Quoting Savitri Devi, Bruno and Rosalinde wrote: ‘If my Comrades are not 
destined to rule the world, then away with itl_A shower of Atom bombs upon it and in place of 
its meaningless chatter about ‘love’ and ‘peace’ the voice of the howling wind over its ruins? 

The Duopoly cannot arrest and imprison Harold and Halfrida or anyone else 
within the GACSS. The Ryanites may be American citizens, but that was only 
because most of them were born on US soil. Ryanite Sovereignty belonged to the 
Ryanites or Halfrida in the event of a State of Exception. The Duopoly would 
have to build a Ryanite courtroom in Wonderland, complete with a Ryanite judge, 
a legal counsel, and jury. Thus, the only thing holding GACSS back from fulfilling 
its Four-Year Plan was GACSS and only GACSS (Read: GACSS against Time). 

But the Duopoly did have other weapons in its arsenal. They dialed the 
House of Saud and the House of Raynerson, ordering them to boost Petroleum 
and Anomaly production respectively. GACSS responded by raiding Aramco oil 
refineries in the Real World and Underground Anomaly refineries in Otherworld 
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and Dweller World. Holding Companies stole as much as they could carry before 
the Ryanite Luftwaffe carpet-bombed the refineries of both Houses. 
2K KK 
(Four days later) 

All the Central Banks in the LIEO loathed and hated the Studentenbank, its 
increasingly-valuable currency, its Interest-free lending and 0% APR (Annual 
Percentage Rate of Charge) financing. Not even the Duopoly could stop GACSS 
now on its race against time to complete its Four-Year Plan both on time and on 
target. Everyone wondered: ‘How the hell did Harold and Halfrida pull this week off? 

The Anti-EuroGov Pact got back together at the State Chancellor’s office on 
Priday evening. “How stupid do those dumb grownups think we are, dear 
brother?” Halfrida giggled. “How else will GACSS offer its loans Interest-free?”’ 

“We already cut monthly tuition revenues to 0 SM ($0),” Harold recalled. 

The Bundeswehr-style dog tags of seven dead RGA soldiers landed on 
Harold’s desk, stained in dried blood and broken in half by design. Rosalinde was 
the one who tossed them. Bruno closed the door for her. “Ja, and under 
conventional ‘Supply-Side Economics,” Rosalinde cooed, “The GACSS is 
supposed to be suffering from ‘Wealth Inequality’...right...about...now.” 

“But it hasn’t happened yet in the Liberal Capitalist manner,” Ulrich told her. 
“Instead, the Radical Distributist version of Wealth Inequality affects only those 
who chose not to do any real Meaningful Work at all. Our upper class is made up 
of those who actually did more Meaningful Work than Meaningless Work.” 

“Tt was 44 Brigadefiihrer Léon Degtelle who did say ‘enrichment follows investment, 
not the other way around,” Brano told them. “‘Stnce Adolf Hitler, only Ronald Reagan has 
seemed to understand this. As President, he realized that to restore prosperity in the United 
States meant boldly stimulating the economy with credits and a drastic reduction in taxes, instead 
of waiting for the country to emerge from economic stagnation on its own.” 

Harold and Halfrida laughed at something Degrelle forgot to mention. The 
Duopoly economically sanctioning Iran and gutting welfare to poor Americans 
was akin to Duopoly ‘gutting Iran’ for being Iran and ‘economically sanctioning 
welfare to poor Americans’ for being poor. There was no subtle difference. 

The Studentenbank even arranged for a live-fire Schulmark demonstration by 
cutting the taxes off seven dead RGA soldiers and increasing the welfare of seven 
Iranians through a recent Real Trade Agreement (RTA). An Iranian man with 
Meaningful Work, a well-designed house, sustainable lifestyle choices, a faithful 
wife and five obedient kids had far more value than just taxes to the Ayatollah. 
That Iranian man was the building block of his Volk. The same also applied true 
to his Ryanite counterpart, his wife and his five children to the State Chancellor, 
State President, and Cardinal Wolk—the State Chancellery’s ‘Triumvirate’. 

“How else ate we going to acquire the Geld to crash and burn Liberal 
Capitalism?” Heinricka sighed. “Outside of taxation, Automation, UBI, subsidies, 
a Fixed Exchange Rate Regime, and so on, let’s start signing some of Harold’s 
‘Commercial & Credit Trade Agreements’ on top of our RT As with others!” 

“Tt’ll be like giving somebody a free Credit Card!” Harold chuckled. 
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Chapter Forty Seven: GACSS Against Time 
(Ryanite Chorus; May 1-31, 2015) 


“(Liberal Capitalism’s] guiding principle is not Free Markets, nor Fiscal Discipline, nor Sound 
Money, nor Privatization and Offshoring — not even Globalization. All these things were 
byproducts or weapons of its main endeavor: to remove organized labor from the equation. [Even 
in advanced countries the labor market is built overtly on coercion. Just listen to any politician 
make a speech about welfare: cutting unemployment and disability benefits is designed to force 
people to take jobs at wages they can’t live on. In no other aspect of the market does the 
government coerce us to take part; nobody says ‘You must go ice skating or society nill collapse.’” 
-Paul Mason, PostCapitalism, ca. 2015 


Free Trade Agreements (FTA) of Liberal Capitalism. To understand an RTA 

is to also understand an FTA. When two or more SSEs signed an FTA, they 
form a Free-Trade Area. The Free-Trade Area signatories yield “Trade Creation’, 
their Jackbooters increasing their movements of goods, services, capital and labor 
back and forth across their schoolyards and parking lots. Conventional Barriers to 
Trade like ‘Tariffs’ (Importation Taxes), ‘Duties’ (Responsibility Taxes and 
Responsibilities), ‘Import Quotas’ (Acceptable No. of Imports), “Trade Remedies’ 
(Anti-Price Gouging and Anti-Dumping Measures), and ‘Rules of Origin’ 
(Exporter’s Nationality) are null and void. 

In the classrooms and the hallways, most unaligned Jackbooters in the 
SGIEO often failed to compete against multi-SSE Western Commonwealth 
Trading Houses, Ryanite Guilds, Flagships and Industries, Remnant Enterprises, 
Underground Syndicates, Dweller Cartels, and Clancyite Corporations and Trusts. 
Thus, they formed ‘Export-Import Banks’ to help local and regional Jackbooters 
acquire a fighting chance against their larger rivals and most FTAs. 

FTAs are repulsed by NTBs (Non-Tariff Barriers to Trade) like Student 
Boycotts and Protests, Historical Grievances, Duopoly Sanctions and Welfare 
Cuts, Ryanite Handelskrieg (Trade War), Embargoes and Subsidies, Corruption, 
Bribery, Piracy, “Customs Delays’ (Erroneous or Missing Customs Invoices), and 
‘Technical Barriers’ like Malware and Logic Bombs. Playing her cards right in this 
rigged card game, GACSS exploited “Trade Diversions’-—underhanded card tricks 
that siphon away goods, services, capital, and labor at a fraction of the effort. 

Meanwhile, a Ryanite RTA took a Clancyite FTA and made it a mockery. 
When two or more SSEs signed an RTA, they form a Real-Trade Area. Real-Trade 
Area signatories yielded “Trade Diversions’, their Jackbooters decreasing movements 
of goods, services, capital and labor between FTA signatories with ‘Economic 
Difficulties.” Or, put another way: ‘Economic difficulties will one day plunge the United 
States down from its present dizzy heights. Such a catastrophe can be brought about through 
crafty manipulations and through artificially engendered crises. Such maneuvers are routine 
measures which have already been employed in international power struggle and mill be used again 
and again as long as economic rivals fight for power positions and markets in the world, 
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To create ‘Economic Difficulties’, GACSS deployed ‘ETB’ (Exceptional 
Trade Barriers) by exploiting an FTA’s Rules of Origin and its NTBs like an Ernst 
Jiinger-esque Anarch employing Carl Schmitt’s State of Exception and Friend— 
Enemy Distinction. Here, the Rules of Origin becomes a Handelskrieg with a Jus ad 
Bellum (Right to Trade War) and a Jus in Bello (Right of Trade War). 

An impoverished, resource-rich CSI/DI SSE has exported some consumer 
goods, services, capital, and labor to the GACSS. It passed through its Stewerverein 
(Tax Union), where a special Tariff was incurred only on those who did not trade 
in ERPA Rounds, and passed into the Zo//verein (Customs Union), where a special 
Tariff was incurred only on those who did not trade in Schulmarks. Still, no ETBs 
will be applied until the trade becomes registered as a Handelskrieg. 

In a Handelskrieg, the ETBs are triggered. They become ‘Dutiful Obligations’ 
(RTA must benefit both Importer and Exporter), ‘Imported Schuld’ (Debt/Guilt 
on Imported Goods of Comparable Quality) and ‘Exported Schuld’ (Debt/Guilt 
on Exported Goods of Comparable Quality), and ‘Negative Exports’ (Negative 
Interest on Exports of Inferior Qualities) and ‘Positive Imports’ (Positive Interest 
on Imports of Superior Quantities). A ‘Negative Export Rate’ has an Exporter 
paying Schulmarks and ERPA Rounds to the Importer, whereas a ‘Positive Import 
Rate’ has the Importer paying those same Schulmarks and ERPA Rounds to the 
Exporter. ‘Imported Schuld’, in Schulmarks only, was an SSE’s Guiltiness and 
Debt in failing to rely on the goods, services, capital, and labor that they already 
have. ‘Exported Schuld’, also in Schulmarks only, was an SSE’s Guiltiness and 
Debt in failing to provide goods, services, capital, and labor to where they are needed. 

Under an RTA, neither the Studentenbank nor its counterparts charged 
Interest and incurred Schuld for profit. Instead, Schu/d and Interest were now the 
incentives for the Studentenbank and its CSI/DI counterparts to punish themselves 
and their SSEs for failing to protect their Radical Distributist economy within the 
CSI/DI’s Szeuerverein and Zollverein. Failure to adhere to any of these International 
Laws within the CSI/DI constituted a ‘Peace Crime’ and a ‘Crime against War’. A 
policy of ‘Nebelungentreué (Nibelungen Loyalty) on both Lender and Borrower 
ensured that everything ran smoothly. 

For GACSS, the Stadentenbank der GAKSS was dictated by the Honor Court 
under the Ryanite Verfassung to represent all Ryanite Jackbooters in RTAs struck 
by the State Chancellery. Both Houses of Convention reserved rights to inquire, 
veto, and reject RT'As devolving into FTAs. The Studentenbank and its counterparts 
in the CSI/DI must rely on the SFAA (Student Financial Autarky Agency) as their 
Clearinghouse to resolve their trade disputes and to protect themselves and their 
SSEs from anyone who failed to meet trade obligations and settlements. 

Outside an RTA, all Negative Export and Positive Import Interest Rates 
must always be set at precisely 0% so long as GACSS or another CSI/DI-aligned 
SSE still had a Radical Distributist regime. Those Rates can change only if GACSS 
or another CSI/DI-aligned SSE traded with a neutral or even hostile SSE. Schuld 
will also be incurred only on the exact amount that each Ryanite had borrowed 
overt a given timeframe. No Lender will borrow more than the exact amount that 
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he lent to a Borrower. No Lender will discriminate against a Borrower’s inability to 
pay, for GACSS or another CSI/DI-aligned SSE’s ‘Ministry of Religion and 
Enrollment’ readjusted their Schuld with the Borrower through ‘Meaningful Work’ 
opportunities. The Lender will be charged with a Peace Crime called Vo/ksverriter 
(Traitor to the People) for lending to Borrowers with Interest, profiting off of a 
Borrower’s Schuld, counterfeiting Schulmarks, financially speculating on the value 
of Schulmark in a Futures Market, or even giving a Borrower Schulmarks to 
commit a crime under International Law. 

Every Borrower will borrow their Schulmarks with the intention to use them, 
paying back only the exact amount which he or she had borrowed. Every 
Borrower who cannot pay back has a legal right to Default and pursue Meaningful 
Work opportunities in a national service or enterprise. The Borrower will be 
charged with Vo/esverhetzung (Incitement to Hatred) for discriminating, slandering, 
or insulting the Lender within the transaction as a ‘Jude’ (Jew), regardless if they are 
a Non-Jewish Gentile. Special courts had been established to present their cases. 

May 1. Sitting behind his desk inside the State Chancellor’s office, Harold 
glanced at the Studentenbank’s released Foreign Currency Exchange Rates. His 
twin sister, Cousins Ulrich, Heinricka and Bruno, and Duchess Perpetua hovered 
overt his shoulders. The paper in Harold’s hands reported: Despite Duopoly slapping 
GACSS with a new sixth Economic Sanction, all LIEO financial markets closed this week 
with 1 SM Ryanite Schulmark being worth $10.43 US Dollars, €14.26 Euros, P13 Russian 
Ruble, ¥13.02 Chinese Yuan, £15.42 Pound Sterling, or ¥20 Japanese Yen due to Inflation 
and Quantitative Easing. However, $1 US Dollar is worth 26 Cuban Pesos, 435 Syrian 
Pounds, 900 North Korean Won, 23,000.70 Vietnamese Dong, 28,000 Iranian Rials, or 
172,368 Venezuelan Bolivar. Those six Pariabs are requesting new Exchange Rates for SMs. 

“What’s our plan of attack within our Four-Year Plan, Cousin?” Ulrich asked. 

Heinricka fiddled with the calculator on her Phonophotre. “Shall we escalate 
tensions and force Petroleum and Crude Oil prices skyrocketing as high as 100 SM 
($1,000 USD) and 600 SM ($6,000 USD) per barrel?” 

Bruno chortled. “The Venezuelans will be thanking us later.” 

“Let’s not forget the Ayatollah and the Iranians,” Perpetua chimed. 

“Besides,” Halfrida grinned, “The Duopoly and Pax Americana were the 
ones who kept slapping the Ryanites with sanctions for the past two centuries.” 
Her mischievous grin widened. “Two centuries of sanctions are Peace Crimes and 
Crimes against War under our International Law. Those two shouldn’t be the ones 
complaining about skyrocketing gasoline prices in the next thirty days.” 

“Or better yet,” Harold smirked, “Let’s see if we can make it to 1,000 SM 
($10,000 USD) and 6,000 SM ($60,000 USD) per barrel within thirty days. When 
the War on Terror is over, we better make sure money is considered a Weapon of 
Mass Destruction (WMD) like nuclear, biological, and chemical weapons.” 

“Can that even be enforced?” Halfrida giggled. 


“Who says you can’t have fun in wat,’ sis?”’ Harold chuckled. 
KK 
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May 2. Yesterday witnessed the 39 CSI/DI member-SSEs adopt the 
Schulmark as their de-facto currency, creating a Wértschaftsverein (Economic 
Union). It now featured a new Parliament and Council presided over by General 
Secretariat Victor Gordon; IHC (International Honor Court); SPO (Student Police 
Organization); ERPA, SFAA, Zollverein and Steuerverein were joined by the new 
‘Anti-EuroGov Pact Treaty of 2015’, a military alliance of 40 Catholic SSEs. 

Signatories were Catholic school systems from Argentina, Brazil, Canada 
(Hannelore Bauer), Cuba, Chile, Dominican Republic, Nicaragua, Peru, Venezuela, 
United States (GACSS), Andorra, Austria, Belgium, Czech Republic, France, 
Germany, Great Britain (Anti-ChesterBellocists), Hungary, Ireland (Anti-Socreds), 
Italy, Lichtenstein, Luxembourg, Netherlands, Poland, Portugal, San Marino, 
Slovakia, Slovenia, Spain, Switzerland, Australia, East Timor, Indonesia, Japan, 
Malaysia, New Zealand, Papua New Guinea, Philippines, Singapore, and Vietnam. 

May 3. GACSS and all CSI/DI member-SSEs abandoned Pax Americana’s 
Model-UN in protest. ‘Pax Americana, Underground, Independent Dwellers, Fellowship of 
Young Christians (FYC), and the so-called ‘Communist’ Dweller People’s Northwestern Union 
(PNU) are Permanent Members on the Model-Security Council? the CSI/DI shrieked in 
horror. ‘How come GACSS is not a Permanent Member already? 

May 4. The Duopoly has finally reached an exact Schuld of 1,813,800,000,000 
RM_ ($18,138,000,000,000). Democratic and Republican lawmakers led by 
Congresswoman Cassandra forced President Wolff to start racking up 
2,000,000,000,000 SM ($20,000,000,000,000 USD) in Schuld at 10% Interest. 
Never in the history of the United States of America has the Duopoly faced an 
existential threat like the ‘Greater American Catholic School System’. Embarking on 
the biggest arms race in human history, they have an LIEO and SGIEO to protect 
against GACSS and even the Ostara Conspiracy. Both the Federal Reserve and the 
Studentenbank fought each other for power positions and for foreign markets 
throughout the LIEO and SGIEO. 

May 5. The Lower House of the Convention, the House of Commoners, has 
inquired the State Chancellor and State President over the feasibility of increasing 
GACSS’ UBI (Universal Basic Income) to teflect Duopoly stupidity. 
Representatives led by Bruno and Duchess Perpetua suggest a weekly subsidy of 
100 SM ($1,000 USD) instead of the usual 10 SM ($100) that it had since 2010. 
Harold and Halfrida have yet to consider the idea with Cardinal Wolk. 

May 6. Cardinal Wolk declared: ‘Catholic youths of the Catholic world, unite!’ 
The flames of World Revolution against Liberal Capitalism were being paved by 
‘Real Socialism’—‘Socialism with Prussian Characteristics’ (Read: Radical 
Distributism). Spurred by the Studentenbank, Ryanite statecraft was blitzing above 
and beyond anything the Soviet Union’s wildest imaginations under Lenin, Stalin, 
and Trotsky. GACSS was simply better at doing the jobs of all three without 
submitting to their flaws. Sixty Catholic SSEs have requested CSI/DI membership 
before being silenced by Pax Americana and Underground security forces. 

Potential signatories included Catholic school systems of Bolivia, Columbia, 
Costa Rica, Ecuador, El Salvador, Grenada, Guatemala, Haiti, Honduras, Mexico, 
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Panama, Paraguay, Trinidad and Tobago, Uruguay, Albania, Belarus, Croatia, 
Cyprus, Greece, Latvia, Lithuania, Malta, Ukraine, Angola, Benin, Burundi, 
Burkina Faso, Cameroon, Chad, and Cote d’Ivoire. Democratic Republic of 
Congo, Equatorial Guinea, Gabon, Ghana, Lesotho, Kenya, Madagascar, 
Mozambique, Nigeria, South Africa, South Sudan, Tanzania, Uganda, Zambia, 
Bangladesh, Hong Kong, Macau, India, Israel, Lebanon, Pakistan, Palestine, Saudi 
Arabia, Samoa, Solomon Islands, South Korea, Syria, Taiwan joined suit. Two 
‘pseudo-SSEs’, Jerusalem and Vatican City, were the exceptions and both were 
represented in the CSI/DI by Bishop Emil von Falkenrath, OMCRS. 

May 7. In The Decline of the West, Oswald Spengler warned: ‘Every Socialist 
outbreak. only blazes new paths for Capitalism.” Resistance against the CSI/DI and 
GACSS were now mustering by the SGIEO, Underground, and Pax Americana. 
Congresswoman Cassandra demanded greater representation from Liberal 
Capitalist-aligned ‘Social Democrats’ to quell rowdy student populations globally. 
However, Petroleum and Crude Oil prices soared upward like Plaid Eminence and 
Reichsadler Squadron flying through black smoke billowing at destroyed Saudi 
petroleum refineries and oil wells. Today, those prices were now 100 SM ($1,000 
USD) and 600 SM ($6,000 USD) per barrel respectively through coordinated 
destabilization of the Middle East, price gouging, and mote sales in Schulmarks. 

May 8. Studentenbank reported: 7 SM Ryanite Schulmark is worth $13.00 US 
Dollars, €16.78 Euros, P12 Russian Ruble, ¥14.02 Chinese Yuan, £17.76 Pound Sterling, 
or ¥24 Japanese Yen due to Inflation and Quantitative Easing. However, §1 US Dollar is 
worth 24 Cuban Pesos, 385 Syrian Pounds, 800 North Korean Won, 18,000.02 Vietnamese 
Dong, 25,000 Iranian Rials, or 160,000 Venezuelan Bolivar. All six Pariahs have requested 
new Exchange Rates for SMs. 

May 9. Entire nations throughout the LIEO voiced concerns that the 
Duopoly will not be able to pay back its absurd amounts of Schuld anytime soon. 
Fears of a new Great Recession or a Greater Depression were on the rise now. 

May 10. GACSS has broken a World Record for largest armed forces on 
Earth. Surpassing both the Wehrmacht and the Waffen-44 in the entire Second 
World War, RGA High Command reported 17,000,000 RGA troops, 1,250,000 
heavy weapons of all types, 250,000 MAFVs, 250,000 A-Wings, 1,050 U-Boats, 50 
MACs, 4 Pocket Battleships, 2 Heavy Cruisers, 16 Light Cruisers, and 32 
Destroyers. Adelburger ranks have now swelled to 3,000,000. 

May 11. Duopoly’s Schuld has crossed  3,813,800,000,000 RM 
($38,138,000,000,000) at 10% Interest. Thomas Jefferson Washington-Reich has 
reported over 780,000 Clancyite casualties, 45,000 MAFVs and 64,000 A-Wings 
destroyed by the Ostara Conspiracy. Today, Washington-Reich _ siblings 
commanded 6,360,000 Clancyites, 80,000 MAFVs and 13,000 A-Wings, and 
100,000 heavy weapons of all types. Horst and the Conspiracy were steamrolling 
their way across the eastern steppes of Otherworld’s Northland with 8,500,000 
fanatical Hitlerists, 60,000 MAFVs, 12,000 A-Wings, and 300,000 heavy weapons 
of all types. The Duopoly frantically rushed to save Pax Americana in Northland. 
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May 12. Ryanite-backed Climate Change protests demanded the Duopoly end 
their addiction to Hydraulic Fracturing—Fracking—and become more like the 
Iranians and the GACSS in combating Climate Change. The Duopoly responded 
by overwhelming them with a flurry of contradictory reports that their 
skyrocketing consumption was ‘not’ destroying the environment on Earth. 

May 13. The House of Raynerson has recently changed their conscription 
laws within Underground territory to challenge the growing Ryanite armed forces. 
Both the GACSS and the Underground were expected to reach 20,000,000 troops 
by May 31. Observers from the SGIEO feared an apocalyptic battle was nearing. 

May 14. GACSS and its CSI/DI member-SSE terrorized the Duopoly and 
LIEO by signing and ratifying the NPT (‘Treaty on the Non-Proliferation of 
Nuclear Weapons’). All CSI/DI Pariahs abstained from partaking in the grand 
reveal, which was fine by State President Halfrida Brotzman. She scoffed the 
LIEO, reportedly stating: “Nucdear weapons are as 20" century as the Means of ProductionV 

May 15. Studentenbank reported: 7 SM Ryanite Schulmark is worth $14.24 US 
Dollars, €17.00 Euros, P13 Russian Ruble, ¥14.62 Chinese Yuan, £17.76 Pound Sterling, 
or ¥100 Japanese Yen due to Inflation and Quantitative Easing. However, §1 US Dollar is 
worth 21 Cuban Pesos, 380 Syrian Pounds, 800 North Korean Won, 18,000.02 Vietnamese 
Dong, 22,530 Iranian Rials, or 132,000 Venezuelan Bolivar. All six Pariahs requested new 
Exchange Rates for SMs. 

May 16. GACSS and CSI/DI were proud to announce to greet Mugabe’s 
Zimbabwe, Noriega’s Nicaragua, a recently propped up Peronist Argentina and 
Indonesia as trading partners. The Studentenbank currently has talks over foreign 
exchange rates between the Ryanite Schulmark and the Argentine Peso, the 
Nicaraguan Cordoba, the Zimbabwean Dollar, and the Indonesian Rupiah. 

May 17. GACSS and its CSI/DI member-SSE terrorized the Duopoly and 
LIEO again by withdrawing from the Model-Geneva Convention for SSEs and 
creating their own version of the Geneva Convention. State Chancellor Harold 
Brotzman declared: ‘Way is everyone looking at us like that? 

May 18. The Duopoly’s Quantitative Easing measures were now taking their 
toll on their economy and on the economies of the LIEO. Today, their Schuld was 
6,000,000,000,000 RM ($60,000,000,000,000) at 10% Interest. President Wolff has 
demanded that all NATO increase their defense expenditures to as high as 60% of 
all GDP. Up to 20 EU/NATO nations levied taxes, cut welfare spending, 
reintroduced military drafts, and each woman to have at least 10 children. 

May 19. Thomas Jefferson Washington-Reich has reported over 1,000,000 
Clancyite casualties, 70,000 MAFVs and 100,000 A-Wings destroyed by the Ostara 
Conspiracy. Today, Washington-Reich siblings commanded 5,000,000 Clancyites, 
10,000 MAFVs and 5,000 A-Wings, and 80,000 heavy weapons of all types. Horst 
and the Conspiracy were steamrolling their way across the eastern steppes of 
Otherworld’s Northland with 7,000,000 fanatical Hitlerists, 30,000 MAFVs, 6,000 
A-Wings, and 100,000 heavy weapons of all types. Duopoly sent 2,000,000 
Clancyites, 50,000 MAFVs, and 25,000 A-Wings as reinforcements at the cost of 
endangering Pax Americana’s strategic operations throughout the Middle East. 
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May 20. In the Middle East, Syria has become a five-way brawl pitting Pax 
Americana-backed Kurdish forces, Conspiracy-backed ISIS forces, Ryanite-backed 
Syrian forces, and Turkish-backed rebel forces. Putin’s Russia was now intervening 
to help to protect Russian interests in Syria. Meanwhile, Iran and Saudi Arabia 
were teaching a stalemate, the Iranians counting on GACSS and the Saudis 
counting on Pax Americana to help them out. GACSS had the advantage. 

May 21. The Israeli Knesset accused GACSS of ‘Antisemitism’ for 
condemning its right to annex Jerusalem, its secret nuclear weapons, and plans to 
resettle Palestinians in the West Bank to either Gaza Strip or else Jordan. But there 
were also renewed fears that Gaza may no longer be Palestinian as well. 
Meanwhile, Bruno and Rosalinde delivered free Ryanite humanitarian rations and 
Schulmarks to 20,000 Holocaust survivors neglected by the Israeli Knesset. 

‘My brother and I may be National Sociahsts, but that does not make us Antisemitic! We 
have nothing against the Jenish people or their right to exist in Israel itself? Rosalinde 
complained on Israeli TV. ‘We are, however, concerned about the wellbeing of Israel’s elderly 
Holocaust survivors and the real Anti-Semites who are now inhabiting the Knesset as we speak? 

May 22. Studentenbank reported: 7 SM Ryanite Schulmark is worth $16.00 US 
Dollars, €18.00 Euros, P11 Russian Ruble, ¥15.00 Chinese Yuan, £19.00 Pound Sterling, 
or ¥27 Japanese Yen. However, $1 US Dollar is worth 20 Cuban Pesos, 350 Syrian Pounds, 
700 North Korean Won, 18,000.02 Vietnamese Dong, 21,000 Iranian Rials, 120,000 
Venezuelan Bolivar, 34.60 Nicaraguan Cordoba, 60.73 Argentine Peso, and $400.23 
Zimbabwean Dollars. Again, all eight Pariahs requested new Exchange Rates for SMs. 

May 23. The Duopoly went on vacation. They were too exhausted to carry 
out any more Sanctions, Regime Changes, or pretty anything else. They also spent 
8,000,000,000,000 SM ($80,000,000,000,000 USD) and projected to spend another 
2,000,000,000,000 SM, bringing their total Schuld to 10,000,000,000,000 SM 
($100,000,000,000,000 USD). ‘Ez, I was wondering where our missing 
$100,000,000,000,000 went, Heinricka reportedly said. “Te Duopoly spent them’ 

The Studentenbank has also warned Harold and Halfrida that, after July 31, 1 
SM Ryanite Schulmark will be worth $10,000 US Dollars, €20,000 Euros, P10 
Russian Rubles, ¥40 Chinese Yuan, £20,860.40 Pound Sterling, or ¥2,000,000 
Japanese Yen. $10,000 US Dollars will also be worth 1 Cuban Peso, 1 Syrian 
Pound, 1 North Korean Won, 1 Vietnamese Dong, 1 Iranian Rial, 1 Venezuelan 
Bolivar, 1 Nicaraguan Cordoba, 1 Argentine Peso, and 1 Zimbabwean Dollar. A 
new Great Recession was now on the horizon in 2016. 

All ten Pariahs will no longer be requesting new Exchange Rates for SMs. 

2K 
(Three weeks later) 

May 24, 4:45AM. The Lower House of the Ryanite Convention was gathered 
as part of an emergency session this morning. Neither of the Brotzman twins and 
Representatives Margaret and Accardo were present, but Ulrich, Bruno, and 
Perpetua were in attendance. Addressing the entire Lower House from the 
podium near the vacant State Chancellor and State President’s seats was Ulrich. 
“Representative Brotzman,” he called on Bruno to address the Convention. 
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“Danke Schin, Kamerad-Cousin.” Sitting in one of the front row chairs, Bruno 
stood upright and spoke into a dangling microphone. In his hands were a UN 
Resolution from the Duopoly and a Model-UN Resolution from Pax Americana. 
“Kameraden, the Liberal International Economic Order (LIEO) and the Student 
Governed Interplanetary Economic Order (SGIEO) are not very happy about our 
actions this month. Both have jointly passed ‘UN Resolution X’, touting it as 
‘humanity’s collective condemnation against the Greater American Catholic 
School System and all of its allies, wherever they may be.” 

Ulrich, Perpetua, and the Ryanite Representatives jeered at the UN and the 
Model-UN. “They must be afraid to face us! They must be afraid to face us! They 
must be afraid to face us!” they chanted. 

“They have urged ‘the Security Council and Model-Security Councils, 
especially their Permanent members, to take every necessary measure to ensure the 
GACSS will no longer threaten democracy, freedom, international peace and 
security.”’ Bruno glared at all the votes on the Security Council. “On the UN 
Security Council, the Duopoly has voted ‘Ja’, Westminster has voted ‘Ja’, the 
Parlement Francais has voted ‘Ja’, while Putin and Jinping both voted ‘Nein.’ Half of 
the elected non-permanent members voted ‘Ja’, the other half “Nein.” 

The Lower House’s chants grew louder. “They must be afraid to face us! 
They must be afraid to face us! They must be afraid to face us!” 

“They ate afraid to face us,” Bruno cried. “In the Model-UN Security 
Council, Pax Americana voted ‘Nein’, Underground voted ‘Nein’, Independent 
Dwellers voted ‘Nein’, Fellowship of Young Christians voted ‘Nein’, and the so- 
called ‘Communist’ Dweller People’s Northwestern Union voted ‘Nein.””’ 

Against, the Lower House chanted: “They must be afraid to face us! They 
must be afraid to face us! They must be afraid to face us!” 

Ripping apart both UN Resolutions to a thousand pieces, Bruno shook his 
head. The blood in his veins boiled with rage. His heart longed for vigilante justice 
in the Fatherland’s name. “Ask yourselves this question: ‘Did President Wolff 
have a say on UN Resolution X?’ Did I, my Cousins, Cardinal Wolk, or any of you 
have any say, any vote within either or both of those Security Councils?” 

“Never!” the whole Lower House bellowed. 

“Did Cuba, Nicaragua, Venezuela, Argentina, Zimbabwe, Syria, Palestine, 
Tran, Vietnam or North Korea vote as non-Permanent Members?” 

“Who in the LIEO would elect them?” the whole Lower House screamed. 

“Ganz Genaw\” Ulrich shouted, banging his mallet against the gavel to calm 
down the rowdy Lower House Representatives. “Your Highness!’ He implored 
Perpetua to rise. “I demand order, Kameraden, order!” 

Duchess Perpetua stood up from her chair. “The United Nations is nothing 
more than the United Victors of World War I!” she wailed into her microphones. 
“They are no different than the League of Victors of World War I! They claim that 
they ate Democratic, but they are the most Undemocratic bunch of them all! They 
claim to be keeping the Real World, the Dweller world, and the Otherworld safe! 
All they had done since 1945 and 2005 was make all three less safe for everyone!” 
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“Human Rights’ embodied as ‘the concept of ‘Humanity’ is an especially useful 
ideological instrument of imperialist expansion,” Perpetua decreed, quoting Carl Schmitt. 
“And in its ethical-humanitarian form it is a specific vehicle of economic imperialism. Here one 
is reminded of a somewhat modified expression of Pierre-Joseph Proudhon’s: whoever invokes 
‘Humanity’ wants to cheat. To confiscate the word Humanity, to invoke and monopolize such a 
term probably has certain incalculable effects, such as denying the enemy the quality of being 
human and declaring him to be an ‘Outlaw of Humanity’; and a war can thereby be driven to 
the most extreme inhumanity. Lf they want Total War, GACSS will wage Total War!” 

Ulrich gestured Baroness Felicity to rise. “The Right Honorable Mistress of 
Other-Boston!” he called out. 

Baroness Felicity exhorted to the rest of the Convention. “Do the Ryanites of 
the Greater American Catholic School System want Total War? Do they want a 
Total War more extreme and brutal than anything Joseph Goebbels and the 
Germans in 1943 could ever have imagined?” 

“If God and Neighbor demand it, then we are ready!” everyone answered. 

“The United Victors Security Council, the victors of the Rosy War, warned 
the real United Victors Security Council that GACSS is armed and dangerous.” 
Baroness Felicity glimpsed at Allison, the Serjeant-at-Arms and the others in the 
back of the Lower House. “Yes, so what if GACSS is heavily armed and 
dangerous? It was only because Pax Americana and their friends told the rest of 
the Real World, Dweller world, and Otherworld that GACSS is such!’ 

“They are all liars!’ everyone jeered. 

“Yes, GACSS has been building up the RGA and the Adelburgers to become 
the largest armed forces in human history!” Felicity acknowledged. “But it was 
because the Duopoly and Pax Americana wished to impose their will on GACSS!” 

“They will pay for what they had done!” everyone swote. 

“Sovereignty belongs to the ‘Sovereign Individual’, the Ernst Jiinger-esque 
Anarch deciding only exceptions in ‘States of Exception,” Felicity shouted. “We 
will embark on our Great Leaps Westward and bring an end to Brotzmanskrieg 
and this War on Terror—the Third World War!” 

“Passio Christi Conforta Me’ (Passion of Christ, Strengthen Me)!” they cried. 
“Es Lebe, Das Geheime Deutschland! Es Lebe, Das Geheime Deutschland! Es Lebe, Das 
Geheime Deutschland! (Long live the Secret German Reich! Long live the Secret 
German Reich! Long live the Secret German Reich!)” 

When Baroness Felicity went back to her chair, Ulrich addressed the entire 
Lower House. “A new German Reich is rising, Kameraden! Ours is the teal 
‘Fourth Reich’, not the “European Federation’ or even the ‘European Union!”’ 

“Puck the EU!” Bruno shouted. 

“Ja, ‘fuck the EU!’ Ulrich responded. “Ours is the Katechon, holding back the 
collective destruction of humanity as we all know it!” A deafening wave of chants 
drowned Ulrich. “Es Lebe, Das Geheime Deutschland! Es Lebe, Das Geheime 
Deutschland! Es Lebe, Das Geheime Deutschland! (Long live the Secret German Reich! 


Long live the Secret German Reich! Long live the Secret German Reichl)” 
2K 
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May 31, 12:01PM. For Ulrich, Heinricka, Bruno and Reichsadler Squadron, 
and Duchess Perpetua and Borussia, Brotzmanskrieg (Harold and Halftida 
Brotzman’s War) was also their burdens. The Brotzman twins had formally 
requested that the twelve cover the Helden’s most vulnerable and most long- 
neglected flank against the Nuremberg and UN Charters. The Duopoly still 
commanded some of the most devastating legal weapons on Earth since the 
Nuremberg Trials. There was no doubt that the Duopoly will someday use them 
against the GACSS, especially if the Ryanites lost Brotzmansktieg. 

In the State President’s office at Plaidstadt, a picture frame containing the 
Beatitudes was mounted on the wall separating it and the State Chancellor’s office. 
The text was handwritten in painstaking German Fraktur calligraphy. 

It read: “Blessed are the poor in spirit, / for theirs is the Himmelreich (Heavenly Reich). 
/ Blessed are they who mourn, / for they will be comforted. / Blessed are the meek, / for they 
will inherit the land. | Blessed are they who hunger and thirst for righteousness, / for they will be 
satisfied. | Blessed are the merciful, / for they will be shown mercy. | Blessed are the clean of 
heart, / for they will see God. / Blessed are the ‘Peacemakers’, / for they will be called ‘Children 
of God’. / Blessed are they who are persecuted for the sake of righteousness, / for theirs is the 
Himmelreich. / Blessed are you when they insult_you and persecute you and utter every kind of 
evil against you falsely because of me. | Rejoice and be glad, for your reward will be great in the 
Himmelreich. | Thus they persecuted the prophets who were before you.” 

The Brotzman Cousins and all four crewmates of Borussia presided around 
Halftida’s desk, laying out their plans of attack against the UN, the EU/NATO, 
and the LIEO itself. The Duopoly was another animal which the Brotzman twins 
and the Helden have promised to contend with President Wolff in the sequel to 
The Dawning Day, Our Rebirth, Y our Prosperity. 

All the documents on Halfrida’s desk depicted the organizational structures 
of the LIEO and all of its international and supranational bodies in their hideous 
vainglories. Everything was a reflection of the Duopoly’s perverted Empire of 
Liberty and their desires for Weltherrschaft (World Domination) over all life on 
Earth. They were the UN, EU/NATO, WTO, CTO, ICC, Interpol, IAEA, IMF, 
World Bank, BIS, and countless others. The whole LIEO was a Byzantine 
labyrinth, not a reflection of the collective human species. 

“Scheifve (Shit),” Fabian whistled. “The Duopoly truly is the most totalitarian 
fucker in all of human history!” 

“They are everywhere and nowhere,” Dieter muttered under his throat. 

“Just like Opa...,” Ulrich mused. 

“Opa Horst would not go that far, Kamerad-Cousin,” Kathe told him. “Even 
he, his Briider Arno and Sebastian, and even Dame Ostara thought this was too 
redundant and ridiculous for their personal likings.” 

Countess Cecilia shook her head. “What a shame.” 

Princess Philomena sighed. “It’s just as His Greatness, Emperor Bernard, 
once said: “History is never written by the weak, humble, the righteous.” 

“Tf that was not the case,” Rosalinde lamented. “None of us would be here.” 
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“Or better yet, Liebe Schwester (dear sister), Bruno chimed. “We would be 
out there in the Otherworld, helping Harold and Halfrida and all their friends 
every step of the way right about now.” 

“Regardless,” Duchess Perpetua told everyone, “We now know that the 
LIEO came into being in 1945, the official ‘end’ of World War II. Everything we 
see here was a deliberate attempt on the Duopoly’s part to prevent National 
Socialism, Marxist-Leninism, Fascism, Monarchism, Islamism, Catholicism, and 
even Radical Distributism from changing the Real World as we know it.” 

“So where do we begin?” Adelwolfa asked. 

“How do we change the Real World?” Heinricka added. 

Ulrich stroked his chin. “I wish I knew the answer to your question, Cousin.” 

A familiar strategic document was resting atop a tall metallic filing cabinet 
across from Halfrida’s desk. What's that doing there? Bruno pondered to himself. He 
knew Harold and Halfrida lived minimalist and orderly lives, so the document’s 
presence on the filing cabinet caught his eye. “Could this be what I think it is?” 

Everyone eyed Bruno as he stepped away from Halfrida’s desk. 

“What is it, Cousin?” Ulrich mused. 

Grabbing the strategic document from the filing cabinet, Bruno read the first 
page of the document. His eyebrows shot upward, his mouth agape. He had seen 
the document in its original German pages. He never knew that there was an 
English translation since 1953. “Hans-Ulrich, we need to address this document 
you and Harold apparently found on Inse/ 177 (Island 111) five years ago.” 

Perpetua gasped. “Could it be that Tete Harens Tetens...?” 

“...Helped create the LIEO?” Bruno nodded. “Nazirlich, and he also had his 
own fole to play in the planned extermination of the German people as well.” 

“Why are we hearing this for the first time?” Heinricka mused. 

Bruno returned to the others at Halfrida’s desk. “It’s...like what Princess 
Philomena said.” He gestured at her as he tossed the documents at the desk. 
“History is always written by the victors. The Rosy War is just the latest example.” 
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Chapter Forty Eight: Peace Crimes 
(Ryanite Chorus; June 1-30, 2015) 


‘We can gather all the Conferences of the world, gather by herds Heads of State, economic 
experts and champions of all techniques. They will weigh. They will decree. But, basically, they 
mill fail because they will miss the point. The disease of the century is not in [the People]. The 
[People are] sick because [their souls, their Volkskorper are] sick. It was she who needed to be 
healed and revitalized. The real, the big revolution to do is there. Spiritual Revolution or 
bankruptcy of the Century? The salvation of the world is in the will of the souls who believe.” 

-44 Brigadefiihrer Léon Degrelle 


Westminster, shares one characteristic problem: ‘conspiracy theories’. At first 

glance, these subjective statements of opinion are no different than 
‘propaganda’—also subjective statements of opinion. But what sets them apart 
from each other? Why do conspiracy theories proliferate more within Liberal 
Capitalist Democratic regimes than, for instance, Radical Distributist regimes? 

All of the Brotzman Cousins, including Harold and Halfrida, have always 
wondered why American schoolchildren always had to stand up from their desk 
and recite the ‘Pledge of Allegiance’ every morning. At Neumann-Seton’s 
Classroom 318, CIF’s party headquarters, Ulrich, Heinricka, Reichsadler Squadron, 
and the crewmates of Borussia did so like average Ryanites. Not by placing a hand 
over their chests, but in the orginal manner—they clicked the back of their heels and 
raised their right arm high above their shoulders at the American flag. 

But instead of ‘Hei/ Hitler (Hail Hitler) or ‘Seg Hei? (Hail Victory), they 
shouted: “I pledge allegiance to the Flag of the United States of America, and to 
the Republic for which it stands, one Nation under God, indivisible, with Liberty and 
Justice for all.” This was not a joke or that GACSS was really the Third Reich all 
along. Everyone just did the ‘Bellamy Salute’—named after the American Protestant 
Socialist behind the Pledge of Allegiance, Francis Julius Bellamy. GACSS, much to 
the shock of American Jews and embarrassment of Jewish Catholic Ryanites, only 
did the Pledge of Allegiance in the Bellamy Salute to remind everyone in America 
why Ss. Johann Neumann and Elizabeth Ann Seton and countless others were 
fighting for American Catholic Education since St. Augustine, Florida in 1606. 

‘Why are there more conspiracy theories targeting Liberal Capitalist Democratic regimes 
than conspiracy theories targeting GACSS, Ufos (UFOs), Freemasonry, DPRK (Democratic 
People’s Republic of Korea), Hitlerists, non-Zionist Jews, Iran’s Ayatollahs, the Catholic 
Church, and Prussia? Bruno pondered. The Bellamy Salute was no different than the 
Hitlererufe (Hitler Salute). “I hope the Founding Fathers and the Framers of the 
Yankee Constitution are all rotting in Hell right now for the centuries of hardships 
that they are still imposing on GACSS and untold billions of people.” 

“Was it always like this?” Ulrich’s eyes narrowed. 

“Ja, Hans-Ulrich.” Bruno nodded. 

“And did it have to be this way?” Rosalinde questioned. 

465 


fF: Liberal Capitalist Democratic regime, including the Duopoly and 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 

Bruno snickered at the ‘sophisticated’, ‘advanced’ and ‘progressive’ Amis 
(Americans) and their Enlightenment of ignorance. “It was always like that since 
the beginning of American history. The Amis chose to deny it and suppressed it in 
order to prevent non-Americans from learning that it inspired the HiHlergruf.” 

“Why tefuse real political pluralism for centuries?” Heinricka asked. 

“The Duopoly couldn’t allow it, even if they wanted to,” Baroness Felicity 
gigeled. “Why blame them for that when their political system prevents them?” 

“But why impose pluralism on everyone—including the Taliban of 
Afghanistan, the “Graveyard of Empires’—if your political system is incapable of 
having anything except Democratic and Republican Parties?” Heinricka asked. 

“Here’s a better question, Heinricka,” Rosalinde corrected her. “Do you 
consider ‘America’ to be one nation like the Fatherland or fifty individual nation- 
states under a supranational body like the EU Commission and Parliament?” 

The answer always eluded Heinricka. She was confused and perplexed by 
what Leon Trotsky and Winston Churchill meant by the EU/NATO being a 
‘United States of Europe’. She shrugged her shoulders. 

“Treue (Loyalty/Trust) is vital in any Gemeinschaft (Community), Gesellschaft 
(Society), and Land (Nation),” Bruno told her and the others. “Liberal Capitalism’s 
adherents love to brag how they can build a civilization of vastly different peoples 
with contradictory ideals, faiths, interests, values, and ideologies and yet somehow 
assume that everyone will get along and everything will work out. This is a view I 
keep encountering over and over again from these crazy Amis.” 

“Yet similar nations like Cuba, Argentina, Chile, Brazil, Russia, China, the 
Philippines, and even the Fatherland itself knew better than to emulate the Avis,” 
Ulrich opined. “Never build a Democratic nation like the US unless everyone 
adheres to something as binding as Vladimir Lenin’s ‘Democratic Centralism’. The 
consequences of failing are Austria~Hungary’s and Yugoslavia’s demises.” 

“But that reality is far from the Liberal Capitalist propaganda line,” Duchess 
Perpetua said. “Most Americans have never trusted their own government and yet 
they begrudgingly played along with the Duopoly because the Duopoly itself never 
gave them true pluralism and democracy. Liberal Capitalism is all they were ever 
allowed to know and adhere to, whereas the Soviet Union and Third Reich always 
had to deal with all kinds of people from opposing ideologies and worldviews.” 

“Why wouldn’t they allow true pluralism and democracy?” Heinricka mused. 

“The Framers behind the Duopoly’s Constitution both loathed and despised 
Democracy,” Bruno told Heinricka. “Had the United States embraced true 
Democracy, they feared their nation will descend into mob rule or subverted by 
the will of a demagogue—or worse, by an Anarch like President Howard Wolff.” 

Perpetua rolled her eyes. “And because of that fear, stifling true Democracy 
through measures such as Gerrymandering, Electoral College, giving more power 
to Congress, and limiting suffrage to wealthy property owners was deemed 
necessary.” She crossed her arms. “The problem with this kind of governance is 
that it runs counter to anything coming out of the mouths of the Washington- 
Reich siblings. The Duopoly has no right to impose Democracy on their terms.” 
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“But what’s wrong with Democracy?” Heinricka asked everyone. 

“Think about the Democracy that the GACSS has,” Countess Cecilia said. 
“Would Harold and Halfrida offer Democracy to the Ryanites if the Ryanites 
themselves lack confidence in making sound political decisions in referendums or 
elections? Why allow the Ryanites to have that kind of governance?” 

Heinricka shook her head. “If my Cousins did not trust the Ryanites, they 
would have chosen dictatorship to achieve everything they did since 2010.” 

“Except GACSS is not a dictatorship, no matter how many times that Pax 
Americana wants everyone in the SGIEO to believe,” Princess Philomena voiced. 

“And it’s also not a Monarchy by any stretch,” Baroness Felicity chimed. 

“Nor is it a National Socialist or Communist one-party state,” Bruno added. 

“Not only that,” Rosalinde snorted, “Democracy works best if the people are 
educated and can be trusted in making wise political decisions on behalf of their 
nation or SSE.” Her eyes narrowed. “The Duopoly never trusted the American 
people and often discriminated against various minorities because of their distrust. 
Americans have always lacked a common set of values and ideals, customs and 
traditions, identity and ethnicity. Unlike the Houses of Windsor, Saud, 
Hohenzollern, Habsburg, and Raynerson, the Duopoly’s suspicion towards 
Anarchs is as equal as their suspicion toward Monarchs.” 

“What is this fucking bullshit about fearing any “concentration of power?” 
Bruno chortled. “In reality, they do not fear power; they are jealous of the 
potential wielded by collectives and those wielded by the authority of Anarchs.” 

Fabian laughed. “They supported the House of Saud for their Petroleum and 
resentment towatd the Ayatollah. If it weren’t for those two, do you think the 
Duopoly under Richard Nixon would have stooped that low?” 

Again, Heinricka shook her head. 

“Unlike GACSS,” Rosalinde continued, “The Duopoly chose Secularism and 
always avoided an ‘official religion.” Most Americans are driven by their pursuit of 
material comforts and not much else. It is very rare for foreigners like us to find 
Americans entertaining serious, educated thoughts and being honest about them.” 

Ulrich stroked his chin. “The Amis claim they are free, but they do not know 
how to act as such. The expats, while less ignorant, suffer from an inability to be 
honest and straightforward. They were never allowed by the Duopoly to express 
themselves, forced to ‘smile’ even if it is ridiculous to the rest of humanity.” 

“And why would they, if so much of their labor revolves around time and 
money?” Bruno sighed. “Why change anything, if all of your thoughts are based 
on the opinions of Democratic or Republican propagandists? President Wolffs 
personality cult did not appear on its own. It appeared because the Amis hardly 
care if anything they say, do, or think is hypocritical and contradictory. All they 
care about is whether a celebrity in a position of authority made it acceptable.” 

Rosalinde jotted down a notation on a piece of paper at the desk she was 
sitting. On the paper was an ominous, unthinkable question no American dared to 
ask since 1861. If the borders of other nations—even GACSS—can be redrawn over and over 
again, why not the United States of America outside of Gerrymandering?, it read. 
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KK 
(One day later) 

June 2. GACSS, Neudeutschland, Dweller Coalition, Bauer Industries, Wolff 
Corporation, Adalbert Munitions, CSI/DI and Anti-EuroGov Pact caught the 
Duopoly by surprise. The Duopoly had suffered multiple electoral defeats in New 
York City and the surrounding US States of New York State, New Jersey, 
Massachusetts, Pennsylvania, Maryland, and Ohio. Local municipalities had fallen 
before the wrath of the Ryanites. The RDVP (Radikaldistributistische V olkspartei, 
Radical Distributist People’s Party), VPdSG (Volkspartei der Soziale Gerechtigkeit, 
People’s Party of Social Justice), and Loyalist Americans Union formed a powerful 
political alliance controlling the above aforementioned state governments. 

Por the first time in American history, the Duopoly was running scared. 
Those defeats came from a combined arms strategy pursued by this Ryanite-led 
military alliance, their emboldened Pariahs, and help from Putin’s Russia, Jinping’s 
China, and Horst Brotzman in particular. GACSS, or anyone else for that matter, 
should be grateful that the Ostara Conspiracy helped them win those elections. 

June 3. The Duopoly levied sanctions at the New York City Metropolitan 
Area after Mayor Herbert Wolff issued an unauthorized referendum after his 
brother, President Howard Wolff, signed ‘Executive Order Archbishop Hughes. A 
National Emergency which the Duopoly almost crushed, New York City seceded 
had from the United States of America. This city-state, with a population the size 
of Osterreich (Austria), was now fed up with the Duopoly and Liberal Capitalism. 
Hundreds of thousands of Liberal Capitalist Democrats and Republicans fled the 
city by an armored Ryanite train to Washington DC’s Union Station, not far from 
the steps of the Capitol Building and the halls of Duopoly-controlled Congress. 

June 4. Like Martin Luther King Jr, Helmut and Renate Brotzman once 
chased after a dream in the 1870s. They dreamed of a United States without the 
Duopoly and caught up with the rest of the Real World by hordes of Germanic 
barbarians much like Ancient Rome in 476. The Anti-EuroGov Pact dared to do 
just that with 36 Ryanite Anarchs running as 1 US President, 1 US Vice President, 
4 US State Governors, 7 US Senators and 23 House Representatives. All 36 
Ryanite Anarchs were 36 Ryanites who had once commanded the First RPS. Pax 
Americana was furious and enraged at this deliberate act of regime change. 

The Duopoly, however, was indifferent. The Democrats and the Republicans 
and all their NGOs, corporations, and think tanks all shrugged and laughed at how 
this school system, this developing country called the ‘Greater American Catholic 
School System’, was daring to challenge them in electoral combat. They felt 
confident that those 34 Ryanites, President Wolff, Vice President Fitzgerald will be 
denied their chances in the 2016 Elections. President Wolff was going to be 
beheaded ISIS-style for the whole Internet and LIEO to watch. GACSS will be 
destroyed and everyone supporting Harold and Halfrida accused of war crimes. 

What the Duopoly and Pax Americana did not realize was that the 34 
targeted seats, barring President Wolff and Vice President Fitzgerald’s reelections, 
were all Congressional Districts and US States that GACSS controlled both local 
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and state governments. Their incumbent US Governor, now clinging to their 
power and their miserable careers, were now running as US Senators to deny 
GACSS any say inside the heart of the Duopoly—the US Congress. Putin’s Russia 
and Jinping’s China, along with the Pariahs and CSI/DI, have all pledged to send 
political observers to hassle the Duopoly’s every move in next year’s Election. 

Here is what the Duopoly had always feared and loathed since 1776. They 
held in contempt a people united around common principles and ideals, united 
around a common set of values, religion, ideology, and worldview. The Duopoly 
hated a truly free people who wanted to express their political destiny in the most 
democratic (no relation to the Duopoly-run Party of the same name) way possible: 
by ballot or by bullet. Through the Will of God, GACSS has the power to change 
the very fate of America and even the whole Real World as the Ryanites know it. 

GACSS, American Catholic Education, was already in the Duopoly’s land 
170 years before Thomas Jefferson’s Declaration of Independence from the 
British Empire. Millions of Ryanites were now fighting and dying in Eden, 
following the Brotzman twins, the Helden and the Lesbgarde Harold Brotzman to 
secute Catholic America’s economic and political destiny. Any people incapable of 
controlling either or both cannot truly be called ‘free’ or ‘democratic’. 

June 6. The Anti-EuroGov Pact found a break in their legal case against the 
Duopoly. The Duopoly itself, for centuries, had committed centuries of plots to 
commit forced resettlement, slavery, unjust economic sanctions, military invasions, 
colonialism, forced labor, political and economic repression, torture, 
imprisonment, theft, and genocide. All the while, the Duopoly had been imposing 
its will on Germany and the German people since 1945. It was about to commit 
genocide against the Germans before the realities of the Soviet Union, the Marshall 
Plan, the Cold War, and a clandestine group backed and abetted by Horst 
Brotzman saved the German people from annihilation. 

The Duopoly’s other victims included hundreds of Native American tribes, 
Africans, Chinese, Filipinos, French, Spanish, Russians, Jews, Shia and Sunni 
Muslims, Roman Catholics, Canadians, Cambodians, Irishmen, Italians, Mexicans, 
Cubans, Iranians, Koreans, Japanese, Vietnamese, Laotians, Nicaraguans, 
Guatemalans, Hondurans, Chileans, Argentinians, Brazilians, El Salvadorans, 
Haitians, Lebanese, Palestinians, Afghans, Syrians, Kurds, Iraqis, and countless 
others. There were simply far too many to name. The United States of America 
truly was and still is the New Adantis—-heir to that wicked, decadent, and Godless 
nation-state beyond the mist-shrouded fog of Antiquity, declaring war on the rest 
of humanity before meeting its demise in a vengeful deluge of water. Climate 
Change offered one way of divine justice, but Anti-EuroGov Pact had other ideas. 

June 10. The Anti-EuroGov Pact found another break in their legal case. 
They learned that the backers of the Duopoly’s plot to exterminate the German 
people came from an anti-German, pro-UN coterie of American literary authors 
and propagandists called the ‘Society for the Prevention of World War HI.’ This 
NGO was proud of promoting racial stereotypes against the Germans, calling 
upon the Duopoly to impose the Germans’ extermination, the ‘Morgenthau Plan’. 
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Its leader was Rex Todhunter Stout, who was one of the earliest influential 
members of the American Civil Liberties Union (ACLU). Another prominent 
member, William Lawrence Shirer, was best known as the author of The Rise and 
Fall of the Third Reich, the authoritative book on the history of World War II for 
decades and notorious for its biases against the German people. Another was Tete 
Harens Tetens, a Swiss-German journalist who may or may not have crossed paths 
with $4 Brigadeftihrer Dr.-Ing. Heinz Winifred Brotzman after 1945. A possible 
financier was James Paul Warburg, a German-born banker from the infamous 
Warburg banking dynasty, and the man behind the Duopoly’s Federal Reserve. 

One of the individuals whom this NGO supported was the scientist Albert 
Einstein. Another was Anna Eleanor Roosevelt, the First Lady and wife of 
President Franklin Delano Roosevelt. FDR and his cousin, President Theodore 
Roosevelt Jr. were, apparently and ironically enough for the GACSS, distant 
relatives of a certain ‘Mother St. Elizabeth Ann Bayley Seton, SC’, who along with 
‘Bishop St. Johann Nepomuk Neumann of Philadelphia’, was one of the two 
Patron Saints of Catholic Education. 

June 13. Following a path of decades-old clues, the Anti-EuroGov Pact 
traced Stout and the Society for the Prevention of World War III back to the 
World Federalist Association (which changed its name to ‘Citizens for Global 
Solutions’ in 2004), which was the American branch of the World Federalist 
Movement (WFM). The WFM was driven by its desire to have the United Nations 
impose its will on all of humanity on the Erde, creating a planetary nation-state 
based on Duopoly ideals and the Duopoly itself controlling it with impunity. 

The WEM were the ones who advocated for a democratically-elected UN 
General Assembly with members drawn from the nations of the Erde. It was they 
who advocated for the ‘blue helmets,’ the ‘UN Peacekeepers’. And it was they who 
advocated for the ‘International Criminal Court’, whose legal jurisprudence was 
based on the results of the Nuremberg Trials. 

In theory, the UN was intended to learn from the failures of the League of 
Nations without changing or correcting its actual flaws such as the Versailles 
Treaty. In reality, those flaws were never corrected in the UN and the Versailles 
Treaty was only renewed on September 12, 1990 as the 2+4 Agreement (or the 
‘Treaty on the Final Settlement with Respect to Germany’). The UN in the 
decades became a hotbed of corruption, fraud, waste, and abuse toward its 
member-states. It was never successful at employing its UN Peacekeepers to ‘keep 
the peace’ within warzones like the former Yugoslavia. And its ICC (International 
Criminal Court) was a ‘show trial’, where a defender’s fate was already decided and 
their cases motivated by the Duopoly’s foreign policies and not much else. 

Prominent advocates of the World Federalist Movement included Albert 
Einstein, Mahatma Gandhi, Martin Luther King Jr., Rosika Schwimmer, Albert 
Camus, Winston Churchill, Garry Davis, Emery Reves, Wendell Willkie, 
Jawaharlal Nehru, E. B. White and Lola Maverick Lloyd. One of its key associates 
was Altiero Spinelli, who was one of the conspirators or ‘Founding Fathers’ of the 
‘European Union’ (EU) and also the ‘Northern Atlantic Treaty Organization’ 
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(NATO). Spinelli’s fellow co-conspirators in establishing—to quote Leon Trotsky— 
this ‘United States of Europe’ included Konrad Adenauer, Joseph Bech, Johan 
Beyen, Winston Churchill, Alcide De Gasperi, Walter Hallstein, Sicco Mansholt, 
Jean Monnet, Robert Schuman, Paul-Henri Spaak, and Richard Nikolaus Eijiro, 
Count of Coudenhove-Kalergi. 

June 14. The Anti-RuroGov Pact, true to its credentials as the ‘most heavily- 
armed Hard Eurosceptic organization in human history’, presented their case to 
CSI/DI’s International Honor Court (IHC). The IHC responded by indicting all 
of the above-mentioned individuals with the obvious exceptions of Ss. Johann 
Neumann and Elizabeth Ann Seton, trying all of them i absentia. 

June 28. The IHC concluded its case by convicting all of the indicted 
individuals with 2,500,000 counts of Peace Crimes, 12,000,000 counts of Crimes 
against War since 1945, and 120,000,000 counts of Crimes of Humanity. Neither of 
those three, within Ryanite legal jurisprudence, should be confused with ‘War 
Crimes’, “Crimes against Peace’, and ‘Crimes against Humanity’. 

These peace criminals were instrumental propaganda symbols of Pax 
Americana’s legal right to unjustly impose economic sanctions, wage undeclared 
wars, and impose Duopoly’s will on the defendants, the Ryanites of the Greater 
American Catholic School System. And just because all of these individuals are 
dead, in no way does that lessen the severity of their crimes. Any crimes Harold 
Sebastian and Halfrida Renate Brotzman committed since 2010 were acquitted. 

KK 
(Four weeks later) 

June 30, 8:00PM. The Real World must change. It cannot continue to go on 
the trajectory it has been since 2000. The Brotzman twins, the Helden, Ulrich and 
Heinricka, Duchess Perpetua and Borussia, Bruno and Reichsadler Squadron knew 
this and so did the Ryanites. The GACSS believed that the Real World should start 
with America and envision that nation without the Democratic-Republican 
Duopoly, without Jefferson, Hamilton, and Madison, without Liberal Capitalism. 

As the Otherworld sun rose from the east in the Anomaly-rich continent of 
Eden, in the Real World, the sun was setting to the west in Philadelphia. Cool hues 
of blue gathered in the east as the moon and the stars ascended, lighting up the 
dark night above. Inside the upstairs conference room of His Eminence’s manor 
house in the Philadelphia Archdiocese, Cardinal Wolk studied the Ryanite student 
government’s post-War on Terror map of America. 

Any truly complete and definitive political map of the United States of 
America will always depict 1 Federal District called the ‘District of Columbia’, 4 
‘Commonwealths’—holdovers from the “Thirteen Colonies’, 14 island colonies, 46 
‘States’, a nice slice of Antarctica, and over 800 military bases. What the Ryanites 
and their student government wished, in addition to ending the Duopoly and its 
Union, was to carve out 40 nation-states. These new Lands shall become 
reflections of their continent’s diversity and uniqueness. 

In this revised political map, all 14 island colonies became independent 
nation-states, the Duopoly’s stake in Antarctica voided, the military bases given to 
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the occupied nations, and the District of Columbia dissolved and partitioned. 
Maine, New Hampshire, and Vermont formed one nation called ‘New England’. 
Massachusetts was its own nation. Connecticut and Rhode Island was a nation. 
The New York City Metropolitan Area was to be split from New York State, 
joining New York’s Rhode Island to form ‘Nieuw Nederland (New Netherland). 

The Greater American Catholic School System, concluding a centuries-long 
quest over the fate of American Catholic Education, shall control two 
predominantly Catholic constitutional monarchies. The ‘Commonwealth of 
Pennsylvania’ and the ‘State of New Jersey’ constituted ‘Nordwunderland’ (North 
Wonderland), while the ‘State of Delaware’, Maryland’s Delmarva Peninsula, and 
Virginia’s Eastern Shore constituted ‘Sd#dwunderland (South Wonderland). Maryland 
and North Virginia partitioned District of Columbia. Southern Virginia was 
‘Tidewater’. West Virginia, Kentucky, and Tennessee formed ‘Appalachia’. 

North and South Carolina will become a nation called ‘Carolina’, its southern 
neighbor being ‘East Dubois’ (in honor of William Edward Burghardt Du Bois). 
Florida was to be partitioned into ‘Kapaun’, ‘Drexel’, and ‘Kateri’. Mississippi and 
Alabama formed ‘West Dubois’. North of Appalachia was a nation formed out of 
Ohio, Indiana and the Lower Peninsula of Michigan called ‘Newbrandenburg (New 
Brandenburg). Illinois, lowa, Missouri, Nebraska, and Kansas formed one nation 
called ‘New Posen’. Its northern neighbor, carved out of Wisconsin and the Upper 
Peninsula of Michigan formed one nation. Minnesota became its own nation. 

North and South Dakota formed ‘Dakota’. The States of Arkansas, 
Louisiana, Texas, and Oklahoma also became independent nations. Colorado was 
split between ‘West Colorado’ and ‘East Colorado’. Mexico regained the southern 
halves of Arizona and New Mexico, the Navajo Tribe controlling the northern 
half. Utah was split in half between the Mormons and the non-Mormons. 

Eastern Montana and Wyoming formed ‘East Montana’ and separate from 
‘West Montana’. Idaho and Oregon became independent. Washington was 
renamed ‘Vinland’. Nevada was to be partitioned between Northern California and 
Southern California. Alaska will not be ceded to Putin’s Russia and Hawaii will be 
given greater autonomy as well. Setting the magnifying glass and the map down on 
the conference table, His Eminence made the sign of the cross and prayed that 
these new Lands will someday become a reality. 

KK 
(Two hours earlier) 

June 30, 6:00PM. America, unlike the German Reich, has always grappled 
with its identity from the very beginning. Is it a ‘Federation’ of fifty states as the 
Democratic-Republican Duopoly insisted since Thomas Jefferson, Alexander 
Hamilton, and James Madison? Is it a ‘Confederation’ of fifty states as the 
Confederate States of America (CSA) believed? Is it fifty nation-states led by 
supranational body much like the EU/NATO? Is it an ‘Empire’ like the one the 
Americans declared their independence from in 1776? Or is it a “Centralist’ one 
like the ‘State of the Church’ (Catholic Papal States), the Rashidun, Umayyad, and 
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Abbasid Caliphates, the GACSS, the Soviet Union, the People’s Republic of 
China, the Third Reich, and World Federalism’s United Nations? Nobody knows. 

It was a harsh wintry morning somewhere in Midwestern Eden. A dense fog 
surrounded a snow-covered landscape littered with dead Underground and RGA 
regulars, burning MAFVs, and wrecked Hanomag and M5_ Halftracks. 
Underground troops from the 804 Rifle Division were lobbing artillery shells 
over and near 7. Adelbu Panzer-Division Leibgarde Harold Brotzman. Snipers took 
potshots at the Leibgarde’s trenches, pillboxes, and machine gun nests—all of 
which were captured from a detachment of Reaganjugend. At Duopoly’s request, 
the Underground and Allied Forces in the Great Leaps Westward got jobless’ 
Reaganjugend sent from Northland as reinforcements. 

The Brotzman twins and Cousin Bruno bickered back and forth over the 
fates of the Real World, the Dweller World, Otherworld, and the War on Terror. 
“The Real World must change once Brotzmanskrieg and the War on Terror ends,” 
Harold swore to Bruno, his finger pointing at Bruno’s chin and Halfrida. “If my 
twin sister and I prevail, if GACSS wins, America’s borders will be redrawn.” Pax 
Americana and Underground artillery shells slammed into the vast snowy fields 
nearby. “We have no regrets about the Great Leaps Westward, Cousin!” 

“Isn’t this no different than Drang nach Osten (Great Leap Eastward) or 
Chairman Mao’s Great Leap Forward?” Bruno questioned. He took a deep breath, 
sighed, and shook his head. “What makes us and GACSS different from them?” 

A stray NATO bullet flew over Halfrida’s coal scuttle helmet. She ducked as 
several more whizzed past her. “Everything in this ‘Long Peace’ since 1945 was 
just a ‘Long War.”’ Cleaning the fieldstripped parts of her HK33 assault rifle, the 
parts settled on a crate, Halfrida turned to Bruno. “All the Ryanites in America 
want to be reunited under GACSS.” 

“Their history has always been that way,” Harold said. 

“Why should GACSS expand to the western United States?” Bruno objected. 
“Do the Ryanites in the western United States share anything in common with 
their eastern brethren? Shouldn’t they at least be given self-autonomy?” 

“That is not how the Catholic Church organized American Catholic 
Education.” Halfrida’s eyes narrowed. “Some US States have one Archdiocese, 
while several US States share one Archdiocese. California has two Archdioceses 
and the Diocese of Honolulu is subordinate to the Archdiocese of San Francisco.” 

“My sis and I have always thought of the United States as one nation, not 
fifty nations ruled by one supranational body,” Harold answered. “The Duopoly 
only imposed its ‘United States of Europe’, the EU/NATO, to exercise control 
overt all of the peoples of Russia, Europe, and the Fatherland in particular.” 

“But is this jas” Bruno asked. “Is it right for the GACSS to carve up an 
extremely diverse Land once the Duopoly has been dissolved?” 

“Ts it really our family’s Schu/d (Debt/Guilt) or even the GACSS’ Schuld for 
addressing what has been ignored for centuries?” Harold told him. “What makes 
you believe, Cousin Bruno, that the Americans will address it themselves? So 
much of their time and labor was revolving around Ge/d (Money) for centuries.” 
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“Shouldn’t we give all the other peoples of America, like the Native 
Americans, the Mormons and the Amish, greater self-autonomy?” Halfrida said. 

Duchess Perpetua, the real noblewoman, approached the three Brotzman 
Cousins. “Will anyone, barring the Southeastern US, even agree to such self- 
autonomy?” She came from a passageway built on the fagade of a wooden pillbox 
connected to the trench. “Should we allow Mexico to annex the Southwestern US 
ot let Texas become its own independent nation again?” 

“Tf it addresses the real needs of the American people,” Bruno retorted. 

“The GACSS does not have to repeat the crimes of the past century.” She 
cracked a smile. “The Fourth Reich does not have to be a repeat of the Second or 
Third Reichs. It can totally become a repeat of the First Reich.” 

“The Westfalischer...” Harold was interrupted by the loud crash of another 
Underground artillery shell. “The Westfalischer Friede (Westphalian Peace)...” More 
artillery shells showered an area behind the trenches. 

Halfrida gigeled. “The Duopoly sure enjoys silencing your own dissent, dear 
brother.” Sporadic gunfire opened up in the distance, somewhere in the No Man’s 
Land beyond the dense fog. Bruno nodded his head. “So much for ‘Free Speech!” 

Harold raised his voice. “The Wesffalischer Friede in 1648 signaled the Catholic 
Church’s decline in Northern Europe! That conflict also signaled the First Reich’s 
decline after the ‘Liberal Capitalist? Dutch Republic declared independence from 
the First Reich!” Even more artillery shells rained down. 

Cousin Ulrich appeared in the trench, emerging from the same pillbox that 
Duchess Perpetua came from. “Natiirlich, but we must remember that the 
Dreifigahriger Krieg (Thirty Years War) also paved the way for our appearance on 
the scene of history,” he reminded Harold. “Where do you think we would be if 
Prussia did not establish the Second Reich?” 

“Who knows what we would be doing, had it not been for the Wars of 
German Reunification.” Cousin Heinricka followed suit, browsing the Luminar on 
her Phonophore. “Those Wats were necessary, even if the Fatherland annexed 
German-speaking lands from various countries and once offered Osterreich a 
chance to join Prussia and this new Land called ‘Deutschland (Germany).” 

Rosalinde, Fabian, Adelwolfa, Dieter, and Kathe also joined them. The same 
applied for all of the Helden, Baroness Felicity, Princess Philomena, and Countess 
Cecilia. It has always been a curiosity as to why the Duopoly never had allowed 
true democracy, true pluralism, true autonomy, and true self-determination to their 
peoples for centuries. The Duopoly alone is their worst enemy and nobody else. 

Dozens of whistles were blown on the other side of No Man’s Land. 
Hundreds of Underground MAFVs and A-Wings followed thousands of 
Underground infantry intent on retaking lost ground from the Ryanites. The 
Helden and the others fled from the trench as they prepared for battle. 

“GACSS and our Fourth Reich may not be perfect,” Halfrida spoke, piecing 
back together her HK33 rifle. “But we are going to make sure it becomes the next 
Tausendjahriges Reich (Thousand-Year Reich).” 

Harold nodded at his twin sister. “And we can start by repelling this attack.” 
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Chapter Forty Nine: Crimes Against War 
(Ryanite Chorus; July 1-8, 2015) 


“The English language is mysterious. The secret of our dog is to be found in it. ‘Dog’ spelt 
backwards is ‘God’. The dog, then, is the road which, if travelled backwards, from the deepest 
depths, from the roots of the tree of smell, touch and taste, will turn you into a God. Thus the dog 
is the guide of the Blind Traveller, of the Pilerim of Immortality. It is God backwards.” 
-Miguel Serrano, Nos: Book of the Resurrection 


flew upward in the gray clouds blotting out the morning skies. The fog slowly 

dissipated, revealing a vast No Man’s Land of craters, dead RGA and 
Underground troops, and knocked-out MAFVs ftom both sides. From the 
trenches along the Underground lines, forward snipers wielding Russian-made 
Dragunov tifles exchanged potshots with the Leibgarde’s sharpshootets. 
Observers peered through binoculars, observing whatever was left up ahead. 

Last night’s snow had ended. However, the weather was still not ideal for 
flying an A-Wing. Behind the trenches, a battery of Chrysostom H/L1s, Heavy 
Self-Propelled Artillery derivatives of the Vladimir III/L chassis and modeled after 
the Soviet IS-2, tilted their barrels upward. Each fired a smoke shell into the 
middle of No Man’s Land to mask the attacking infantry and MAFVs’ advances. 

The Underground officers, setting their binoculars aside in their field 
satchels, blew their whistles and ordered an all-out assault. Thousands of 
Underground infantry climbed out of their trenches with post-Soviet Russian 
Kalashnikovs and RPK light machine guns. Entire squads mantled onto the 
chassis of supporting Marcella V/16s as they drove up a snow-plowed road 
between their trenches and foxholes. Others joined up with a platoon of the 
Underground’s new Vladimir HI/Ms, Heavy MAFVs based on the Soviet IS-3. 
Battalions of Reaganjugend reservists dashed past the Underground’s vacated 
trenches, accompanied by AJ-24 Light MAFVs and DE-3 Medium MAFVs. 

Countless bullets flew through the dense white smoke. Some of them 
managed to hit one of the Underground infantry as they disembarked from their 
supporting MAFVs. The MAFVs rolled on ahead as they and their Reaganjugend 
counterparts advanced onward. Leibgarde mortar shells from behind the Ryanite- 
held trenches descended on them. Decaying bodies were sent flying into the air, 
mangled limbs and heads dismembered from their bloodied torsos. 

On the Ryanite side, the Helden and the rest of the Leibgarde 
Panzergrenadiers hurried back to their firing positions. Harold and Halfrida stayed 
where they were as the others ran off to several defensive positions nearby. 

“Isn't this what the readers were expecting, sis?” Harold smirked. 

Halfrida’s mischievous grin was always a welcoming sight for him. “Of 
course, dear brother, why wouldn’t they?” She pieced back together her HK33 and 
grabbed her twin brother SG550 service rifle, leaning against the wall of their 
trench. “Catch!” She tossed him his rifle. 
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“T got it!” Harold caught his SG550 by its forend and cocked the rifle. 

The Brotzman twins were situated in the central frontline trench. Bullets 
rippled through the ripped sandbags lining the snow-filled outer walls. Harold and 
Halfrida unloaded their rifles on full-auto, forcing some of the approaching 
Underground and Reaganjugend to dive into some nearby craters. The Brotzman 
twins held their ground, refusing to pull back despite the enemy outnumbering 
them. The rest of the Leibgarde had yet to link up with them and the others. 

Harold’s SG550 ran out of bullets. “Watch my back, sis.” He ejected the 
empty magazine. “I’m reloading.” He crouched beside his twin sister and reached 
for one of the remaining magazines from the pouches attached to his field 
webbing. The magazine in his hand was close to empty. 

“Dear brother, please take your time.” Halfrida reloaded her rifle. “I am not 
in any rush to die anytime soon. That will make for a terrible story, anyway.” 

Putting the almost empty magazine, Harold took out another magazine. This 
second magazine was halfway full. “When was the last time we were resupplied?” 

She offered her twin brother a spare magazine from one of her pouches. “If 
you tun out of rounds, you can have some of mine.” She offered it to him. 

“You still have enough?” Harold asked. 

“Who says you can’t have fun in war?” Halfrida’s erin widened. 

Covering their right flank were Margaret, the Lovers, and Virgil. Virgil picked 
off the AJ-24s with his Panzerbiichse 39, the Tungsten-tipped bullets ricocheting 
and plinking the armor. A few bullets stopped them, their engines caught on fire. 

“Your shooting never fails us, Virgil!’ Margaret fired her AKS-74u at several 
Underground infantry downrange. A few rounds emptied her magazine. “For a 
mercenary, you're pretty loyal to Harold and Halfrida.” She ducked and reloaded. 

Virgil ignored her. Across from them, Walther and Isolde peppered a squad 
of Reaganjugend with a BAR and a StG58 reconfigured to shoot 7.92mm Kurz. A 
flurry of bullets hit the snow in front of them. The Lovers kneeled and resumed 
shooting. One of the Vladimir HI/Ms downrange, its coaxial cannon aiming 
towards them, fired an anti-personnel plasma bolt. The Lovers rushed away before 
the incoming plasma bolt struck their position with a small explosion. 

Behind them was the Dewy-Princess in its Hannibal II/B incarnation from The 
Dawning Day. The Hannibal II/B, a Heavy MAFV patterned after the German 
King Tiger Panzer, was a luxury status symbol befitting of GACSS’ newfound 
economic prosperity. The Dewy-Princess and several of the Leibgarde’s Hannibal 
II/Bs rolled up to one of several ditches dug behind the frontline trenches. Radio 
operators pinned down the enemy infantry with their hull-mounted laser machine 
guns, giving their fellow gunners time to readjust their optical gunsights, targeting 
computers and load the next plasma bolt. 

“Hull-mounted laser machine gun is reloading!’ Eleanor Langford declared. 

“Thanks for the heads up!” Drusilla cried. 

“Which one of you is controlling the gunnet’s seat?” she asked the Adelaide 
siblings. Joan and Delaney’s roles interchanged between driver and gunner. 

“Take the wheel, Joan!’ Delaney manned the gunnet’s seat. 
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Eleanor resumed firing. Unlike the other Hannibal II/Bs, the Deny-Princess 
came equipped with a number of advanced state-of-the-art anti-personnel 
countermeasures. The coaxial turret’s roof featured a 360-degree breech-loaded 
grenade launcher, the Nahverteidigungswaffe. Drusilla peered through its built-in 
periscope. Reaganjugend infantry were closing in. She launched anti-personnel 
projectile that dispersed shrapnel on impact, killing the incoming Reaganjugend. 

The Brotzman twins’ left flank was protected by Halfrida’s husband 
Chandler, Lance, Hannelore, and Accardo. Like the rest of the Leibgarde’s 
machine gunners, Chandler manned one of the MG34 nests inside the bunkers at 
the frontline trenches and pelted the advancing enemy infantry with bullets. 
Hannelore, Lance, and other Panzergrenadier riflemen were crouched beside the 
machine gunners. Many shot at some of the Reaganjugend with their G43s or 
M14s. Others like Hannelore and Lance launched rifle grenades at the 
Underground infantry. 

A grenade exploded in the trench connecting Chandler’s machine gun nest to 
the bunker separating them from Harold and Halfrida. Some shrapnel killed 
several Panzergrenadiers. Percival Alexander Richardson suffered a concussion 
and was incapacitated by the blast. Accardo called out to Jennifer and another field 
medic hurrying out of an adjacent bunker. “We need you over here!” 

Another bullet killed the medic following behind Jennifer Maryanne 
Richardson. Jennifer abandoned him to save her brother. Accardo, Lance, and 
Hannelore covered Jennifer as she dragged Percival’s unconscious body away from 
the trench connecting the two bunkers. 

Other Leibgarde field medics were also taking the wounded away from the 
frontline trenches on stretchers. Entering the bunkers to the reserve trenches, they 
began running as Underground artillery rained overhead. Many of them passed 
through one of the dozen or so dug pits where Borussia, some heavy mortars and a 
couple FlaK36 cannons and a few PaK43 antitank cannons were situated. 

Borussia, as the only supporting Self-Propelled Artillery MAFV, provided 
artillery fire for the besieged Leibgarde troops at the frontline trenches. “Load it! 
Load it! Load it!” Perpetua shouted over the Brotzman twins’ radio handsets. 

Further behind Borussia and the FlaK36s and PaK43s, at the reserve 
trenches, Ulrich peered through the optical lenses of a Scherenfernrohr SF 14 Z 
trench periscope. He was speaking into a radio handset, communicating with the 
Plak36s and PaKk43s forming a Pakfront around Borussia. “Concentrate your 
firepower on each of the Vladimir III/Ms, Kameraden!” 

“Understood!” 

“Affirmative!” 

“Roger!” 

The Vladimir HI/Ms was converging on the forward-most positions of the 
frontline trenches. Following in their wake were Underground assault infantry with 
flamethrowers and shotguns. The Leibgarde’s Pakfront retaliated against them, 
their combined firepower destroying one Vladimir II/M after another. The 
Helden and the Brotzman twins made short work of the assault infantrymen. 
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The Pax Americana DE-3 MAFVs and companies of Reaganjugend infantry 
emerged on the left and right flanks of the reserve trenches. “They’re flanking us!” 
Harold screamed over the radio. 

“Somebody watch our backs for us!’ Halfrida hollered. 

“We have things under our control, Cousin!” Bruno, Rosalinde, Fabian, 
Dieter, Adelwolfa, and Kathe arrived at the flanks of the reserve trenches with 
FG13(A)s and the Faustpatrone (Fist Cartridge). It was the precursor to the later 
Panzerfaust and also later copied by the Soviets to create the RPG-2 and RPG-7 
rocket-propelled grenade launchers. 

The DE-3s closed in on both flanks of the reserve trenches. Reichsadler 
Squadron pummeled the DE-3s to smoldering piles of scrap metal with their 
Faustpatrone. They tossed their expended tubes and gunned down the surviving 
Reaganjugend, forcing the survivors into a panicked retreat. The rest of the 
Underground did the same as well. 

True to Halfrida’s wisdom, one should always have fun in war. But no matter 
what happens, one should never conflate any concept of ‘war’ with that of ‘peace’. 
2K 
(Three days later) 

A strong wind howled through the abandoned city buildings in Other-Dallas, 
the Underground citizenry having already evacuated. Snow was falling like white 
confetti from the darkened skies overhead. Ryanite Luftwaffe B1303Bs and 
BI355Cs had bombed the whole city last week, leaving much of Other-Dallas in 
ruins. The skies were still in Ryanite hands thanks to the Ha/frida Brotzman Geschiitz, 
Halfrida’s intercontinental railway artillery piece in Other-Orlando. 

At an industrial park in southern Other-Dallas, the Clancyites had been 
operating a major counterfeiting operation inside a large warehouse owned and 
backed by the House of Raynerson. Congresswoman Cassandra and_ the 
Heckerists had already printed over 100,000,000 SM ($1,000,000,000,000 USD) in 
counterfeit Schulmarks in large denominations of 100 SM and 1,000 SM. Inside 
the warehouse, the Reaganjugend were quickly dismantling the printing presses 
and storing the printing plates and the counterfeit Schulmarks inside wooden 
crates and cardboard boxes. 

Forklifts went in and out of the warehouse’s loading yard, placing the crates 
and boxes on the beds of idle Pax Americana Studebaker trucks. When they were 
done, the Reaganjugend counterfeiters climbed onto the beds of the trucks with 
the fake money and printing plates. 

Carrying metal jerry cans, the Heckerists poured gasoline on the floor of the 
warehouse. They made a trail that came back to the loading yard, tossing 
disposable matches at the trail, setting the whole building on fire. The Studebakers 
drove away as the building burned, its roof collapsing from the engulfing flames. 

Meanwhile, sporadic gunfire and explosions echoed across the dreary, empty 
streets and bombed-out buildings. The burnt chassis of Ryanite Louis H/G Light 
MAFYVs littered the cratered streets filled with snow, ice and frozen corpses. 
“Look alive, boys and girls!” someone shouted into late-night skies. “Watch out 
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for snipers and claymores!”’ Red laser beams protruded out of the exposed holes 
of tall buildings overlooking major roads leading away from the downtown area. 

Clancyite Heckerist snipers, armed with STANAG-issue Remington MSRs ot 
M16-looking Knight’s Armament M110s, were busy hunting some RGA 
Fallschirmjager. “Tango sighted!” one of them reported over their radio, followed 
by the sound of two loud gunshots. “Touchdown!” Other Heckerists erected 
Claymore traps within darkened alleys and doorways and exposed gaps into 
various buildings where the snipers had made their nests. 

It has been almost a week since the Ryanite Luftwaffe airdropped Fallschirm- 
Panzer Division U/ich Brotzman into Underground-controlled Other-Dallas. 
Cousin Ulrich’s Division, despite parachuting and securing their drop zones, was 
driven into pockets scattered across the Eden city. Green smoke billowed upward 
from the cratered remains of local parks and golf courses. Three Ryanite Luftwaffe 
C-130s flew over the city airspace, airdropping crates full of ammunition, field 
rations, and medical supplies on wooden pallets. Eight Fallschirmjager jumped out 
of the third C-130s, their parachutes blooming against a reddish-green aurora 
emerging from a few dispersing clouds. 

Ulrich, Heinricka, and Reichsadler Squadron glided through the cold air as 
they descended into Other-Dallas in winter parkas, Fackeltrdger suits, and 
Pallschirmjager-style coal scuttle helmets. All of them landed safely and undetected 
on a rooftop overlooking the southern part of the city. Bruno and Rosalinde took 
their time detaching themselves from their parachute harnesses before brandishing 
their Adalbert VSG15, Ryanite versions of Bruno’s Gustloff Volkssturmgewebr 
(People’s Assault Rifle). 

“Schneller”? Bruno called out to Fabian, Adelwolfa, Dieter, and Kathe. He 
gestured them to hurry up with their parachute harnesses and equipment. 

“Verstanden, Kamerad-Cousin Bruno,” the four Brotzman Cousins replied, 
each one armed with Adalbert VMP45, the Ryanite version of their 
Volksmaschinenpistole (People’s Submachine Gun). 

Kathe spotted Cousins Ulrich and Heinricka overhead. She pointed upward. 

Bruno and Rosalinde spotted Ulrich and Heinricka descending over their 
heads and landing in the middle of a park across the street from the rooftop. “Is 
this the first time those two have jumped out of a plane?” Rosalinde asked Bruno. 

“It seems like it.’ Bruno shrugged his shoulders. He and Reichsadler 
Squadron hurried through an opened trapdoor, ran out through the front 
entrance, and crossed the street whilst looking both ways. 

A few NATO bullets ricocheted against the snow and concrete asphalt, 
striking the general direction of three red laser beams. The Heckerist snipers were 
stalking the Brotzman Cousins. Reichsadler Squadron crawled next to the brick 
walls surrounding the park, their heads almost poking out of the walls. Ulrich and 
Heinricka also did the same when they were regrouped with them. 

“Cousin,” Ulrich whispered to Bruno, “Harold and Halfrida are counting on 
us to capture the train station to the south of our current position.” 
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“T assume they also wanted us to follow you and Heinricka around, gathering 
as many of your Fallschirmjager as well?’ Rosalinde pondered. 

“Genau,” Ulrich answered. “The area is supposed to be defended by 
Clancyites. It seems like the Heckerists turned it into their base of operations.” 

A stray NATO tound flew over Heinricka. “The Scharfschiitzen 
(Sharpshooters) are going to be our biggest problem.” She planted her face against 
the snow that her body was laying against. 

“So, what’s our plan, Cousins?” Ulrich asked Bruno and Rosalinde. 

“Hans-Ulrich...,” Rosalinde spoke, her head and Bruno’s facing each other 
and nodding. “... You lead the way for us.” 

“And try not to get any of us killed,” Bruno added. 

Ulrich nodded in reply. He led the others across the park, away from the 
snipers’ line of sight. At the southern end of the park, he and the others got up 
from the snow and scurried away, disappearing into the darkness of an exposed 
city sewer line running below the park. 

2 KK 
(One day later) 

“Crimes against War...,”’ Halfrida blurted over the radios of the Helden 
and Borussia. “That kind of legal jurisprudence is quite brilliant of Cousins Ulrich 
and Bruno, dear brother! Even I feel the Nuremberg Trials should be criticized for 
allowing the concept of a “Long Peace’ to occur since 1945.” 

“It does, doesn’t it, sis?’ Harold responded. “Peace Crimes refer to the 
‘participation, complicity, conspiracy, and pursuit of War Crimes through peaceful, 
non-aggressive means’. A Crime against War not only contradicts a ‘Crime against 
Peace’, but also condemns prosecution of a war without formally declaring one.” 

“Not to mention failing to end one,” Margaret chimed over the radio. 

“Wouldn’t a Crime against War outlaw a Crime against Peace?” Hannelore 
asked the Brotzman twins. “Wouldn’t a Peace Crime outlaw a War Crime?” 

“At the very least, Hannelore,” Harold said, “This will enable GACSS to help 
clear its name. After all, we committed Crimes against Peace for simply being the 
ageressor under the jurisprudence outlined within the ‘Nuremberg Principles.” 

The Dewy-Princess and Borussia escorted a forward convoy of Leibgarde Ss. 
Michael I/As, Maurice II/Hs, and Hannibal I/Hs and II/Bs. The Panther Panzer- 
like Michael I/As had their commander cupolas outfitted with swivel-mounted 
MG42s featuring infrared optics. Some of the Schiirzen (Armored Skirts) welded 
onto the sides of the Panzer IV/H-looking Maurice II/Hs’ hulls and coaxial 
turrets had been blown off. A few large bullet holes dented the remaining ones. 

The MAFV convoy was driving up a long, winding snow-plowed country 
road to the railroad station in southern Other-Dallas. 1. Adelbu Panzer-Division 
Leibgarde Harold Brotzman were spearheading an offensive around Other-Dallas 
before pushing south past Other-Austin to Other-San Antonio. The rest of the 
Leibgarde and its parent formation, I Ade/bu Panzerkorps, had yet to catch up. 

A steel bridge across a deep, frozen river appeared in the distance. Some C4 
charges planted by the Heckerists destroyed the structural foundations of the 
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bridge. The Dewy-Princess and Borussia pulled over to the side of the road. “We’ve 
got a problem, Wise Man and Renate,” Drusilla radioed the Brotzman twins. “The 
Clancyites just destroyed the only bridge to bypass Other-Dallas.” 

“They really want us to roll straight into Other-Dallas,” Perpetua voiced. 

“That’s not a good sign,” Harold murmured. “Our St. Michael I/As and Ss. 
Hannibal I/Hs and II/Bs are not designed for crossing that stream.” 

Halfrida spoke to Drusilla. “Dewy-Princess, you and Borussia should link up 
with Division U/rich Brotzman about a few kilometers east of your position. I had 
just been told by Sorceress that they are still holding onto the train station, but 
they are in danger of being overrun. Help them out, over and out.” 

Dewy-Princess and Borussia restarted their gasoline engines. The two MAFVs 
and the rest of the armored column drove further away from the country road, 
forming a Panzerkeil (Armored Wedge) formation that proceeded across a vast, 
open field of snow that went beyond the vanishing point. 

A few steep hills stood several miles away, overlooking the general vicinity of 
the train station outside of southern Other-Dallas. Drusilla, Perpetua and the other 
MAFV crews wete unable to notice it until dozens of Marcella V/16s and 
Vladimir II/Ms appeared over their peaks. 

Plasma bolts flew past everyone’s coaxial turrets. One bolt struck the front 
gun mantlet of the Demy-Princess, damaging it. “Coaxial weapons are still 
functional!” Eleanor Langford cried. 

“Theyre shooting at us!” Perpetuas shouted. 

“Return fire!’ Drusilla barked. 

The Leibgarde MAFVs retaliated against the Marcella V/16s and Vladimir 
IH/Ms as they were rolling down the hill from the peaks. The Dewy-Princess 
continued to spearhead the Panzerkeil, its thick armor absorbing most of the 
incoming damage. Delaney managed to destroy one of the Marcellas with a well- 
placed shot to its front armor. 

“Delaney,” Drusilla ordered, “Concentrate your fite on the Vladimir III/M!” 

“You heard her!” Joan wailed. 

“Let the others take care of the Marcellas, Philomena!” Perpetua told her 
gunner. She spoke to her driver. “Keep following the Dewy-Princess, Felicity!” 

“We're doing fine as it is,” Countess Cecilia bellowed. 

The Marcellas sustained multiple direct hits. Each one was going up in flames 
and veering away from the other Underground MAFYV, spiraling out of control 
before exploding, their commander cupolas popping open with sparks flying out. 
The Vladimir III/Ms absorbed dozens of hits with their hardened armor, but 
several hits from the Dewy-Princess and the other Hannibal II/Bs destroyed their 
treads, immobilizing them. “Flank them!” Perpetua hollered. 

The Michael I/As and the Maurice II[/Hs drove around Vladimir HI/Ms 
from their left and right flanks, their coaxial turrets turning toward the rear armor 
of the Vladimir III/Ms. Each Leibgarde MAFV fired one plasma bolt into their 
rear diesel engine hoods, destroying the engines and setting them flying upward 
like big fireballs of casted steel. They and the rest of the Hannibal I/Hs and II/Bs 
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rejoined with the Dewy-Princess and Borussia. They sped up the inclined slopes of the 
hill and stopped upon reaching its summit. 

To the left of the Letbearde MAFVs were the outskirts of Other-Dallas in the 
distance. Up ahead, however, was the train station and it was already being 
attacked by an entire platoon of Marcella V/16s and an entire company of 
Underground infantry assaulting the front gates. The Marcellas stayed behind the 
infantry, their laser machine guns and plasma cannons pinning down Ulrich, 
Heinricka, and Reichsadler Squadron somewhere inside the terminal building. 

Stray antitank projectiles propelled from Faustpatrone launchers flew out of 
the exposed crevices of damaged walls. Most fell short of hitting any of the 
Marcellas and those that did were ricocheting against their sloped hulls. Two fixed 
machine guns were shooting at the advancing infantry, mowing several of them 
down as they entered two large holes on the walls between the broken metal gates. 

The Dewy-Princess, Borussia, and the other Leibgarde MAFVs picked off 
the Marcella V/16s with precise shots. They took turns destroying each of them 
before advancing forward again. The machine guns inside the terminal building 
dealt with the surviving infantry on their own. 

Ulrich radioed Drusilla. “We were expecting you, Dewy-Princess.” 

“Speaker of the Convention...Plaid Eminence, we got here as fast as we 
could,” Drusilla responded. “Will Borussia and its crewmen be alright with you 
while we take care of her Double and the defenders in Other-San Antonio?” 

“T cannot allow ‘Her Highness’ to escape, Drusilla,” Perpetua told her. “All 
of us are counting on you and the Brotzman twins to deal with her while we take 
care of whatever she was trying to evacuate from Other-Dallas several days ago.” 

“The Leibgarde have reached the station, Cousin!’ Ulrich said to Bruno. 
From a highway road south of the train station, a lone Underground Marcella 
V/16 rolled past the burning wreckage of a captured Ryanite AJ-24 that it had just 
knocked out. Most of its Underground infantry support had been wiped out by 
Bruno, the captured AJ-24, and a squad of dead Fallschirmjager. 

The Marcella rolled past the AJ-24 and the fallen Ryanites. From a ditch 
along the other side of the asphalt road, Bruno poked his head out of the ditch, his 
radio handset placed against his cheek. “Tell them to wait, Hans-Ulrich, Pm trying 
to stay alive here!” Putting his radio away, he grabbed a funnel-shaped Safecracker 
antitank grenade from his satchel and raced toward the Marcella as it kept moving. 

Jumping onto its rear engine hood, Bruno smacked the three magnets on the 
base of the Safecracker against the hood. “The GACSS sends your family its 
kindest regards, Underground Schwein!” Bruno jumped off the chassis and rolled 
into the ditch. The Marcella V/16 rolled on. The Safecracker detonated, the 
explosion destroying the hood and diesel engine, bringing the enemy Marcella to a 
halt. Bruno hurried past the burning Marcella on his way back to the train station. 

2 KK 
(Three days later) 

Ulrich, Heinricka, Reichsadler Squadron, and the crew of Borussia boarded 

an armored train. They, along with Fallschirm-Panzer Ulrich Brotzman, traveled 
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south to another train station that the Leibgarde had captured on the outskirts of 
northern Other-Austin. Harold, Halfrida, the Helden, and most of the Leibgarde 
Harold Brotzman had already boarded another armored train to Other-San 
Antonio when they arrived at this particular station. 

Most of the Ulrich Brotzman Division’s Self-Propelled Artillery and Anti-Air 
MAFYVs were parked in neat rows along the parking spaces at the parking lot in 
front of the Other-Austin terminal station. Thousands of heavy artillery pieces and 
hundreds of A-Wing bomber squadrons overhead were laying siege to the city of 
Other-Austin. The Underground defenders in the city proper were expected to 
hold out as though Other-Austin was the Leningrad of Brotzmansktieg. 

Perched atop a balcony above the front entrance of the terminal building, 
Ulrich and Bruno were watching the destruction unfold through the separate 
Scherenfernrohr SF 14 Z periscopes. A wall of sandbags was piled in front of the 
periscopes. The two Brotzman Cousins stood upright and walked away from the 
balcony, entering an office overlooking the main lobby of the terminal building. 

Inside, a map of Other-Texas was laid over two tables lined against each 
other. Duchess Perpetua, Heinricka, and Rosalinde were presiding around the 
table, recording the locations of various Ryanite, Underground, and Clancyite 
positions on the map with wax pencils. Ulrich and Bruno walked up to them. 

The map itself depicted the 24t* RGA Army following the advancements of 
8 RGA Panzer Army, I Adelbu Panzerkorps and the Leibgarde. 24% RGA Army 
in particular was encircling the ragtag remains of the 32.4 and 67'» Underground 
Armies. The latter Underground Army, the 67", was driven from Other-Dallas. 

Planting both hands against the table, Perpetua eyed Ulrich and Bruno. “I 
had just received word from RGA High Command that the Heckerists are moving 
counterfeit Schulmarks and their printing presses to Other-Houston. And as 
requested, I also had RGA High Command deliver some new A-Wings for us.” 

“Perfekt,” Bruno blurted. 

Ulrich nodded. “Genau.” 

“Plaid Orchestra-RGA Intelligence—discovered evidence that the Heckerists 
boarded an armored train to Other-Houston,” Perpetua reported. Her finger 
followed a drawn black line going from Other-Dallas, crossing through Other- 
Austin, then Other-San Antonio and Other-Houston. Most of the rail lines 
throughout Other-Texas were destroyed by air attacks from the Ryanite Luftwaffe. 

Heinricka placed a stack of aerial reconnaissance photos showing the 
armored train and its destination, a Clancyite Battleship moored at the 
Underground Naval Shipyard of Other-Houston. 

“How did they acquire the Schulmark plates?” Ulrich asked. 

“The Plaid Orchestra claims that the printing plates were taken from the 
Federal Reserve,” Rosalinde replied. “We, however, believe that the Duopoly 
actually approved of this in order to wage a currency war against GACSS by going 
after the Ryanites’ SWF (Sovereign Wealth Funds) in Crude Oil and Anomalies.” 

“Their plan is to transport the complete batches and the printing plates out 
of Other-Texas to an undisclosed location in Northland, where it will be 
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teleported to another location somewhere in Europe,” Heinricka added. “But 
that’s not all, Cousin.” She placed a photograph of a girl bearing an uncanny 
resemblance to Duchess Perpetua. 

“Where have I seen this girl before?” Ulrich pondered. 

“The Underground’s Imperial Palace back in The Plaid Dream,” Bruno said. 

Perpetua smirked. “That’s Baroness Felicity’s older sister, ‘Penelope, Duchess 
of Other-Hartford.’ She’s really a Clancyite, a step-sister of Baroness Felicity after 
father was remarried back in the Rosy War.” Her eyes narrowed. “What’s mote, 
Duchess Penelope is also my Double.” 

Bruno whistled. Ulrich gasped. 

“And she’s the designated successor of Prince Kyle ‘the Barracuda,” 
Rosalinde snorted. “Prince Kyle, in case the reader does not know already, is the 
brother of Emperor Bernard and the Director of Intelligence for the 
Underground’s enigmatic “Bluestar’ or ‘Bureau of State Security and Intelligence.” 

“What nobody in the GACSS realizes is that Duchess Penelope is a Heckerist 
on loan with Bluestar,” Perpetua told the Brotzman Cousins. “Her Highness must 
have been the one who caught a hold of those Schulmark printing plates!” She 
gritted her teeth as she banged the table with a clenched fist. “I should not have 
trusted that bitch growing up!” 

“Tt’s all in the past now, Your Highness,” Bruno said. “Once Harold and 
Halfrida reach Other-San Antonio, I do not believe we will be hearing more of her 
when this is over.” He glimpsed at the map again. “For now, we need to focus on 
interdicting the cargo and preventing it from escaping Other-Texas.” 

“Since you ate the one who came up with the ERPA Rounds and the 
Schulmark,” Ulrich spoke, tapping on Bruno’s shoulder, “GACSS is counting on 
you to help us curtail this counterfeiting ring.” 

“No need to remind me, Hans-Ulrich.” Bruno shook his head, his arms 
crossed. “We know what we need to do. We’re done with politics. This is war.” 
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Chapter Fifty: Schuldenfrei 
(Ryanite Chorus; July 10-August 8, 2015) 


“The German people trusted the Fiibrer. Given his authoritarian direction of the State, they had 

no influence on events. Ignorant of the crimes of which we know today, the people have fought nith 

loyalty, self-sacrifice, and courage, and they have suffered too in this life-and-death struggle into 
which they were arbitrarily thrust. The German people are free from blame [or Schuldenjrei].”” 

-Hermann Géring, Closing Statement at 

Nuremberg Tribunal, ca. August 31, 1946 


stalled outside the eastern outskirts of Other-Houston since the last two 

weeks. All further advances from both Ryanites Armies were being curtailed 
by Underground Marines and their amphibious MAFVs, preventing any Ryanite 
takeover of Other-Houston. Underground Navy destroyers, cruisers, and two 
battleships provided the Marines with fire support from naval guns. But the House 
of Raynerson was not the ones who ordered this decision; it was the Duopoly. 

In the Underground Naval Shipyard of Other-Houston, the Adamo, a Pax 
Americana Montana-class Battleship, was awaiting the delivery of some sensitive 
cargo. The Underground Marines and the Army had orders to keep the Ryanites 
away long enough for the Duopoly to evacuate the fortunes that they accrued in 
Other-Texas since the end of the Rosy War. Through Pax Americana’s corporate 
lobbyist ties, the Duopoly spent the past decade attracting foreign investments 
from the LIEO to the Anomaly-rich ACP (Anomaly Causing Phenomena) clusters 
of Other-Texas. Much like its Real World counterpart, Underground-controlled 
Other-Texas was also known for its booming petroleum industries, most of which 
were now on fire or fallen into Ryanite hands. Billowing black smoke were 
pluming from the vast oil fields outside Other-Houston by the dozens. 

Pax Americana fuel trucks sent from Other-Houston evacuated as much 
crude oil and petroleum as their tanks could carry before driving away as convoys. 
All Reaganjugend workers and engineers tasked with operating the oil wells and 
refineries were herded onto Humvees, Bradley APCs, and armored trains by 
armed Heckerists. Underground troops stayed behind to torch the facilities, 
denying the rest of the crude oil to the encroaching Ryanites before fleeing. 

Somewhere in the countryside separating Other-Houston and Other-San 
Antonio to the west, an armored train locomotive was hauling over a dozen train 
boxcars packed with crates of gold and silver, assorted gems, forged Schulmarks 
and printing plates. Reaganjugend counterfeiters and the Heckerists escorting 
them rode together inside the troop railcars behind the boxcars. Between their 
railcars and the rear locomotive were idle FYC-issue Light MAFVs parked atop 
flatcars and covered in thick tarp. As the Anti-EuroGov Pact predicted, they had 
stopped over at Other-San Antonio and left the moment the Leibgarde were 
outside the city limits. They were now heading to Other-Houston. For a while, it 
seemed like the train was destined to arrive at its destination. 
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Without warning, however, the train locomotive’s whistle began blaring 
several times. A few plasma bolts flew past the locomotive and other railcars. The 
whistle blew several more times. The train started losing momentum. Further up 
the rail line was the chassis of Borussia, throttling toward the intersection of a rail 
crossing on a dreary countryside road. 

Countess Cecilia shuddered in fear. “Are we going die?” 

“Not on my watch!” Princess Philomena hurled artillery plasma bolts at the 
train locomotive. She tilted the coaxial turret towards the train locomotive until 
the cannon was facing the right side of the chassis. One of the plasma bolts struck 
the front midsection of the locomotive, damaging it. 

“Keep shooting, Philomena!” Baroness Felicity stopped Borussia in the middle 
of the rail crossing. ““There’s one more novel after this one!” 

“Wait,” Perpetua gasped, “There is?” 

Philomena fired a well-placed plasma bolt at the locomotive, the bolt creating 
an explosive chain reaction that destroyed the locomotive on impact. The 
locomotive, screeching along the rail line as it got closer to Borussia, skidded off 
the rail line. Three of the boxcars behind the locomotive got derailed and landed 
on their side in the snowy ground. The rest of the train had come to a halt. 

Faustpatrone projectiles slammed into the passenger rail cars. Machine guns 
pelted them and the passengers seated near the windows with bullets. The 
Fallschirmjager of Fallschirm-Panzer Division U/rich Brotzman was camouflaged in 
the snow surrounding the intersection. They exchanged potshots with the 
Heckerists inside the passenger railcars from foxholes dug minutes earlier. 

The Fallschirmjager hurried out of their foxholes and advanced forward. 
Entire squads suppressed the remaining Heckerists with automatic rifles and 
submachine guns as they closed in on the rest of the train from all directions. 
Smoke grenades were tossed at the line of sight of the passenger railcars, allowing 
one of the Fallschirmjager squads to reach the boxcars containing the counterfeit 
Schulmarks and printing plates. 

The cargo was not heading to Other-Houston anytime soon. 

KK 
(One week Later) 

The Anti-EuroGov Pact returned to Plaidstadt on the birthday of Margaret 
Diana Richardson and her quadruplet siblings. But the Brotzman twins and the 
Helden were still fighting for every inch of ground in Other-San Antonio. Thus, 
they decided to congregate inside the State President’s office. Beyond the double 
doors of the State President’s office, the whole room was almost pitch-black. The 
fluorescent ceiling lights were switched off, the curtains were closed. It was also 
warm summer night outside Plaidstadt. 

The faint glow from a PC monitor lit up Heinricka’s face. Hunched over a 
PC computer at a darkened corner, she was busy going through long, complex 
sequences of computer code. The source code was part of an initiative by GACSS’ 
student government to develop a software patch for Luminar. A computer 
scientist team led by Heinricka created a ‘Schuldenfrei Update’ in her absence. 
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A desk lamp on Halfrida’s personal desk was turned on by Cousin Ulrich. 
Cousin Bruno was seated behind the desk with Rosalinde and Duchess Perpetua 
hovering over his shoulder. Laid in the middle of the table were two seemingly- 
identical 1,000 SM banknotes. At first glance, both banknotes appeared to be 
legitimate, except one was printed by the Studentenbank, the other by 
Reaganjugend under Duchess Penelope’s watch. 

Two index cards were placed next to both banknotes. The upper card read 
‘Studentenbank’ in Penelope’s cursive handwriting, the lower one reading ‘Federal 
Reserve’ and also in the Duchess of Other-Hartford’s handwriting. Bruno placed a 
powerful handheld magnifying glass over them. 

He and the others studied the genuine one. Every 1,000 SM banknote printed 
by the Studentenbank always had a number of security features to deter 
counterfeiting. A ‘Studentenbank’ microprint, the ink on the ‘1,000 SM’ made with 
fluorescent, the rest of the banknote printed with ultraviolet ink. Some security 
threads, a watermark icon of Father St. Maximilian Kolbe, OFM Conv., and a 
holographic portrayal were also included. All genuine banknotes also had a plastic- 
like feel when touched, because the Studentenbank printed them with a secret 
non-toxic, biodegradable, and environmentally-friendly polymer composition. 

The counterfeit Schulmark, while featuring most of the above-mentioned 
secutity measures, had two distinct differences. The Catholic saint on the 
watermark was St. Padre Pio, OFM Cap., not St. Maximilian Kolbe, OFM Conv. 
While it is true that the two men were Franciscan priests, technically, the former 
was a Capuchin, the latter was a Conventual. The other distinction was the cotton-like 
feel to the paper when touched. 

Bruno whistled. “The CIA must have been helping Duchess Penelope.” 

“That would explain the sudden presence of the Heckerists while we were in 
Other-Texas,” Duchess Perpetua grumbled. 

“Why would the CIA be involved in all of this, Cousin?” Ulrich asked. 

“Why wouldn’t they be involved in all of this, Hans-Ulrichr” Rosalinde 
quipped. “Our family was aware of CIA attempts to print US Dollars since the 
1970s and 1980s. The money was to be used to fund covert operations without 
having to tax it out of the American people.” 

“Natiirlich,” Ulrich muttered under his throat. “So what is Cousin Heinricka 
doing in relation to all of this?” 

“Her Schuldenfrei Update to Luminar is the 21% century modernization of 
the Soviets’ OGAS (‘National Automated System for Computation and 
Information Processing’) and the Project Cybersyn of Allende’s Chile,’ Bruno 
clarified. “This software boasts a special feature that will enable the Studentenbank 
to detect any exchanges of counterfeit Schulmarks within the Ryanite SSE.” 

“OGAS, Project Cybersyn...,” Ulrich murmured. “What are those projects 
and what do they have to do concerning all of this?” 

“OGAS was a proposed plan to automate the Soviet economy by creating 
what we now call the ‘Internet,”’ Rosalinde explained. “It was never realized when 
the Soviet bureaucracy rejected it out of legitimate privacy concerns.” 
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Ulrich eyed Rosalinde. “What were the specifications behind OGAS?” 

“Viktor Glushkov was conceptualizing something akin to a national digital 
computer network of 20,000 computer mainframes connected to hundreds of 
administrative centers sending data to a central data processing hub in Moscow.” 
Rosalinde tugged her braided tresses. “Our intelligence on OGAS suggests that 
Herr Glushkov was developing a 21* century ‘cloud computing’ system with its 
own cryptocurrency.” 

“It would make sense for the Soviets to reject OGAS altogether, given the 
recent privacy concerns about cloud computing,” Perpetua opined. 

“And what about Project Cybersyn?” Ulrich asked. 

“That was another research project with similar aims.” Rosalinde scratched 
an itch on her scalp. “Project Cybersyn involved a central control room where one 
can oversee and direct aspects of a would-be planned economy. When the 
Duopoly’s CIA led the overthrow of Allende and propped up Pinochet, the 
project was aborted and the control room destroyed.” 

“Both research projects are still of immense value to the GACSS,” Perpetua 
spoke. “We could borrow ideas from them to create a functional derivative with 
the Luminar software, further automating the Ryanite SSE.” 

“The only problem for us is the need for greater cyber defenses,” Heinricka 
chimed, installing the Schuldenfret Update into Luminar by double-clicking a 
button on a pop-up box. “I suggest we build something like the Great Firewall.” 

“Socialism with Prussian Characteristics’ is going to need it, Hans-Ulrich,” 
Rosalinde told him. “Our Socialism was never allowed to develop at all until 
GACSS came into the picture.” 

“Not to mention, it will also make all of GACSS more receptive to the 
actions of Harold and Halfrida,’ Bruno voiced. “This will certainly apply once 
GACSS’ current Four-Year Plan comes to an end sometime next year.” 

“In the meantime,” Perpetua said, “Bruno and I need to make ourselves 
scarce. Once Harold and Halfrida eliminate Duchess Penelope, the last thing we 
would want is for anyone else knowing that Her Highness and I have been helping 
the GACSS for the past five years.” 

“Where will you and Bruno be after this?”’ Heinricka called out. 

“Tt’s best that we leave that for another time,” Bruno retorted. 

Perpetua switched off the desk lamp, bathing the whole office in darkness. 
“As for the readers, they will find out soon enough.” 

“What about me and Heinricka?” Ulrich asked. 

“Feel free to come along,” Bruno sighed. 

2K KK 
(One day later) 

July 18, 9:00AM. As the LIEO’s financial markets were opening for the day, 
the Duopoly and Congresswoman Cassandra were plotting their next financial 
attacks against the Ryanite Schulmark. Their contact was Duchess Perpetua’s 
Double, Duchess Penelope Raynerson of Other-Hartford. Duchess Penelope had 
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just carried out orders to send an armored train from Other-San Antonio to an 
unknown industry area somewhere in Other-Houston. No further information. 

10:00AM. The Duopoly was pleased to find an exploit after the 
ChesterBellocists defeated the GACSS-aligned Anti-Socreds of Northern Ireland 
and also the Socreds in Ireland proper. The Socreds disbanded after the pro- 
Radical Distributist Revisionists, the Anti-Socreds, propped up a_ student 
government in exile in the GACSS. With the Anti-ChesterBellocist Revisionists 
still in exile, the ChesterBellocists advocated for a ‘British Exit’ from the European 
Union. The outcome remains tied to a so-called ‘Brexit’. The Duopoly recruited 
the ChesterBellocists and sent them to various former British colonies like Hong 
Kong, the Persian Gulf nations, India, Pakistan, Borneo, Myanmar, and Singapore. 

Nobody, not even the GACSS, knows why this was being done, but the Anti- 
EuroGov Pact suspected that they were looking for ways to quietly enter the 
Ryanite SSE and inject the counterfeit Schulmarks into the money supply of the 
GACSS. Another target was known Ryanite Jackbooters controlling SWFEs 
(Sovereign Wealth Funds) and responsible for an operation to quietly seize the 
Duopoly’s Schuld, allowing President Wolff to use it as political leverage. 

July 20. The Otherworld sun roused her rosy fingers over the war-torn 
landscape of East Northland. Millions of lives from both the Ostara Conspiracy 
and Pax Americana have fallen. Millions of civilians were displaced, creating a 
humanitarian crisis swiftly abolished at Horst Brotzman’s personal request. 

Other-Warsaw and Other-Kaliningrad (or Other-Konigsberg to the Ryanites 
and Conspiracy) had fallen. The Hitlerists’ black Swastika flags were hoisted 
against the backdrop of gray clouds blowing out the sun and the moon. More flags 
adorned the government buildings. Conspiracy A-Wings and Magic Eye flying 
disks soared overhead in huge Swastika formations by the hundreds. 

Dozens of Clancyite and Reaganjugend generals committed suicide. Some 
shot themselves, others consuming Cyanide capsules. Dozens more were killed by 
the Hitlerists for being Lebensunwertes Leben (Life Unworthy of Living). Hundreds 
of thousands of exhausted, demoralized, and beaten Clancyites, Reaganjugend, 
Thatcherjugend, and Collaborators surrendered to the Hitlerists. All of them were 
rounded up and sent to labor camps in Conspiracy-held Other-Siberia. 

The Ostara Conspiracy had just broken through Pax Americana’s defensive 
lines in Otherworld’s East Northland, encircling and destroying three Clancyite, 
two Reaganjugend, and one British Thatcherjugend Armies. Pax Americana’s 
remaining forces in Northland fled before the wrath of Horst’s Briider Arno and 
Sebastian, and especially Dame Ostara and Inge Bauer. Surviving Pax Americana 
and Collaborator forces solidified defenses in Middle Northland, buying time for 
West Northland bolster their defenses and stop the Conspiracy. 

To the west, on the eastern bank of the Other-Vistula River, Waffen-44 
Grenadiers and Pioneers boarded boats and crossed the river amidst a lead 
fusillade of bullets rippling through river. Clancyite machine gunners pelted the 
Hitlerists with Belgian M240s and Duopoly-made M2 Browning HMGs. 
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Clancyite A-Wing dive bombers hurled unguided bombs at the river. Hitlerist 
A-Wing fighters shot down several of the pesky dive bombers. High Explosive 
artillery shells from both sides were lobbed at opposing directions of the opposite 
riverbanks. The waves of blood-soaked water rocked the boats of the surviving 
Hitlerists. Incoming mortar shells showered the combat fatigues of the Hitlerists 
with the blood of their brethren. Despite Thomas Jefferson Washington-Reich’s 
best efforts, the Hitlerists crossed the Other-Vistula. 

They jumped off of their boats and rushed further inland, carrying wooden 
boxes filled with C4 plastic explosive charges. They dashed through clouds of 
dense smoke and bullets on their way to the concrete bunkers and trenches 
defending the western bank. Explosions rocked the ground as the entire defense 
line was compromised and Hitlerists storming the trenches and bunkers. 

Surviving Clancyites retreated from the western riverbank, reinforcing a 
desperate last-ditch defense in Other-Berlin. Meanwhile, back at the Other-Vistula, 
Sebastian ‘Stahlsebastian’ Brotzman, commander of the Conspiracy’s 7. 44 Panzer- 
Division Leibstandarte Adolf Hitler, erected pontoon bridges. Hundreds of MAF Vs 
and thousands of trucks crossed the Other-Vistula and chased after the fleeing 
Clancyites. The rest of the Hitlerists would later follow in their wake. 

Mote power slipped away from Pax Americana’s grasp. Growing opposition 
from a wat-weaty Reaganjugend and a formidable and unconquerable GACSS 
were taking their toll on Thomas Jefferson Washington-Reich. He and his generals 
and advisors received orders from the Duopoly itself to evacuate Other-Berlin and 
reinforce the EU/NATO’s ‘Patton-Eisenhower Line’, a Duopoly-controlled defensive 
line stretching from the Baltics, Poland, and Romania. Washington-Reich’s 
departure forever sealed Pax Americana’s fate in the Otherworld. 

July 21. 120,000 Clancyites and 200,000 Underground troops defected to the 
GACSS upon surrendering to the RGA in Otherworld’s Eden. These troops, now 
swearing their loyalty to Radical Distributism, volunteered to fight as members of 
the RGA. Congresswoman Cassandra and Emperor Bernard unanimously 
condemned the traitors and the GACSS for yet another war crime. They accused 
Harold and Halfrida of forcing the 320,000 defectors to fight their former 
brethren against their own will. 

July 22. Angered by the Reaganjugend and Thatcherjugend’s attempts to 
broker peace with the Ryanites, the Clancyites and Washington-Reich siblings 
purged the traitors and cowards. Reaganjugend generals forced into retirement or 
imprisoned. Anyone who attempted to compromise with the Ryanites or even the 
Hitlerists was removed from their post and executed on the spot. 

July 23. Although the fate of the Great Leaps Westward continue to be 
undecided, the fate of the Middle East was becoming clearer. The House of Saud’s 
legacy of Petroleum production was ending as their Crude Oil reserve dwindled. 
The Saudis’ sudden pursuit of nuclear energy came as a shock to Iran’s Ayatollah 
after the Duopoly coerced President Wolff into ending the ‘Iranian Nuclear Deal’. 

The Duopoly, forced to fend off Peak Oil and preserve their Petrodollar, 
invested more into unethical Shale Extraction, Fracking, and AI Machine Learning 
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to extract more Crude Oil out of the American soil. Ryanite-backed Climate 
Change protests exploded. Back in the Middle East, Pax Americana forces have 
ended the Islamic State’s power in northern Iraq at the cost of sparking civil war. 

July 24. In Syria, a combination of Russian military interventionism, Ryanite 
humanitarianism, and Iranian-backed proxy forces also shrank the Islamic State 
down to a few large towns. Turkish-backed Syrian rebels and Duopoly-backed 
Kurds continued to fight on. The outcome of the Syrian Civil War, though far 
from over, was destined to end by late 2015 in the Al-Assad regime’s favor. 

July 25. The fate of Brotzmanskrieg and the War on Terror itself was 
continuing to sway in the GACSS’ favor. The Ryanites were reported to have 
knocked the FYC and Independent Dwellers out of the War on Terror entirely. 
The Independent Dwellers were sent into exile, while the FYC had dissolved itself. 
Most of the Cardington-McAdams family were hunted down and killed, leaving a 
Francine Cardington-McAdams and a handful of weak, feeble, and juvenile 
survivors. Remaining in the conflict were the GACSS Underground and the PNU, 
the Duopoly and Pax Americana, and the Conspiracy. 

July 27. For over a week, the rest of the Anti-EuroGov Pact members had 
disappeared without a trace. Bruno, Duchess Perpetua, even Ulrich and Heinricka 
had gone missing. Members of the Ryanite Convention were given an undisclosed 
telephone number to dial in the event of an emergency. 

August 3. The House of Raynerson was embarrassed to later learn that 
Duchess Perpetua and the crew of the Four Horsemen survived. The funeral of 
Duchess Penelope was kept under wraps and unknown to the rest of the House of 
Raynerson, including Perpetua’s father, Imperial Lord Hugh. 

All information on the whereabouts of the real Duchess of Other-Boston 
was destroyed under mysterious circumstances. Nobody in the GACSS knew 
where she, Baroness Felicity, Princess Philomena, and Countess Cecilia are now. 
The same can also be said for Bruno Brotzman and Reichsadler Squadron. 

The whereabouts of Duchess Penelope, meanwhile, was reported by the 
Underground media as ‘missing, presumed captured’. All information contrary to 
this official narrative from The Dawning Day was to be censored and withheld from 
the Underground citizenry, dismissed as ‘Ryanite propaganda’. 

August 4. The Brotzman twins and the Helden returned to Plaidstadt. 

August 5. The Model-UN disbanded amidst growing concerns over the 
stability of the SGIEO and the risk of Brotzmanskrieg destabilizing the LIEO. All 
non-aligned SSEs proclaimed neutrality, refusing to take sides in Brotymanskrieg. 

August 6. The Ryanite Convention was just about finished with their 
discussion about the fruits of Harold and Halfrida’s 1st Four-Year Plan and its 
emphasis on Ryanite armaments. 

Pleased by the results, the Convention requested that the State Chancellery 
awatd Representatives Henry MacDonald and Nadine Bianchi each a ‘Golden 
Rose Clasp to the Service Cross 1st Class with Golden Rulers and Russian 
Alexandrite’. Cardinal Wolk has even suggested that the slogan of the upcoming 
24 Four-Year Plan to be ‘every Catholic school student is a Catholic educator’. 
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2 KK 
(Three weeks later) 

August 8. Tonight was just another day for a Magic Eye demonstration. 
Hundreds of Conspiracy Magic Eyes zipped up and down the skies above the 
Erde with incredible speed, attacking hidden Pax Americana A-Wing airfields. But 
not all of them participated in such attacks. One Magic Eye descended from the 
darkened skies over a rural part of Germany’s Thuringia region. 

Hovering over a field of ripened wheat, the bluish-green orb surrounding the 
Magic Eye turned red. It proceeded to draw a thoughtful message on the field with 
a concentrated energy beam, the accuracy of a protruding experimental pulse 
cannon on par with an average PC printer. The A-Wing was creating an SS 
Schwarze Sonne (Black Sun) symbol, a twelve-legged Swastika, in the form of a 
crop circle. When it was finished, the Magic Eye ascended upward into the Erde’s 
planetary orbit, disappearing from view. 

The airspace above the crop circle was disturbed by the sounds of loud jet 
engines. A pair of US Air Force F/A-22 Raptor interceptor jets flew past it in 
search of the ‘mysterious’ UAP (Unidentified Aerial Phenomena). The American 
jets, despite their 21st century technology, came too late to intercept the Magic 
Eye. Circling around the crop circle, they flew away in the direction they came and 
returned back to their nearby airbase. 

In the Erde’s orbit, the lone Magic Eye zoomed away from the satellites, 
space junk and debris orbiting around the planet. It zoomed across the vacuum of 
space to the orbit around the Mond. Towards the dark side of the Mond, the 
Magic Eye spotted a Ryanite space colony within the vicinity of the 4G network 
relay. Ryanite cosmonauts clad in Fackeltrager suits and oxygen respirators were 
busy upgrading the 4G network to a 5G one. 

The Magic Eye sped away from the Mond, passed by an Underground colony 
on Phobos, and raced up to the top of the Mars. A Conspiracy space station the 
size of a small city was orbiting around the planet. It went beyond the Martian 
planet and the Asteroid Belt separating Mars and Jupiter, returning to the flagship 
of a giant Conspiracy space fleet drifting space on its way to the Erde. 
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Epilogue: Creation And Destruction 
(Der Betriiger; August 8, 2015) 


“As with men, it has always seemed to me that books|,] [like ballots and bullets||,] have their 

own peculiar destinies. They go towards the people who are waiting for them and reach them at 

the right moment. They are made of living material and continue to cast light through the 
darkness long after the death of their authors.” 

-Miguel Serrano, C.G. Jung and Hermann 

Hesse: A Book of Two Friendships 


underground bunker somewhere in the Otherworld’s Northland. The 

florescent lights in the hallway ceiling flickered on and off as several more 
rats hurried after the first rat in a single, uniform column. The vibrations and 
impacts of incoming artillery blasts alone did not terrify those disgusting pests. 

They were fleeing in terror from the devilish cackles of Lady Ostara bouncing 
on the walls. “Der Fihrer’s Wi//e (Will) has been carried out, Bruno!” Ostara cried. 
Your GroBvater, Herr Obersturmbannfihrer, remains forever grateful for your 
efforts to uncover the inner workings of those twins and their so-called Greater 
American Catholic School System! We now know their greatest weaknesses!” 

“Tndebted’ best describes what I had been through while my siblings and I 
were in America, not ‘grateful,”’ Bruno corrected her. “Harold and Halfrida, along 
with the GACSS at large, were all that my Opa wanted to talk about since 2010.” 

“T assume those two did not give you any issues?” 

“Nein—and not a chance in Hell did they....” 

“Are you sure the Ryanites diverted their suspicions away from...?” 

“Natiirlich, they checked all the possibilities and not once did they ever 
accuse me as a ferret, a rat. Nobody realized I was sent to infiltrate their ranks 
except for maybe Representative Margaret Diana Richardson.” 

“As for any potential witnesses?” 

“Mausetot (Stone-cold dead), every single one of them.” 

Ostara laughed. “It appears you had successfully gained their trust.” 

“But how long does my Opa want me to keep up with this act?” 

The voices of Ostara and Bruno grew louder. Their voices echoed on the 
walls of the hallway as they converged from a nearby one. The ceiling lights 
flickered again. One florescent light short-circuited and burned itself off, sparks 
falling down on the cold, hard concrete floor below. Another fluorescent light, 
meanwhile, flickered back on. The light was like a limelight on Ostara and Bruno 
as they plodded down the hallway. 

“I leave that decision at the discretion of both yourself and your Schwester 
(Sister) Rosalinde.” Ostara carried a metallic briefcase chained to her wrist. 
“Continue to play the Ryanites for as long as you see fit. The amount of Ryanite 
intelligence on the Clancyites was duly appreciated in furthering our plans.” 


0 wild rat scurried down a long, dreary concrete hallway inside a fortified deep 
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Bruno chuckled. “And the Washington-Reich siblings did not even accuse me 
of helping GACSS become the Duopoly’s worst nightmare since 1945, I minus 
well be a non-entity, a ghost in their eyes. I do not exist to them.” 

“Perfekt.” She smiled with a wolfish grin at the thought of the Brotzman 
twins. “Everything you sent us for these past five years was enough for us to turn 
the tide of Brotzmanskrieg in the favors of both GACSS and us. I am surprised 
that none of the Ryanites, let alone Harold and Halfrida, was aware of your Opa’s 
hand in helping them realize GACSS’ ideological goals.” 

“Is that so?” Bruno walked beside her as they went toward a rusted steel- 
frame door at the very end of the hall. “I thought I was their only helper.” 

The lights behind them began short-circuiting by the impact of a single 
Clancyite cruise missile hitting the generator on the surface. All the lights went out 
as more sparks flew. “Believe whatever your mind wishes, but never forget: 
Harold and Halfrida’s quest, the GACSS, would not have been possible without 
“Great Recession’ that followed after 11 September 2001.” 

A dense funeral shroud of darkness blanketed the hallway behind him and 
Ostara. “The futures of billions were destroyed in an instant by 2008,” Bruno 
lamented. “Sometimes, I wonder what the circumstances would have been without 
9/11 and the Great Recession. Would Harold and Halfrida have continued on 
with their quest as they did? Would the GACSS come into existence regardless?” 

“Nein, they would not have,” Ostara reminded him. “The LIEO had far too 
much potential for young adults in 1999 and 2007. Had the Dot-Com Bubble 
persisted, had those attacks not happen, had the Great Recession not occur, the 
history of humanity would have been very different.” 

The funeral shroud chased after them like the deluge which destroyed 
Atlantis. “So Harold and Halfrida would not have pursued their quest otherwise? 
Bruno questioned. “GACSS would never become a reality otherwise?” 

Ostara, cackling, nodded her head with a widened wolfish grin. “Korrekt.” 

“But in the end, was it worth destroying the livelihoods of two generations, 
almost all of whom have no idea why?” Bruno asked. 

The metal door creaked as Julia Langford slowly opened the door for them. 
A bright, blinding light pierced through a portion of the funeral shroud. Entire 
packs of rats fled from the light. “Step into the war room. Mein Herr is waiting.” 

Bruno tilted his head to the side, his eyes focused on Ostara. “Are you even 
going to answer my question, Dame Ostara?”’ 

Ostara smirked and cracked a smile. Her eyes wide shut. “‘Creation and 
destruction are one, to the eyes who can see beauty.” Dragging Bruno by his upper arm, 
she walked past the doorway. “Someday, you and your Cousins will understand 
why all of this had to be done, Bruno.” They disappeared into the light. Julia 
Langford slammed the door shut, the rusty locks clicking into place. 
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Wypendix W: Glossary 


ACP: Anomaly Causing Phenomena. Like their Anomaly counterparts, they defy 
conventional scientific logic. Regardless, all ACPs have one thing in common: they 
are hazardous to living humans and wildlife. 


Adelburgers: The elite assault troops of the RGA. Led by former NPEA 
Rakonitz (q.v.) student Walther Schaffer, they are a highly-motivated, multi- 
national taskforce of young Catholics. This term is sometimes contracted as 
‘Adelbw’, and the meaning remains the same nonetheless. 


Anomaly: Refers to the natural resources of the Otherworld. Borderline magical 
in qualities, Anomalies are formed when metallic objects (mostly steel) react with 
an ACP. Thousands of Anomalies exist with their own parent ACP. 


Anti-EuroGov Pact: A military alliance established by the Second RPS (q.v.), 
GACSS’ predecessor, and plays a role within World in Flames and behind the 
scenes of the HOCE Series as part of the CSI/DI (q.v.). 


A-Wing: Short for “Aerodyne-Wing,” the term used to denote all miniature 
warplanes with technologies unlike conventional drones or ‘UAVs’ (Unmanned 
Aerial Vehicles). A-Wings, like their land-based MAFV (q.v.) counterparts, are 
designed with advanced headsets enabling the user higher situational awareness 
through a number of onboard cameras. 


Bauer Industries: A North American industrial conglomerate, and Canada’s most 
influential company in industrial applications. Ran by the Bauer family, it 
maintains good relations with the Republic Program (q.v.). 


BDM: Bund Deutscher Made/, German for “Band of German Maidens.” It was the 
female wing of the Hitlerjugend (q.v.). 


Bluebloods: Sometimes called “Old Dwellers,” these Dwellers are Nordic-looking 
humans with the bodies of teenagers. Though they appear similar to humans, their 
biology slightly differs. Unlike Moles (q.v.), Bluebloods are the native inhabitants 
of the Dweller World. 


Borussia: The incognito MAFV (q.v.) of the crewmen of the Four Horsemen 
(q.v.) throughout World in Flames. 


Brotzmanskrieg: German for “Brotzman’s War’, the term denotes the overriding 
conflict of Fame and Honor and its sequels. The conflict revolves around three 
things: the liberation of American Catholic schools and Secret School Economies 
(q.v.) occupied by other Great Powers (q.v.); the breakup of the Underground’s 
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monopoly over the Anomalies; and the destruction of tyrannical regimes that rule 
the Dweller World, the IDPs (q.v.) and the PNU (q.v.). 


Brotzmanstab: German for “Brotzman Staff’. It was a think-tank known only to 
a select few within Adolf Hitler’s government, including the $4 (q.v.). 


Catholic Education: Depending on the context, there are two definitions. In 
general, it represents an education centered on the Roman Catholic worldview. 
But when spoken as “American Catholic Education,” it is used to refer to the 
educational affairs of Catholicism. 


Christus Rex: Latin for “Christ the King,” the term refers to the Imperial Palace 
(q.v.) guards and personal bodyguards of Emperor Bernard and Empress Benita 
Raynerson. The Underground equivalent of the Adelburgers, they are crack assault 
troops backed by the latest equipment and tasked with the most dangerous 
missions. 


Civil Guard: School prefects, tasked with regulating the student bodies. Trusted 
and relied upon by their school principals, they keep their peers in line, relieving 
the disciplinary workload from the teachers. 


Coalition: Of the several regimes ruling the Dweller World during Brotzmanskrieg, 
this one upholds pro-Catholic interests. As a result, it receives aid and support 
from the Greater American Catholic School System (q.v.) and its allies. 


Commissary Commandant: A student who operates a Catholic school’s store. 
They are responsible for the sale of Republic and Confederation products. 


Confederation Program: Another variation of the Republic program that was 
started by the Southeastern and eventually, Southwestern Dioceses and 
Archdioceses of the United States. Led by Chief Head Director Francis Leblanc, 
the Confederation’s ruling body is the Parliament. 


Conspiracy: A shadowy National Socialist cabal that allegedly rose to prominence 
after the Rosy War. Matilde ‘Ostara’ Geralyn von Brandt is often accused to be the 
leader of this outfit, but she is really just a figurehead. The real leadership is Horst 
Brotzman, the grandfather of Ulrich, Heinricka, Bruno and Rosalinde Brotzman. 
Better known as the PND] (Projekt Fiir Eine Neue Deutsche Jabrtausend, ‘Project for a 
New German Millennium’), the Conspiracy is notorious throughout the HOCE 
Series for committing acts of terrorism, subversion, espionage, intelligence, 
manipulation, and assassination in order further their ideological objectives. 


Cross Financial Unlimited: An American-based financial institution with ties to 
the Bauer Family. This was also the instrument that financed the covert activities 
of the Brotzmwanstab both during and shortly after World War I. 
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CSI/DI: Catholic School International/Distributist International. Established by 
GACSS, with help from Anti-EuroGov Pact, Bauer Industries, Eddie Mack 
Trading House, Neudeutschland, and Wolff Corporation, CSI/DI presides over 
the political international of Radical Distributism (q.v.) and GACSS diplomatic ties 
throughout the HOCE Series. In World and Flames and the rest of the HOCE 
Series, the “CSI” is canonically paired with the “Distributist International,” which 
forms the political arm of what is commonly known best as the ‘CSI/DI.’ In other 
novels within the HOCE Series, CSI or DI may sometimes be used 
interchangeably, and either will always refer to CSI/DI collectively. 


Democratic Party: The ‘Left-Wing’ faction of the Duopoly. This American 
political party espouses Social Liberalism and Progressivism as its official 
ideologies throughout the events of World in Flames and the HOCE Series. 


Duopoly: A term referring to the American two-party system historically 
controlled by the GOP (q.v.) and the Democratic (q.v.) Parties. It is used as a 
catch-all term to denote anyone in the Federal government of the United States 
not aligned with the GACSS (q.v.). 


D-VITI: Droge-VIII; German for “Drug Eight”. An experimental drug produced 
by the Brotzmanstab, with assistance from IG Farben (q.v.) and another Third 
Reich organization. In the decades following the War, D-VIII was rediscovered 
and became a financing mechanism for the Conspiracy. 


Dweller: A loose term denoting two different sets of people living below North 
America, Bluebloods (q.v.) and Moles (q.v.). The general space in which they 
inhabit is referred to as the “Dweller World.” 


Eastern Hares: The predominant religion of the Dweller people, specifically, the 
‘Old Dwellers’ or “Bluebloods’. 


ERPA: Economic Redevelopment and Protection Agency. A CSI/DI-affiliated 
economically-oriented intergovernmental organization, ERPA is the Ryanite rival 
to the Duopoly’s OECD (Organisation for Economic Co-operation and 
Development) and what had been the Soviets’ CMEA (Council for Mutual 
Economic Assistance) in the HOCE Series. 


EWTN: Eternal Word Television Network. Founded by the late Mother Mary 
Angelica, PCPA, it was created on August 15‘, 1981 as a television network 
dedicated to Catholic programming. 


Fackeltrager: “Torch Bearer” in German. It refers to the advanced personal 
armor system used by RGA ground units in Brotymanskrieg. A Catholic school 
uniform imbued with the effects of Anomalies, it creates an energy field around 
the user’s body, providing them with protection from bullets and energy blasts. 
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FCIMS: Federal Computerized Information Management System. Computer 
software developed and later deployed by the Reagan administration during the 
1980s to allow all US government agencies, administrations, and departments to 
share information from a single database. The software was also riddled with too 
many backdoors, allowing anyone with access to it via SuperEngima.exe (q.v.) to 
exploit them and ride into the US government’s computer networks. FCIMS is 
also the proprietary domain of the SPAM Futures Market and Pax Americana’s 
initial financial warfare weapon against the Ryanites in World in Flames. 


FORESIGHT: The life work of Philadelphia’s Johannes Cardinal Wolk before 
His Eminence pursued the priesthood in 1964. In the 1950s and 1960s, Cardinal 
Wolk was a nuclear engineer trying to continue earlier development on a nuclear- 
powered propulsion engine for the Brotzman family. The project itself stemmed 
the Brotzmanstab, who in turn acquired it during the Weimar years. Both Cardinal 
Wolk and the Brotzmans found unsatisfactory results, forcing them to cancel the 
project indefinitely. After the Rosy War, Ostara stole the old documents from the 
Brotzmans, and used it to finish an experimental Remnants A-Wing called the 
‘Magic Eye’ (q.v.). While mentioned throughout World in Flames, its significance 
becomes apparent in the events of The Plaid Dream. 


Four Horsemen: The famed MAFV of Duchess Perpetua Raynerson, the term is 
used to denote the MAFV crew part of the Little Flower Battalion within the 
Christus Rex Armored Corps. 


Genossenshop: These are special shops devised by the Ryanite SSE in Catholic 
Schools Week 2015 to help funnel foreign currencies into the GACSS and ensure 
a balance of payments for the Ryanite Schulmark (q.v.). 


GOP: Grand Old Party. Commonly referred to and known best as the ‘Republican 
Party,’ this is the ‘Right-Wing’ faction of the Duopoly. This American political 
patty espouses Classical Liberalism and Libertarianism as its official ideologies 
throughout the events of World in Flames and the HOCE Series. 


HINDSIGHT: A Pax Americana (q.v.) development project pursued in response 
to the threats posed by FORESIGHT. HINDSIGHT was, in essence, a stealth 
fighter A-Wing that was based on the specifications of FORESIGHT and 
intended to ensure that Pax Americana will gain air superiority over their rivals 
within Brotzmanskrieg. 


Hitlerjugend: “Hitler Youth” in German. It refers to the Third Reich’s youth 
movement for boys. 


IDA: Independent Dweller Army. The IDA is the combined armed forces of all 
Dweller cities outside the Communist “People’s Northwestern Union.” During 
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Brotzmanskrieg, it was allied with the Conspiracy, and as a result, the 
Underground. 


IDP: Independent Dweller Party. The Dweller World is divided into six separate 
nations. The first is the Communist Dwellers of the People’s Northwestern Union. 
Pour Dweller nations, many of them neighbors of the PNU, are absolute 
monarchies. The vast majority of Dwellers are subjects of the Independent 
Dwellers, a Dweller nation that claims to practice democracy, freedom, and the 
tule of law. In reality, organized crime and corruption is rampant within the 
Independent Dwellers, with a mafia don as Prime Minister being one example. 


IG Farben: A corporate merger of six petro-chemical and pharmaceutical 
companies, the company is notorious for its wartime activities with the Third 
Reich. The Brotzmans, because of their #4 connections, wete major shareholders. 
After the War, from 1952-2012, the company underwent a process of liquidation. 


Imperial Palace: A deep-underground complex in Otherworld, located neat 
Other-Boston, Eden. This is the political, organizational, military, and economic 
nerve center of the Catholic School Underground. Emperor Bernard Raynerson 
and other prominent family members manage the day-to-day activities there. 


Incident, the: A “Columbine-style Reichstag Fire,” the Incident refers to a 
summer school shooting that occurred in late June 2012. To date, it is the worst 
school shooting in US history. 


Jackbooter: A person who sells goods and services on the Secret School 
Economies. The term later became synonymous with the Plaid Prohibition (q.v.) 
and is a pun on the word “Bootlegger.” 


Kamerad: German word for “Comrade.” It entered the lexicon of the average 
American Catholic School student after 2012. The word itself is sometimes used 
to address another student. 


Little Flower Battalion: An elite armored formation consisting of Heavy Class 
MAFYVs, the Little Flower Battalion is arguably the most decorated and oldest 
formation within the Christus Rex Armored Corps. 


Little Red Riding Hood: An Anomaly cartel originally drawn up between 
Halfrida and Ulrich Brotzman, Duchess Perpetua Raynerson, FYC powerbroker 
Francine McAdams, Bauer Industries heiress Hannelore Bauer, and wanted 
terrorist Matilde Geralyn von Brandt. It was devised to regulate control of the 
flow of Anomalies from Otherworld (q.v.) to Real World (q.v.). Brotzmanskrieg 
began because it was a fragile alliance. 


Luftgeschwader: The German term to refer to “Aerodyne-Wing,” otherwise 
called ‘A-Wings’. They form the air forces of the Great Powers. 
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Luminar: A Intranet-like software developed by the Ryanites and named as a 
homage to Ernst Junger’s 1949 novel, Hefopolis. Together with the 
Volksmaschinenfilm (q.v.) and the Phonophore, Luminar becomes GACSS’ way 
of building an online subculture for Radical Distributism at a time when Radical 
Distributism was driven off of the global Internet in the HOCE Series. 


MAFV: Miniaturized Armored Fighting Vehicle. Acting as smaller, remote- 
controlled substitutes for conventional armor, the MAFV form the armored forces 
of the Great Powers. 


Magic Eye: An experimental Remnants A-Wing intended for long-range aerial 
reconnaissance. Developed during the Rosy War, it was one of numerous research 
projects that failed to reach the prototype and production phases. After Ostara 
seized it, along with various other projects, the development continued 
unauthorized. The airframe, though unconventional, was a deliberate design 
choice: it was designed to deceive the ignorant into believing it was a UFO. 


March 21+ Plot: The underhanded conp-d’e/at aimed at assassinating the leadership 
behind the Programs and bring GACSS under Conspiracy control. 


Milchpalast: German for “Milk Palace” or “Milk Hall,” this Philadelphia hangout 
sport was geared toward teenagers and young adults since the 1920s. 


Moles: Known as “New Dwellers,’ Moles are orphans, runaways and throwaway 
youths who sought shelter and asylum in the Dweller World. Unlike the 
Bluebloods, they are as human as everyone else on Earth’s surface. 


Mothers Den: The holy city of the Eastern Hares. 


Neudeutschland: German for “New Germany,” this country is home to over 
two hundred million Remnants (q.v.). Its current landmass is two-thirds the size of 
“Southland,” Otherworld’s South Ametica. 


NPEA Rakonitz: A Catholic boarding school based out of a medieval castle in 
the former Czechoslovakia. It was run by clergy, religious and officers in 44 
uniforms. In reality, it housed the secret headquarters of the Brotzmanstab, where 
they designed and developed secret weapons known as “Wunderwaffen.” 


NPEA: Nationalpolitische Erziehungsanstalten, German for “National Political 
Institutes of Education.” Otherwise known as ‘Napola’, the NPEA was an 44- 
controlled school system that educated the Third Reich’s future leaders. 


Otherworld: An alternate dimension that is very similar to the universe that the 
Earth occupies. To date, the term refers to an Earth-like locale that is an exact 
duplicate of the real Earth. The Great Powers have a formal presence there 
because of the Anomalies. 
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Pariah: A term used throughout World in Flames to refer to regimes which the 
Duopoly does not like and, if allowed, will try to overthrow. 


Pax Americana: The real victor of the Rosy War and the de-facto controller of 
the SGIEO (q.v.) throughout the HOCE Series. Split between Clancyites and 
Reaganjugend (q.v.), Pax Americana are the Duopoly’s eyes and ears among the 
SSEs (q.v.), Dweller World, and Otherworld and the primary obstacle within 
Harold and Halftida’s quest besides the Underground (q.v.) and the Conspiracy. 


Phonophore: A smartphone device developed by the Ryanites and homage to 
Ernst Jiinget’s 1949 novel, He/opolis. Together with the Volksmaschinenfilm (q.v.) 
and Luminar, the Phonophore becomes GACSS’ way of trying to build an online 
subculture for Radical Distributism at a time when Radical Distributism was 
driven off of the global Internet in the HOCE Series. 


Plaid Prohibition: The result of the Kohler Act, which led to a general ban on 
sugary and salty junk food in American public, private and charter schools. There’s 
a lot of money to be made, and potential markets to be tapped. 


Plaidfahne: German for “Plaid Banner,” this is an important relic reflecting the 
vigor of the Rebirth. 


Plaidstadt: Formerly Cardinal McDougal High School, it was opened and 
operated by the Archdiocese of Philadelphia until its closure in 2009. Three years 
later, it is the administrative building for the Republic Program. 


Radical Distributism: The de-facto political ideology of the GACSS. Conceived 
and invented by Ulrich Brotzman, Radical Distributism is his side of the Brotzman 
family’s attempt to break away from its Nazi past. While most of its tenets are 
applied in the rest of the Series, World in Flames was deliberately devoted toward 
a detailed analysis of its tenets and how they ultimately drive the inner-workings of 
the GACSS. 


Rebirth Waters: Another term for the ‘Waters of Rebirth’ (q.v.). 


Rebirth: A term denoting the six months of events that resulted in the 
establishment of the Republic (q.v.) by the USCCB (q.v.) as a ‘non-profit support 
apparatus.’ 


Reichsadler Squadron: This is the Ostara Conspiracy fighter squadron of Bruno 
Brotzman, double agent and Cousin of Harold and Halfrida Brotzman. Like the 
crewmembers of Borussia or Four Horsemen, “Bruno and his like-minded Brotzman 
Cousins’ are tasked by Lady Ostara herself to help the Brotzman twins succeed in 
their quest as part of weakening the Duopoly and Pax Americana. 
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Remnants: Officially “Die HJ-Reste’ or “The Hitler Youth Remnants’, they are a 
sizeable group of former Hitler Youth and BDM members who escaped the Third 
Reich by fleeing to the Otherworld. Led by the former student body of NPEA 
Rakonitz, they are technologically and financially powerful. During the Rosy War 
and the events of the HOCE Series, the Remnants are members of a nation-state 
in the Otherworld called ‘Neudeutschland’. 


RGA: Ryanischen fiir ein Grofkatholische Ausbildung, German for “Ryanites for a 
Greater Catholic Education.” Backed by former elements of the Brotzmanstab, they 
are the pro-Catholic school forces in the ongoing Brotymanskrieg conflict. 


Rosy War Peace Treaty: Signed in 2005 at the end of the Rosy War, the “Peace 
Treaty” was the one-sided legal document known throughout the HOCE Series as 
having benefited the Underground. In reality, however, the Rosy War Peace Treaty 
actually was intended to serve the interests of Pax Americana and the Duopoly, 
both of whom exerting influence within the House of Raynerson through their 
connections to various corrupt and sympathetic family members. 


Rosy War: The conflict that preceded Brotzmanskrieg. From 1997-2005, an 
alliance of various powers led by the Underground declared war against the 
Remnants. Despite superior equipment, the Remnants lost. Many events in The 
Plaid Dream, such as Brotzmanskrieg, ate rooted in this conflict. 


Ryanite (plural term for Ryanite is “Ryanites’”): Slang term used to denote 
students of American Catholic schools. Though slowly, the word gained 
prominence among students, becoming a household name. In some cases, it can 
also denote students of the Canadian Catholic School System. In German, the 
word is known as ‘Ryanisch’. 


Ryanite-Dweller Border: Otherwise referred to as simply the “Border,” the 
Ryanite-Dweller Border was comprised of three caverns that divided Wonderland 
and Schwarzenstein from the Dweller World. Bedrock Mills, a sleepy town east of 
Underworld, is an important border town known for being close to Checkpoint 
Able, occupying the central cavern. 


SCHLEDGEHAMMER: The original codename for a prototype 3,200mm 
railway artillery supergun that the Remnants used in the closing days of the Rosy 
War. It was later dismantled by its armaments manufacturer responsible after the 
conflict, pursuing elaborate steps to continue the research such as shortening the 
barrel to 2,400mm. The project was later acquired by Halfrida Brotzman, who 
went on to finish it, renaming it “Hadfrida Brotzman’s Gun.” 


Schulmark: German for “Student Mark,” this is de-facto currency of the GACSS. 
Also designed by Bruno Brotzman, the Schulmark enabled the GACSS to build up 
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its SSE to impressive heights as Brotzmanskrieg was escalating between the events 
of The Plaid Dream and The Dawning Day. 


H4:. Schutzstaffel, German for “Protection Squad.” They act as the paramilitary, 
intelligence gathering, and secret police force of Adolf Hitler and his party. As an 
organization, it is heavily compartmentalized with an alphabet soup of lesser 


groups. 
Schwarzenstein: German for “Black Stone’, it is the headquarters of the RGA. 


SFAA: Student Financial Autarky Agency. A CSI/DI-affiliated financial institution 
and clearinghouse for the Studentenbank (q.v.) and other friendly student-run 
central banks, SFAA is the Ryanite rival to Pax Americana’s Model-IMF or 
Duopoly’s IMF (International Monetary Fund) in the HOCE Series. 


SSE: Secret School Economy. It denotes the clandestine financial apparatus that 
exists within every school system, including the GACSS. Anomalies, in addition to 
other goods and services, are sold by students known as “Jackbooters.” 


Steuerverein: German for “Tax Union.” This term refers to a special monetary 
union designed to protect weaker, less well-off SSEs within the CSI/DI while also 
receiving ample amounts of financial and political support from the stronger and 
more powerful members of the Zollverein (q.v.). 


Studentenbank: Officially known as the ‘Ryanische Studentenbank der GAKSS’ 
(Ryanite College Students’ Bank of the Greater American Catholic School System), 
the Studentenbank is the state-run central bank of the GACSS. This bank was 
intended by the Ryanites to help govern and preside over the Ryanite Schulmark 
and ensure that the increasingly complex Ryanite SSE runs smoothly from the first 
half of the HOCE Series onward or the second half of World in Flames. 


TCR: Telepathic Chat Relay. A prototype headset developed by the Remnants 
during the Rosy War. As its name suggests, it allows wireless communications 
between the user and another individual through Telepathy. Usage was derived 
from research on the Anomalies of the Otherworld. Research discontinued due to 
the Rosy War, but like other projects, it continued under Ostara’s watch. 


Tree Caviar: An important food and cash crop among the Dwellers, both Moles 
and Bluebloods alike. The fungus grows off of the bark of trees, resembling the 
texture of actual caviar, hence its name. Can be found on Earth’s surface, but 
sightings are rare. Thanks to Lady Ostara, Tree Caviar has become an important 
ingredient in the production of D-VII. 


Underground (aka ‘Catholic School Underground’ or ‘CSU’): An American youth 
movement driven toward the New Evangelization and the Anomaly Phenomenon. 
Though many members were homeschooled, the Underground exercised its 


503 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 
influence over various school systems and colleges. But infighting among its ranks 
caused it to lose the country’s Catholic schools to the RGA. 


USCCB: United States Conference of Catholic Bishops. Formed in 1966, this is 
the national assembly of Catholic clergymen and religious that runs the pastoral 
affairs of Catholic life in the United States. 


Volksarmee: German for “People’s Army.” This is the Ryanite Home Army, 
responsible for defending the internal boundaries of the GACSS. Its duties 
become supplanted by the Adelburgers in the aftermath of the March 21° Plot. 


Volksmaschinenfilm: German for “People’s Machinima.” This is the Ryanite 
term to denote Ryanite-made machinima developed with a video game engine and 
refined into an actual, legitimate art form within the GACSS thanks to a number 
of underhanded events within World in Flames. Like Luminar and the 
Phonophore, Volksmaschinenfilm is one of several creations from the Ryanites 
that did not play a role within other novels throughout the HOCE Series. 


War, the: Although war is a common theme, this term exclusively refers to World 
War II, because of its main characters possessing former ties to the German Reich. 


Waters of Rebirth: A large cavernous body of water that divides the Dweller 
world in half. Hundreds of miles wide, thousands of miles long, the only way to 
cross it is by boat. A number of major Dweller cities are situated along this 
important region. 


Zollverein: German for “Customs Union.” As its name suggests, the term refers 
to a customs union applicable to GACSS and the more economically powerful and 
financially stable SSEs within the CSI/DI. It was intended to protect their SSEs 
and their industries while also supporting the lesser and unstable SSEs in the 
CSI/DI who form the Steuerverein. 
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arties 





No. 


Political Party 


Political 
Status 


Ideology 


Radical Distributism 





Catholic 
Identity First 


Coalition Leader 


Anti-Liberal Capitalism 


Political Catholicism 
Hard Euroscepticism 
Guild Socialism 
Anti-NATO 
Anti-Chesterbelloc 


Anti-Hitlerism 
Radical Distributism 





Dove Lobby 


Supports 
Coalition 


Political Catholicism 
Hard Euroscepticism 
Guild Socialism 
Anti-NATO 
Anti-Chesterbelloc 
Anti-Liberal Capitalism 
Anti-Hitlerism 





3 Hawk Lobby 


Supports 
Coalition 


Radical Distributism 
Political Catholicism 
Social Democracy 
Democratic Socialism 
Anti-Chesterbelloc 
Anti-Liberal Capitalism 
Anti-Progressivism 

Anti-Hitlerism 





Volkspartei der 
Sozialen 
4 Gerechtigkeit 
(VPdSG; Party 
of Social Justice) 


Supports 
Coalition 


Radical Distributism 
Political Catholicism 
Catholic Democracy 
Prussian Socialism 
Anti-Chesterbelloc 
Anti-Liberal Capitalism 
Anti-Paleoconservatism 
Anti-Libertarianism 
Anti-Hitlerism 





Loyalist 
5 Americans 
Union (LAU) 











Supports 
Coalition 


Green Politics 
Political Catholicism 
Democratic Centralism 
Prussian Socialism 
Hard Euroscepticism 
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Anti-NATO 
Anti-Chesterbelloc 
Anti-Liberal Capitalism 
Anti-Communism 
Anti-Hitlerism 

















Monarchism 
Supports Student | Traditional Catholicism 
Adelbu Government Catholic Syndicalism 
Command Hard Euroscepticism 
(Commandant Will Dissolve Anti-NATO 
Walther Tristen | Convention and Anti-Sedevacantism 
Schaffer) Create Military Anti-Communism 
Junta if Asked Anti-Liberal Capitalism 
Anti-Hitlerism 
Supports Student Sadie Diseberen 
RGA High Gate eaeuk Political Catholicism 
Command Hard Euroscepticism 
(Field Marshall ee Guild Socialism 
Ambrose Pate On d Anti-NATO 
Thornton) ae Anti-Chesterbelloc 
Create Military ABE hesceaah 
Junta if Asked | A008 -apitalism 
Anti-Hitlerism 
Ideology and Interests 
Independent Uxaligned vaty; please consult with 








all relevant persons on a 
case-by-case basis. 
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Wppendix C: Piyanite Student Govermmnent 


President of the USCCB 





(Head of State) 








Legislative Executive Branch Judicial Branch 
(Convention) (State Chancellery) (Honor Court) 
Plaidstadt 
House of Commissats 
-State President Office 
-Speaker of Upper House | -State Chancellor Office 
-Ecclesiastical Commissar -Chief Secretary High Court 
-Lord/Lady Commissar -Sectetaries 
-Mayor of Wonderland 


-Superior Commissariats 





House of Commoners 


-Speaker of Lower House 
-Representative 
-Deputy Representative 
-Serjeant-at-Arms 


Cabinet Ministries 
-Foreign Affairs 
-Civil Guard 
-Transportation & 
Aviation 
-Interior 
-Finance 
-Industrial Concerns 
-Commercial and Labor 
Concerns 
-Science and Innovation 
-Religion and Enrollment 
-Agriculture 
-Domestic Autarky 
-War Production 
-Minister of Health 
-Studentenbank 


Superior Court 





Student Assembly 








Student Council 





RGA High Command 
-RGA General Staff 
-Heer der RGA 
-Marine der RGA 
-Luftwaffe der RGA 
-Plaid Orchestra 
-Adelbu 
-Wachtruppen 
- Sicherheitsabteilung 


Lower Court 








Parochial Court 
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President of 
the USCCB 
(De-facto 
Head of 
State) 


State 
President 
(Designated 
Head of 
State) 


State 
Chancellor 
(Head of 
Government 


) 


Speaker of 
the 
Convention 
(Upper 
House) 


Speaker of 
the 
Convention 
(Lower 
House) 


Minister of 


Foreign 
Affairs 


Minister of 
the Civil 
Guard 


Ryanite Student Government Line of Succession 


Personality 


Johannes 
Cardinal 
Wolk of 

Philadelphia 


Imperialistic 
Lady (?) 


Hero of 


His Plaid 
Eminence 
Rosy War 

CIF Veteran 

Old Guard of 
the 
First RPS 
Catholic 


Halfrida 
Renate 
Brotzman 


Hawk 
Education 
Kind-Hearted 
Gentleman (?) 
Dove Hero of 
Catholic 
Education 


Trusted 
Bureaucrat 
Rosy War 
Hawk Veteran 
Old Guard of 
the 
First RPS 


Industrious 
Workhorse 


jm en 
Dove : 
Compromiser 
Joseph Hale Hawk 
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Harold 
Sebastian 
Brotzman 


Father 
Aldrich 
Leonatd 
Brotzman, 
OSA 


Hans-Ulrich 
Rudel 
Friedrich 
Brotzman 


CIF 


Katharine 
O’Farrell 


Sociopathic 
Workaholic 
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Minister of 
Transportati 
on and 
Aviation 


Minister of 

the Interior 

Minister of 
Finance 


Minister of 
Industrial 
Concerns 


Minister of 
Commercial 
and Labor 
Concerns 


Minister of 
Religion and 
Enrollment 


Minister of 
Agriculture 


Minister of 
Domestic 
Autarky 


Minister of 
War 
Production 


Plenipotentia 
3 ty of Science 
and 
Innovation 


Sister 
Anastasia 
Chapman, 

OCD 


Thomas 
Naumann 


Biased 


Ewe Crusader 


Lauren Prodigal 
Dove , 
Lynch Entrepreneur 
hee Fist-and-Glove 
Schemer 


Naive Farmer 
Boy 
C Remnant 
Rosy War 
Veteran 
C 
C 


Grand 
Architect 
Rosy War 
CIF Veteran 
Old Guard of 
the 
First RPS 


Financial 
Wizard 


Stephen 
Liszt 


Kenneth 
Frost 


Boy of the 
People 


Humane 
Researcher 


Edwin van 
Essen 


Malachy 
Haas 


Dietrich 
Weber 


Guns-and- 
Butter 


Gregory 
Gordon 


IF 
Vincent 
Battaglia ae 
IF 


Paramilitary 
Industrialist 





Minister of Dorothy C Smiling 
Health Dougherty Altruist 
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Senior Judge 
of the Honor 
Court 


Adelbu 
Commandan 
t 
(Commander 
of all 
Adelburger 
Forces) 


Head of 
RGA 
General Staff 
(Leader of 
RGA High 
Command) 


Head of the 
RGA 
(Leader of 
the Ryanite 
Army) 


Head of 
Plaid 
Orchestra 
(Leader of 
Ryanite 
Intelligence) 


Head of 
Ryanite 
Merchant 
Fleet 


Head of 
RGA 
Luftwaffe 


Walther 
Tristen 
Schaffer 


Ambrose 
Thornton 


Paolo 
Santoro 


Veronica 
O’Hara 


Theobald 
Albrecht 
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C 
C 


Independent 


Independent 


Law-Abiding 
Crime Fighter 


‘Two-Faced 
Enigma 
Remnant 
Rosy War 
Veteran 
Hero of 
Catholic 
Education 


Guns-and- 
Butter 
Rosy War 
Veteran 
Old Guard of 
the 
First RPS 


Blitzkrieg 
Doctrine 
Rosy War 
Veteran 
Old Guard of 
the 
First RPS 


Military 
Intelligence 
Rosy War 
Veteran 
Old Guard of 
the 
First RPS 


Tonnage War 
Rosy War 
Veteran 
Old Guard of 
the 
First RPS 





Support 
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(Leader of 
Ryanite Air 
Force) 


General 
Secretariat of 
Distributist 
International 


Commissaria 
t of Dweller 
Coalition 


Commissaria 
t of the 
Catholic 
Colleges 


Commissaria 
t of the 
Scouts 


Commissaria 
t of 
Occupied 
Territories 


Head of St. 
‘Thomas 
More 
Political 
Warfare 
School 


Minister- 
Without- 
Portfolio 


Victor 
Gordon 


Francis 
Leblanc 


Monsignor 
Charles 
Santoro, 

OFM Cap. 


Brother 

William 

Godfrey 
Stanley, OP 


Archbishop 
Gabriel 
Maria 
Gutiérrez- 
Kneller 


Madeline 
O’Hara 


Nicholas 
Fitzgerald 
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Old Guard of 
the 
First RPS 


Strategic 

Bombing 

Rosy War 
Veteran 


Fist-and-Glove 


Dove Schemer 


ust Lawmaker 


Backstabber 
Rosy Wat 
Veteran 
Old Guard of 
the First RPS 


Prince of 
Terror 
CIF Rosy Wat 
Veteran 
Old Guard of 
the RPS 


Independent 
Old State 
President of 
Hacepcadent | os rire RPS 
Vice President 


ust Lawmaker 
Rosy Wat 
Veteran 
Old Guard of 
the First RPS 


Political 
Intelligence 
Rosy War 
Veteran 
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Independent 


CIF 
AU 


Minister- 
Without- 
Portfolio 


Leader of 1. 
‘Leibgarde 
Harold 
Brotzmaw 


Liaison to 
Roman 
Catholic 

Eastern Rite 

Ryanites of 

the GACSS 


Anti- 
EuroGov 
Pact Head 


Anti- 
EuroGov 
Pact Aide- 
de-Camp 


Howard 
Erich Wolff 


Representati 
ve of 
Wilmington 
Anthony 
“Action 
Andy” 
Accatrdo 


Representati 
ve of 
Arlington 
Margaret 
Diana 
Richardson 


Bruno Heinz 
Winifred 
Brotzman 


Perpetua, 
Duchess of 
Other- 
Boston 
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Dove 


VPdSG 


of the United 
States 


Junger-esque 


Anatch 
Old State 


Chancellor of 


the First RPS 
President of 
the United 
States 


Junger-esque 


Anatch 


Rosy War 
Veteran 
Hero of 
Catholic 

Education 


Ukrainian- 
Greek Rite 
Hero of 
Catholic 
Education 


Ostara 
Conspiracy 
GACSS 
Sympathizer 


House of 
Raynerson 
GACSS 
Sympathizer 
Presumed 
Dead’ 
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Wppendix D: Schulmark Conversion Table 





18 | 1SM 
28 2SM 
Schulpfennig (§) 58 | SM 
108 


50i8 








10SM 
20SM 
50SM 
100SM 
500SM 
1000SM 


Schulmark (SM) 






































Studentenbank Foreign Exchange Rates on 1 May 2015 
Rival Currency Exchange Rates 

US Dollar $10.43 
Pound Sterling £15.42 

EU Euro €14.26 

1SM 

Russian Ruble P13 
Chinese Yuan ¥13.02 
Japanese Yen ¥20 
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